Brier 2

Zac Brier

English 7A/B

B. Spears

5/16/04







Approx. 1893 words
MUDDLE

by

ZAC BRIER

“Man, you look like shit,” Rich said to Trevor, who had just finished his last class for the night.

“Yeah, I know,” Trevor said. “I haven’t got much sleep lately.” He crammed his papers into his folder as they walked down the hall. Some people stood in little groups, casually talking about the usual nothing. Other people moved down the halls at their necessary paces.

“Why’d you even bother coming today anyway?”

“Biology test.”

“Figures. You’re a biology whore. All your classes this semester are biology courses, aren’t they?”


“What can I say? It’s my main interest.”

“And there’s mine,” Rich said in an undertone. His eyes swept over the voluptuous woman that had just passed them, his eyes lingering on certain curvy features.

Trevor rolled his eyes.


“Just go home and get some sleep, man,” Rich said. He excused himself from his role as friend and donned his wolf mask to prey on the vixen.


Trevor opened his black umbrella as he stepped outside. The rain beat down fiercely, as it had since his insomnia began three nights ago. He strode over to his rusty old Buick. He stepped into a deep puddle on the way, sinking his foot up to his ankle and splashing over his pants. He threw his arms up in the air in frustration. He pulled his keys from his pocket and struggled to unlock the door and hold his umbrella at the same time. It took him a good couple minutes to realize he was using the wrong key. He cursed under his breath and found the right key, unlocking the door with a muffled click.

The drive home was a blur. In his exhaustion, he swerved from the right side of the road to the left. Fortunately, since it was so late, cars were scarce on the road. If he did not drive home at the dead of night, he might have been dead this night.

He barely had his eyes open when he reached the door of his small apartment. He fumbled with the door lock, his umbrella, and his folders. He finally managed to unlock the door after a steady slew of curses and opened the door wide. He staggered in, hung his umbrella on the inside knob, and closed the door. After making sure he locked up, he threw his folders onto the ground with the rest of the clutter.

His apartment was a wreck. Books and laundry littered the floor to the point where one couldn’t be sure what the carpet looked like. Dishes piled up in the sink of his cramped kitchen. Posters and pictures of animals hung askew on the wall. A small, dusty television sat upon a plastic fruit crate.

The only tidy object was a large mirror with a beautiful gold frame, hanging on the wall opposite his window. Trevor crept in front of it, wiping a smudge off the glass with a cloth he kept nearby. It was the only remembrance he had of his late mother, and he cleaned it compulsively.

After his ritual cleansing, he gazed at his reflected image. His untidy black hair fell past his neck and over his ears. His bangs fell over his blue, bloodshot eyes. His nose was short and curved downwards just slightly. His chin usually appeared strong, but not now. No matter how he turned his head, his whole face looked frail and tired.


He shook his head and carefully padded across his mess over to his bed. He did not even bother to undress before dropping down and scrambling under his blanket, determined to sleep.

In the dark, he stared at the ceiling, trying to will himself asleep. He counted sheep. When that didn’t work, he counted his teeth. Still wide awake, he resorted to counting the spackle bumps on the wall. After he counted number two thousand eight hundred and three, he closed his eyes. Nothing worked.

“This biology course is killing me,” he said to no one but himself. “Three days without sleep now. And I still have more to study! Study, study, study. It’s all I do now, isn’t it?”


The rain pounded on the window in an erratic beat. Even the enticing song of the storm could not lull him to his much need sleep.

“I wish Maria was here,” he said. “But no, she has to be all the way across the world studying art. What is the point of that? What the hell is that going to accomplish in life? She should be here for her boyfriend. Right? I think so.”


A brilliant flash lit up his room, followed by the inevitable roll of thunder.


“Is it a bad sign when I talk to myself?” he asked himself.

After a moment, he whispered, “Only if you talk back.”


“I went from flab to fab in only two weeks!” said a woman. She tried her best to sound amazed, but her efforts did not impress.

Trevor sat up with a start, as awake as he was lying down. The television illuminated the room. The woman on the screen beamed as she explained the benefits of some miracle exercise machine.

He searched for the remote control, thinking he must have rolled over it while trying to sleep. He felt so numb that he would not be surprised if he had the blasted thing poking into back. He climbed out of bed and tossed back the blanket. He found nothing, save for crumbs and a spoon.


He skimmed the clutter on the floor. At last, he spotted it on the floor to the side of the television crate. Since he did not activate it in his sleep, he jumped to impossible conclusions. “Maria?” he called out.

“You shouldn’t rely on her so much,” said a man. His voice came from the television.


Trevor stepped away, surprised to see a man on the television now, standing right next to the woman. They both stared directly at him.

“Maria will never come back for you. You might as well get over it,” said the man in the television.


“What?” Trevor asked. His voice was small and timid. The man seemed strangely familiar to him.

“If you order now, we’ll send you a set of dumbbells, absolutely free!” said the man. He addressed his companion now, once again oblivious to the world outside of their box.

“I’m imagining things,” Trevor said. He blinked and rubbed his sore eyes. He turned off the television and headed back over to the bed. His alarm clock on the nightstand glowed 5:58.

He dropped into his bed. He did not have a chance lay there long before he noticed the blinking cursor on his computer monitor. Though he did not remember turning it on, he sighed deeply and clambered out of bed again to turn it off.

Simon says wait flashed on the screen as he approached. He froze, following the mysterious command. He had to be imagining this. He was so very tired.


Simon says come here. He stepped forward.


Turn off the computer. He fumbled around and hit the Power button on the tower. The screen blinked off.


 “I didn’t say ‘Simon says’,” said the man from the television. Trevor turned to see the man standing at his back, staring back at him. Trevor yelled in surprise and scrambled backwards, tripping and bumping over tall stacks of cooks as he headed for the door.

As he reached for the knob, a black bat hanging from the knob shrieked and made him pull away. He spun around, searching desperately for an escape. His eyes combed over everything: the bolted-shut window, the posters of animals growling at him, the dishes covered with vermin and mold, the clock that glowed 5:61.

“Relax, Trevor,” said the man.


Trevor stopped. He wondered how this man knew his name. He moved back over to where he last saw the man, eyes fixed on him and knees shaking. His eyes glanced down, to look him over to the feet, but the man’s body stopped at the golden frame. He realized that the man was not physically in the room, but inside the mirror. Trevor brought his hands to his hands and rubbed his temple. “This isn’t real,” he said.

“Isn’t it?” replied the man.


“Who are you and what do you want?” Trevor asked. He tried to sound assertive, but his voice squeaked.

“Why, I’m Simon, of course. And I want the same thing you want.”

“Which is?”


“You don’t know what you want?”


“I do, but do you? I don’t really think you know what I want.”


“I know what you want. But I don’t really think you know what you want.”


Trevor shut his eyes tightly, hoping to blink Simon out of existence. It did not work.


“You won’t be able to sleep until you face it,” said Simon.

“Face what?” Trevor said. No longer did his voice squeak, irritated by these riddles. He stared at Simon, wanting to get a better look at him.


He was a roguish guy. His rough, black hair hung into his unshaven, pale face. His bloodshot blue eyes stared savagely back at him. His short nose curved slightly towards his lips. Simon looked much like Trevor would, if he had become stressed.

“Face the truth,” Simon said.


“Whatever that means,” Trevor said, grim.

“I’m talking about Maria.”


Trevor’s face flushed. “What?”


“She’s not coming back.”

“Yes she is. We love each other.”


“No she’s not. She left you.”


“She’s going to come back after she’s done in Florence.”


“No she’s not. I was there, I heard what she said.”


Trevor grew uneasy. He scanned the room, as if searching, desperate for some sort of proof to counter Simon. His eyes glanced at the clock: 5:68.


“You know I’m right,” Simon said.


“She’s coming back,” Trevor said with a grimace.

“We’re through, she said. I’m sick of you, she said.”

“Shut up.”


“Don’t you remember? She said I’m leaving. Goodbye. She slammed the door when she left. You wept. Like some pathetic little girl.”


Trevor balled his fists up, digging his nails into his palm. “I said shut up.”


Simon narrowed his eyes. “You’re just afraid to face the facts. You know she’s off in Italy, fucking who knows. She didn’t love you. She never did. She never will.”


“I said shut up!” Trevor screamed, throwing his fists into the glass. It shattered, showering him with shards of glass. He dragged his arm over a jagged piece, giving himself a deep cut. Blood flowed freely from his wound.

The clouds parted and sunlight streamed through the windows. Everything seemed clear now. Maria wasn’t coming back. He had loved her. She had used him. He always knew this, but even being used was better than not being with her at all.


He could not stay here much longer. She had left him nothing but bills and her scent and both sickened him right now. He glanced to the clock. It was 6:12.


For the first time since she left, he felt ready to sleep. Ignoring the blood dripping from his arms onto the floor, he dragged himself into bed to claim the long sleep he deserved.
