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Thank you to everyone out there who creates.  It is the artist, writer, musician, comedian, poet, actor, wrestler... that shares their art with me that gives me the nerve to share my art with everyone else.

1

The counselor looked at the eight-year-old and felt bad for him.  Just like so many kids his age, the decisions of his parents were tearing his little world apart.  She had been seeing Blaine for three months because of his anger issues and public schools trying to kick him out of class for being unruly.  She could see the pain in the boy with the lack of cohesive discipline and the back and forth of his parents on and off relationship.  She wanted to scream at the parents, “You are adults, either work it out or get a divorce!  Stop getting your kid’s hopes up.”  But she was not their therapist, she was only Blaine’s and she needed to do what she could for him.

She gave him a couple of yellow building blocks.  “What do you feel like doing with these building blocks?”

The boy took the two square blocks and set them on the ground.  “They aren’t blocks, they’re super heroes.”

Sharon smiled at the creativity of the kid.  She was always astounded how he could change anything in front of him into a story of some sort.  “Tell me about the super heroes.”

He started to move the blocks around as if they were walking.  “They aren’t people.  They are jelly jars.  And they stop crime by shooting jelly out of their hands.”

“What kind of criminals do they stop?”  She pressed for more hoping the fun story would bring him some joy for a little while.

He looked up at his counselor, one of the most trusted adults in his life, “They would stop daddies from hitting mommies.”  There was no emotion behind the boy’s eyes which killed Sharon.  The idea that he could relate his home life in such a blatant yet emotionless way hurt her deeply.  “And they would throw out all the worlds beer and wine.”  She had wanted him to relay his real-life pains with the play therapy, it was the point of play therapy, but she also just wanted him to be a kid for a bit.  “And they would make sure mommies didn’t kiss anyone but daddies.”

Sharon wiped the tears out of her eyes looking at her watch.  “Thank you, Blaine. Our time is up, but I want you to keep thinking about those superhero jelly jars so we can talk more about them next time, ok?”  She walked to the door and opened it up to see Blaine’s mother sitting in one of the waiting room chairs reading some random glamour magazine.

The woman smiled at the counselor and got to her feet.  She was in her late-thirties, but she seemed to be stuck emotionally in her early twenties.  Blaine ran out of the room and gave his mother a hug nearly making her double over with the impact.  He let her go and ran around the room like a he was practicing for a relay.

Sharon smiled at the woman pretending like she thought she was a decent parent, “Thank you Misses Robertson.  Same time next week?”

The mother of the now rambunctious child placed her magazine into her knock off Burberry purse, “Please call me Becks.  And sure, I can have him back same time next week.”  She waved her hand in an oddly superficial manner and tried to herd her son.  Before she opened the door, she turned back to the counselor, “Actually, it may be my”, she paused considering what title to give the man she was technically married to, but desperately did not want to be, “Blaine’s father dropping him off next week.”  She put her hand to the side of her mouth as if to hide her words, “Got a hot date with a firefighter next Friday, if things go well, Saturday morning I will still be busy.”  She made a giddy mock scream shaking her hands in the air.  

Both the women waved goodbye then Blaine and his mother were out the door.  Sharon immediately mocked the woman, “Got a hot date.” She waggled her hips back and forth pretending to be the woman, “Gonna whore myself out to a firefighter.”  She made the same giddy sounds and shook her fists in little circles near her face.  

She started to clean up the magazines in the waiting room while continuing to verbally relieve her annoyance of the woman who was paying her to talk to her child.  “What kind of adult calls herself Becks.  That is a child nickname.  Next thing you know she is going to be asking me to watch her son because she wants to have a sleepover with her sorority sisters.”  It was not conscious, but Sharon was envious of Becks.  She had managed to have a child and husband.  Sharon had strived to have a family for years, but now in her early-thirties she was running out of time, at least to have any children.  She would need to find a man who was ready to settle down before she could not have kids anymore.  But, her focus on her career had always been her downfall.  Either the men she was interested in were intimidated by a woman who wanted to be a breadwinner or they lacked focus so much that they were barely moved out of their parents’ house at thirty.

Her hatred of Becks bothered her.  She typically liked people and as a counselor she tried her best to recognize that people all had their own troubles and she should not fault people for their needs.  But that woman was infuriating.  

She got the rest of the room situated and sat back down in her chair waiting for her next client.  She mumbled to herself, “Not my husband, but my child’s dad.  She might as well have said my baby daddy.  I know his damn name.  You have been coming to me for three years to help with Blaine’s anxiety and anger issues.  Maybe the fact that you refuse to call his father Jeremy is causing some of it.  Or maybe it’s because you go by Becks and I don’t care how many times you tell me, your name is Rebecca.”

She looked at her watch, it was five minutes past the hour.  She walked over to her phone on the shelf to find a series of texts from Albert, her next client.  He was not coming, he said he was stuck at the office.  She chuckled at the poor excuse.  She knew he was a Monday thru Friday type of guy, but it did not bother her.  He did not really need the help, he just liked to vent, so missing an appointment didn’t make her worry about the man.  She did wonder why he always waited until the last minute when she still had to charge him.  It did not bother her.  She was still getting paid.

Realizing that her last client of the morning was a cancel she grabbed her Dooney and Bourke purse, smiling at the little Minnie Mouses drawn across the side, and headed out of the office to get a quick gym workout before she had to be back in time for her afternoon clients.

Sharon drove her small economy car around the block to the discount gym where she spent an hour most days in an aerobics class of some sort getting her heart beat up and feeling like she was fully alive.  There was little in the world that got her as pumped as a full body aerobic workout, but on Saturdays she was pressed for time, so it was spent typically on a treadmill or rowing machine.

She parked her car and hid her purse under the seat.  She locked the car while throwing her towel over her shoulder feeling like a proper gym rat.  Once inside she headed for the treadmills, but noticed the spin room was lit up like an arcade.  There was a big stopwatch over the door that was counting down and was at twenty-four minutes.  She figured why not and went into the spin class to spend some time riding in place.

The workout was intense.  The music was loud, the instructor at the front of the room was screaming for everyone to keep pedaling while the room was full of neon lights and darkened fluorescents.  Each bike had a small screen that showed a video of riding in the middle of the Tour De France.  It was quite the escape from the workday.  Her legs burned and she could barely catch her breath.

After the workout she was toweling off as she walked back to the main gym.  Still out of breath she hunched over when a soft hand gently laid down on her shoulder pressing the sweaty material against her skin.  She sprang back up to see Albert, her missing patient with a big smile on his face.  She smiled as she put out her hand for a shake, “Caught skipping my session.”

Albert with his dark hair, five o’clock shadow, and green eyes, smiled at his counselor, “Caught me.  I thought I needed a workout.  And you know how it is with medical appointments.”

She tilted her head in a playful way, “You know I am not a medical doctor.  I have a master’s degree in counseling.  I am a licensed metal health counselor, licensed chemical dependency counselor, as well as a licensed marriage and family therapist.  No med school here.”

The attractive client stuck out his bottom lip, “Don’t downplay what you do.  Doctors fix people.  You fix me.”  He seemed to get lost in her stare and trailed off.  Shaking his head, he brought himself back to reality.  “Head.”  He tried to parse the words into a single sentence, “You fix me head...”  He laughed at his ridiculous words.

She did a small curtsey, “Thank you.  But I hate that you pay for these sessions and don’t get anything out of them.”

The man made a clicking sound with his tongue.  “Well, you know.  I may have skipped on purpose.  Seeing how I know you come to this gym.  And you are always headed here after our session.”

She raised one eyebrow feeling a bit stalked.  

“And the last time I asked you out, you said that was not a professional conversation.  I thought maybe if I ran into you outside of the office you might be interested in a date. Seeing how we are not in the middle of a professional conversation.”  Albert saw the rejection in the woman’s eyes and tried to cover everything up with an exaggerated smile.

“Albert.  You are a very attractive man, but you are my client.  It would be unethical of me to have any kind of relationship with you since you have confided so much in me.”  She hated herself for saying it, he was the most attractive client she ever had.  In fact, he was the most attractive man she ever spent an hour with.

He nodded his head in defeat.  “Right.  I get it.”  He slowly turned away while still talking, “But maybe I haven’t been confiding in you at all, just talking to build up the nerve to ask you out.”  He spun back around with another big grin.

“One, you don’t need to build up nerve, you are quite the charismatic man.  And two, it can’t happen.  We are counselor patient, that is all.”  She lightly tapped his shoulder with her closed fist.

“Never?”  He tried to give puppy dog eyes.

“The ethics board says there can’t be any relationship between patients and counselors.  Even after they have stopped their professional relationship there should be a two-year period with no communication.”  She looked at the man and raised her eyebrows as if to ask if he understood.

“I get it.”  Albert said feeling defeated.

She put out one hand to rub the man upper arm to console him.  “See you next week.”

He looked up to reveal that he was still his normal happy self.  “Sure thing doc. I’ll see you next Saturday.  And I won’t play hooky this time.”  He turned and jogged straight into the men’s locker room making Sharon smile at the playfulness of her client.

She made her way back to the car replaying his attempt to get a date with her over and over in her head.  She could not date him, but she could fantasize about how great it would be.  That was not against her ethics.

2

Jeremy brought Blaine in to the office the next Saturday.  Sharon was always happy to see Jeremy, he seemed better adjusted than his nearly estranged wife.  His summer complexion, baseball cap, short stature and average dad body made him seem like the average father.  His face betrayed that image as he carried the stress of his ongoing marital troubles.

Sharon smiled at Jeremy with a polite hand wave.  She tried very hard to keep her gestures professional.  She did not want to give any impression that she was anything more than his son’s counselor, not that she had any interest in the man.  She may have found him mildly attractive if pressed about it, but she was work first and dealing with broken men for romance later.

Blaine ran through the waiting room and into the office where they held their sessions.

Jeremy returned the half awkward wave, “Guess it’s my weekend.”  He tried to make small talk.

“We will be about forty-five minutes.”  She tried to back into her office with no more chit chat, but Jeremy took a couple quick steps towards her holding a stack of papers.

“Sorry.”  He lowered his head a bit, feeling shame for interrupting the woman.  “Rebecca said that Blaine had been working on this all week and wanted you to see it.”  He leaned forward trying not to interfere with her personal space as he reached to hand her the papers.

Sharon took the paper and flipped through them quickly, it appeared to be some sort of comic book.  “Thank you, we will definitely talk about these.”  She said finally getting to hide in her office and do her job.  As she closed the door, she found herself repeating in her head, Jeremy’s words, ‘Rebecca said that Blaine had been working on this all week.’  Why did he get to call her Rebecca while the rest of the world was reduced to childish nicknames and forced to say Becks.  Maybe that was the source of their troubles, if he would just call her Becks then they would happy together.  She laughed at her stupid joke. 

She turned around to see Blaine on the floor playing with big plastic trucks making vroom sounds. He always displayed such normal child behavior when no one was watching him.  It was when authority was watching that he had his little breakdowns.  

She sat down on the floor with him and spread the pages across the carpet.  “How are you doing this week Blaine?”  She looked to the child for any visible cues.

He continued to play with the trucks moving them in circles around one another.  “I am fine.”  It was that kid voice where the pronunciation of words was near perfect and more precise than most adults, but the untrained muscles in his mouth still made it sound incorrect.

“What are you doing right now?”  She prodded about his play with the trucks.

“These trucks are the best drivers ever.  They drive fast and no one can catch them.”  He never stopped playing with the trucks, his gaze remained down.

She watched him play for a few minutes just wanting him to have time to enjoy being a child, but that was not why he came to see her.  She was damned to watch hurt and broken children anguish in their pain so that one day when she was not there, they may be happy.  It was an awful job that she could never have realized until she was neck deep in it.  She decided to suck it up and deal with her own distress by helping the boy.  “Are any of these trucks being driven by your superheroes?”  She waited a second for the boy to recognize the question, but no answer came.  “The superheroes you told me about last week when we were playing with the yellow building blocks?” 

Blaine continued to rev the engines of the trucks, but between sounds he spoke, “You are funny.  I told you the superheroes are jars of jelly.”

“Yes, you did.”  She said hoping the child to open up some more.

“Jars can’t drive.”  The boy cracked up in laughter falling over holding his sides and completely forgetting about the trucks.  He gasped for breath from the laughter, but managed to get to all fours and crawl over to the sheets of paper his father had brought to the session.  He gathered them up, stood up and handed them over to Sharon who was sitting on her heels in the center of her carpet square she called a rug.  As she took them, he said, “Here.  I made it into a comic book, but mom hasn’t stapled them together yet.  She said comic books are in color so I have to color them first.”

“Thank you.”  She said almost surprised.  She looked down at the sheets once again seeing the panels and word bubbles.  “What made you want to make it into a comic strip?”

Blaine bent at the waist laughing again. “Not a comic strip silly.  Comic book.  I told you he was a superhero and superheroes have comic books.  It is where you read about their adventures.”

Sharon smiled at the crude drawings.  They were squares with arms and legs.  The main character seemed to only be differentiated by his cape and his color.  “Can you tell me about this?”

“You don’t want to read it?”  His face looked beyond disappointed.  

Sharon reached out and held the little boy’s hand in hers.  “No, I want to and will read this.  But I only get to spend forty-five minutes a week with you and I don’t want to be reading the whole time.”

He seemed to accept the reasoning and opened up about his project.  “It’s called Super Jam.  The main character is the superhero.  He shoots out jelly from his hand and keeps people from doing the wrong thing.”  He leaned against her shoulder looking at his work while he explained things to her.  “See, he has a cape.  That means he is the good guy.  And they live in a world of jelly jars, so if anyone gets cracked, they could lose their jelly and die.  And that means it is important not to fight so no one gets cracked.”

Sharon looked over at the kid looking down at his art, proud and happy.  “Super Jam?  Why not Super Jelly?  If they are all jelly jars.”  

“Jam sound like man.  Jelly sound like belly.  Superman is a superhero, Superbelly is a fat guy.”  His response caught her off-guard, she could not help but let a tight-lipped laugh slip out.  The logic made some sort of sense, but she was expecting an explanation of ‘life forces’ and ‘Capes’, not the simplicity of ‘it does not sound super hero-y’. She thought for a moment he may have a bright future in marketing.

At the end of the session, she told him to continue to play in the room while she made some copies of his comic book.  “You need to take this home and finish the coloring.”  She had told him feeling like he may have something to distract him from his parents constantly fluctuating relationship.

When she was in the copy room Jeremy shyly tiptoed into the space.  “Sorry, I wanted to ask you something.”  

Sharon put the next page of the comic book on the copy machine. She took a deep breath and turned around expecting to get asked out on a date.  Before any words came out, she already started formulating her rejection.  She hated the idea that so many clients or parents of clients found her romantically intriguing.  Not that she spent any time elsewhere, meaning she had no shot of meeting anyone in any other way.

She spun around to face the man with both hands behind her on the copy machine as he spoke, “Rebecca and I.”  He trailed off seeming to lose the nerve to say what he wanted.

The stutter gave her hope, maybe she would not have to turn him down, maybe he would just
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