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  Hook Nose


Julia Reynolds spent her days sitting — Indian style — staring at one particular spot on the wall. When the mood struck, she closed the door, then pulled the blinds and turned on her special playlist. Though the latter came in the form of earned privileges, a.k.a. good behavior, she textured her days with both good and bad behavior as this single practice turned into a game in of itself. The last thing she wanted, no, more like needed, was for them to grow wise to the spidering conspiracies webbing inside her head. In the beginning, the abusive onslaught pushed Julia into a mental corner until she learned to pepper her ruinous behaviors. 
Pepper them the same way one did an unseasoned steak.
A sprinkle of good; a firehose of bad, each timed with the mechanical precision of a high-end watch. 
This morning, she earned her third-generation iPod touch for an entire day. The simple act of a smile… a strategic thank you, or a polite gesture to one of the other girls worked every time. One thing Julia Reynolds learned: to win the game, you have to control the game.
She pressed the power button on her blue tooth speaker and then set her iPod to shuffle. Waiting, she closed her eyes and smiled as the sounds of strings played by a cat of nine tails eased through the speaker. A melodious series of notes raised the hair on the back of her neck, which then sent a shiver throughout her petite a-buck-ten-pound frame. The eclectic combination of horror movie soundtracks and sounds of meditation allowed her mind to drift to the same places she imagined the musicians did. Places of exuberant extasy trailing into the corners of immense terror.
After a moment, she opened her eyes, stepped to her left three wide paces and sat as she always had for these last fourteen months. Her eyes locked on the wall as she wiggled on the tiled floor, shifting to each side of her rear end until the hard surface offered the slightest bit of comfort. Not much, but enough to ward off the impending jolts of back spasms soon to join her little party. 
Julia let her body sway back and forth in slow melodious waves thinking of a snake dancing to the sound of its charmer’s music. A smile spread like a slow-moving fog as she stared at the papered wall.
It will come, she mused. It will always come.

      ***Ole Hook Nose learned to leave her alone during these times of deep focus. Julia, along with her friends — not that she’d considered them friends under different circumstances but had zero choice no matter how much she wanted to claw their eyes out — coined the ancient broad, Hook Nose because of her clichéic witch-like features.
Including the ever so famous mole on the chin.
At times she stared for hours; waiting for it, waiting with the anticipation of an infant with its eyes glued on the approaching bottle.
“Dinner Time!” a voice spoke from some distant place. 
Trying to ignore this… this nuisance of a daily declaration, she understood the time right here and right now had become more important than any meal. And the more she experienced the coming moments, the more she believed in this little truth with her entire soul. 
The music played its constant loop of eerie sounds mixed between soothing waves and chirping birds. On more than one occasion, her little music box repeated for hours until someone snuck in her room (oh how she loathed people invading her privacy) and shut it off. Some days ole Hook Nose (or her goons) snuck in and turned off her iPod as she lay on the floor curled into a tight little ball of eleven-year-old flesh. The next morning she’d awakened in her bed, covers strewn everywhere as if she spent the night kicking at someone… or… something.
Tonight, she sat without a care for her numbing legs. Months of sitting cross-legged every evening ramped up her pain tolerance until she now welcomed the nagging discomfort. (Or maybe it was the medication.) Either way, she stared at this very spot on the wall as if seeing it for the first time. The pain in her lower back first appeared as a distant echo, while occasionally, felt as if someone jammed steak knives through each of her lumbar.
Julia shifted again sitting bolt upright and disregarded the searing pain as if turning her back on an annoying sibling. She sat for several minutes, never batting an eye. The longer she focused on the cookie jar, the more reality shifted to the unreal.
There were days when she realized it wouldn’t come. But that didn’t stop Julia from waiting — every night, like an addiction. It first happened five months ago when she stood next to her table and thought she noticed something moving on the wallpaper. The closer she looked, the more it moved. Then the smells followed. While eventually, both appeared at the same time. Once — and thank God it only happened once — something came alive on the wall from the cookie jar. Julia watched every night since, well, except for when she kicked Hook Nose between the legs for making her play cards with Sally.
Oh, how she hated Sally.
Julia knew tonight would be the night although she couldn’t explain why, but only knew. Blood raced through her veins as her heart pounded with anticipation. Wide-eyed, she stared hard at the same cookie jar, paying no attention to the ones surrounding it. This particular design of wallpaper should be in someone’s kitchen, she thought, unable to put a finger as to the why it ended up here. Some cookie jars lay on their sides; others of different angles, while others were upside down as if suspended by some invisible tether. This one cookie jar — the size of a 5L mason jar with a picture of three cookies stacked on one another — was separated from all the others by at least a couple feet. Sometimes Julia swore this particular cookie jar lifted from the wall as if existing in a third dimension.
She leaned in breathing hard when the music stopped. For a moment, she panicked even though subconsciously she waited for the next song to begin. Which it did. When it started, she welcomed the ranging harmonies as she would a long-lost friend while the music from the opening credits of The Shining eased through her speaker.
No matter how bad she wanted to run and turn on the lights, she didn’t move. Then it began. The aroma of freshly baked double chocolate chip cookies filled her nostrils pulling her in closer to the wall. She could taste them; the exact cookies mom made before…
Julia shook her head fighting her mind’s desire to fall victim, again, to that spiraling black hole. She had it comin’, Julia thought and mentally chastised herself as she stopped the mental torture to follow this line of thinking. These special visits were rare, and no parts of the past would get in the way.
With her eyes glued on the cookie jar, she focused on the half open lid ready to stick her fingers inside and grab one of those amazing cookies. She could feel them now. Warm in her hands ready to melt in her mouth. Her stomach growled making her wish she would’ve succumbed to the call and ate dinner. Except, the corned beef hash here hovered one step above dog food.
The music crescendoed into childish screams as if an invisible force turned up the volume. Her heart sped like a locomotive racing into a bottomless hill. She could feel it happening. This time more intense. Tonight, would be the one. She leaned in until her nose sat an inch away from the wall. Saliva covered her tongue, spilling to the insides of her cheeks.
The longer she stared, the more the wallpaper seemed to move. Not in a shimmering way, but as if it were breathing; pulsing much the same way a beating heart did at rest. The squiggly pattern behind the cookie jar shifted, taking the shape of dancing shadows on a two-lane road. Behind the jar, which now sat on the centerline of the road, two shadows skipped towards her. 
Squinting, she figured the shorter one on the left had to be a young girl. Her pigtails danced with each skip as the one to the right was taller wearing a shirt, pants (more like capris riding up to the bottom of his calves) and suspenders. Their hands rocked forward and back: two children skipping in the park without a care in the world. However, that’s not what stole her attention.
She learned the hard way during one of these visits that when she switched her focus from the cookie jar, everything stopped. And that meant EVERYTHING. The first
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