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Finding An Angel

Blurb:

There are few moments that I can look back in my life and not see her. She’d been a part of my life from the moment my parents bought the house next door. She was my best friend. 

But things changed. 

We got older. 

Our friendship changed. 

We fell in love.

My life with Jessa Rawlins would prove to be the best life I could ever dream of. It will always show me how truly far and hard I could fall. Nothing was boring with Jessa in my life. And I’d take her no other way...

Well, maybe other than here...
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Jessa

Seven years old...
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STANDING AT THE WINDOW, I watch as a moving truck and a bunch of cars and trucks pull in next door. Mom and Dad told me yesterday that the house had finally sold and we’d have neighbors soon. I didn’t like it. In fact, I wish they never bought the house and would disappear. 

Now, because of them, I can no longer run around outside in just whatever I wanted. No, now Mom picks out my clothes. She said that they had a son and some of the dress up clothes I like to wear outside to play pretend were not right for a boy to see.

Boys are nasty. They stink. They are mean. And they ruin all my fun.

Crossing my arms across my chest, I watch as a bunch of people start unloading things and carrying it all inside. There had to be at least fifty people moving over there. I don’t know exactly if that’s a number. Mom is teaching me, but we’ve only got to twenty so far. 

We live somewhat in the country. We are the only two houses for miles. Each house has a lot of yard to it. Papa takes four days to cut ours. I may only be seven years old, but if you had all this land, why would you build the houses so close together.

Just then another car pulls up. Before it’s even stopped a boy jumps out. Oh Papa would have grounded me for a week for that. He’s got brown hair that bounces as he runs. The smile on his face is huge and he’s clapping his hands. That must be the boy that ruined all my fun. Making my mad face at him, I keep watching. He’s jumping around and his mouth is moving fast.

Why did they have to pick that house? It was supposed to stay empty forever. I don’t like people. Well, people don’t like me. No one does. No one except my parents. I wish they did, but they don’t. Buster comes to stand next to me and look out the window too.

“We got new neighbors boy. Everything’s going to change now,” I grumble as I scratch my puppy’s head.

“Jessa Grace,” Mom calls from the kitchen.

Just as I was about to move away from the window, the boy turns around and sees me. He waves at me and I don’t know what to do. 

He can’t see you stupid. He doesn’t know. All he sees is another kid about his age. When he sees you up close, he’ll laugh and point just like everyone else.

Tears fill my eyes, but I find myself waving anyway. Even if I wasn’t happy about them being there, I had manners. Mom and Dad would not be happy if I was rude.

“Jessa Grace Rawlins, I’ve been calling you.”

“Sorry, Mom. I was watching the new neighbors. Do you think they will stay away? What if they come around? What...”

Mom strokes my hair and kneels down in front of me. It’s then she sees my tears. “What are these tears for?”

“I don’t like anyone.”

“Baby, not everyone is the same.”

A tear falls and I wipe it away. “They are to me.”

“People love you, baby. They just...” her voice trails off as it always does when she tries to find excuses.

“It’s just that no one can handle me or looking at me. I know. Well, I don’t like being around them anymore than they do me,” I yell.

The fear, the sadness, it begins to take over me. My body starts to shake. Mama calls for Papa and continues to stroke my hair as she tries to calm me down. Papa runs into the living room and immediately lifts me into his arms.

“What’s got my baby so worked up?”

He did that on purpose. It’s his distraction technique. As much as I tell myself that next time it won’t work, it always does. 

“I’m not a baby,” I pout and all the panic leaves me.

He smiles. “No, you’re not, but do you have to remind me all the time?”

I laugh even though I’m in a bad mood about having neighbors. Walking over to our chair, he sits me on his lap and he looks at me so lovingly. Okay, so maybe I don’t hate all men. My dad is the best.

“Yup because you forget everything, even Mama says so.” I turn and look at my mom. “Don’t he?”

Mom chuckles with tears in her eyes. “Yes, he does. I think if he didn’t have a neck, he’d leave his head behind.”

That makes me laugh real hard. “And he’d run into walls and everything. More than he already does.”

“Hey, you two do realize I’m sitting right here,” Papa tries to act like he’s hurt and it only makes me laugh harder.

Papa’s tone is soft as he strokes my long brown hair. “Are you feeling better Sweetpea?”

Nodding my head, I smile. “Can we make them move though? I don’t like people,” I frown.

“No, honey, we can’t make them move. Hey, for all you know, these people could be the greatest people you’ve ever met.”

Frowning, I pick at the lint on his shirt. Words are hard for me. Everything is hard for me. Well, not everything. I love to draw. Mom says I’m really good at it. Dad gave me money for one of my pictures and I bought my best friend Miss Molly. She’s my dolly I carry with me everywhere. Mom and Dad haven’t seen it yet, but she can really talk and she is a superhero. She protects me from the bad people that chase me all the time.

“No one I have ever met is great. Maybe to you guys, but not me,” I mumble.

“It’s because they don’t understand, honey,” Mom says stroking my hair.

“They don’t wanna either,” I grumble. “It’s okay. I have you guys and Miss Molly. That’s all I need,” I try to smile, but I can’t.

Mommy lifts my legs and sits on Daddy’s other leg, placing mine over hers. “Tomorrow, we’re going to go over and meet the neighbors. Do you want to come with us and see if maybe these new neighbors are different?”

Shaking my head so fast my hair flies everywhere. “No! No way! Please don’t make me. I’m better alone. Please.”

Daddy starts to stroke my hair and talks calmly. “You don’t have to come. Mommy was just asking to see if you did.”

“Nope, I don’t,” I state firmly.

“Okay,” Mommy says, smiling sadly at me.
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MISS MOLLY AND I WALK down near the creek. The only reason I am allowed down here alone is because it’s very shallow and doesn’t move fast. Once though, I remember getting a lot of rain and the creek got real big and Daddy made me stay by the house until it got small again.

My favorite reason to come down here are because of all the flowers and the sounds of the water. It calms me. The bad people don’t know about this place yet.

“Miss Molly,” I say excitedly, “Do you see all the pretty flowers today?”

We should pick a lot and give some to Mom and Dad.

“Yes! Yes, we should,” I grin. 

Carefully crossing the creek so I don’t get wet, I walk into the field of flowers. There are so many and each are so beautiful. My favorite ones are the pink ones. Pink is my favorite color. I have pink everything. 

The doctor I used to see told Mommy and Daddy to stop buying me pink, but I can’t remember why. They told him that pink calmed me down and some other colors worked me up. I never saw that doctor after that day. The one I see now is nice enough, but I don’t like going.

Debra – she tells me to call her by her name since I’m called by mine – watches me closely when she talks to me and I don’t like it. It’s like she’s trying to figure out what I am. When she asks me questions, some of them I don’t want to answer because she might think I’m weirder than I already am, so I just shrug my shoulders at her.

“Where would you like to sit Miss Molly? I know you want to enjoy the flowers before I pick them.”

Lay me down in that big patch of pink ones. We’ll pick those ones first.

“I agree,” I smile thinking about the pretty bunches we’ll be able to make.

When I pick flowers for Mom or Dad, I always pick more than the pink ones. They like a lot of colors. Mommy always cries when I bring her flowers, but she smiles when she does.

“I want to draw and paint this before we pull all the flowers up. It’s so pretty. Don’t you agree?”

“Yeah, it’s like something you see on a card or something,” comes a voice from behind me.

Screaming, I fall to the ground hitting my elbow on a sharp rock. When I look up, I see it’s the boy from next door. Holding my elbow, I try to keep the tears from my eyes.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you. My name is Hunter. Hunter Sandean. I live next door,” he smiles.

Hunter takes a couple of steps closer. My heart rate spikes. Tears build in my eyes as the pain in my elbow starts to throb. Never once do I take my eyes off him though. Mom and Dad would have told them about me, wouldn’t they?

“So,” he says when I still say nothing. “You like pink flowers? They do have a very, uh... What else do you like?”

He’s still standing a few feet away from me. Not quite in my danger zone, but pushing the limits a bit. My breathing quickens as I watch him look around.

“I like cars, climbing trees, swimming, running to nowhere and back, playing with my dog Dragon,” he smiles, but I see the look. It’s starting to form in his smile and in his eyes. He’s wondering what’s wrong with me.

“What’s fun to do around here?” He asks still trying to talk to me.

But then he does it. He takes that one step too far. That one step into my danger zone. Too close. People hurt you more when they’re close. 

Shooting to my feet, I run as fast as my little legs will carry me and the tears start falling down my face as I hurry to get all the way back to the house before he catches me. He’s gonna hit me and push me just like all those other kids did. He’ll trip me and laugh when I fall.

The minute my house comes into view, I can see my parents. 

“Daddy!” I sob as I run faster.

My dad is off the porch without touching a step and running to me before Mom even gets up off her chair. Once he reaches me, he gathers me in his arms and carries me up to the porch.

“She’s bleeding. I’ll get the kit,” Mom says from somewhere.

“Da...” deep gasping breath “...ddy,” I sob.

“I have you. It’s okay. But I need you to follow my breathing. Remember how we used to do it. Feel my chest. Copy it with your own breathing. Come on, baby, you can do it.”

Working hard, I begin to follow his breathing. My whole body is shaking. When I’m calmed down a little, Mommy has me take my medicine. I don’t like this medicine. It makes me tired.

Daddy tries to move me and I cling to him. He’s always been my safety. I need him right now. I can hear the bad people. They are wanting to get me, but Daddy keeps them away, even when he doesn’t know it.

“We need to look at your arm, Sweetpea. You’ve got to let go of me so we can do that.”

Shaking my head, but I don’t know. I see the look my dad gives my mom and he’s right. I’m in my bad place right now.

You’re nothing but a waste of air.

Eww, who let you out of the cage?

You’re worse than stupid. You’re a retard.

I shake my head at all the bad people yelling at me, reminding me what I am. They tell me all the time. Soon, though, my medicine starts to work and I go almost limp in my Dad’s arms. He shifts me, but cradles me against him while Mom fixes my elbow.

“I’m sorry, Jessa,” I hear Hunter’s voice and tense. “This is my fault. I, uh, I brought your doll and these.”

Forcing my eyes open, Daddy hands me Miss Molly and I see a bunch of pretty pink flowers lying on the table. He picked flowers for me? Why?

“We’ll leave and give you guys some privacy,” I hear a female voice I didn’t recognize. “I’m sure this needs your full attention for a little while.”

I can’t see the lady, but to hear her refer me to as a ‘this’, the tears I worked so hard to keep from coming fall in an asthmatic – crying so hard that I can’t breathe – rush.

“She’ll be fine by morning. If y’all are willing we can try again then?” Mama says to whoever is there.

“Of course,” but her voice is strained. She thinks I’m a weirdo too. She’s going to go home and laugh at me just like everyone else.

This time hurt more though because it seems like my parents really like these people. Maybe they were lonely? Did I make them lonely?

Yes, their lives are miserable because of you.

But soon, thankfully, the medicine takes over and I fall asleep. This time I am glad it makes me sleepy. When I sleep with this medicine, I don’t hear the bad people. It’s like they can’t get to me when Mommy gives it to me.

[image: C:\Users\C1385\Desktop\Finding An Angel\Finding An Angel flashback breaker.jpg]

A WEEK HAS GONE BY and those people didn’t come back over. It’s my fault too. Curious, I climb down from my tree fort that Daddy made me, I find Mom in the kitchen.

“Do you have friends?”

The question is out of my mouth just as I walk into the kitchen. She jumps slightly, but continues to make lunch. Her not answering my question, answers my question. Nodding my head, even though she can’t see me, I ask where Dad is.

“He’s out in the garage I think,” she says keeping her back to me.

Walking out of the back door, I head to the garage. Daddy is under the hood of yet another car. Sometimes I work with him because I like seeing how things work, but I don’t like how long it takes to get that black stuff off me.

“You’re always honest with me right, Daddy,” I ask the minute I walk up to the front of the car.

“Well, as much as I can be for your age. Why do you ask?”

“Do you and Mom have any friends?”

“Well, you see...”

“It’s because of me, isn’t it?”

Dad grabs a rag and wipes his hands on it before kneeling down in front of me. When he tips my head in his direction and takes my hands, I know he’s going to give me the ‘how I’m all they need’ speech.

“Do you get sad not having friends?” I question to cut him off before he tells me what he always does.

“Jessa...”

“I know Mommy does,” I stated firmly.

“Oh? How do you know that?”

“Because I just asked her that question and she didn’t answer me and wouldn’t look at me. What I want to know is if it’s because of me?”

Daddy sighs and drops his head and my head drops with his. It’s because of me. I can tell and he doesn’t have to tell me. When he looks up at me, I’m surprised by the anger I see there.

“It’s not because of you, Sweetpea. It’s because of them. They only see the moments you have, not the beautiful, intelligent, kind, loving, little girl behind them. That’s their fault not yours. Do you understand me?”

Nodding my head, but I don’t answer him in words. My parents are lonely because of me. No matter how Daddy wants to try and say it. They only have each other because of me.

“Thank you for telling me, Daddy. Can I go play?”

“Yes, just don’t go far. I think your Mom is making lunch,” he kisses my cheek and stands, going back to work on the car.

Leaving the garage, I stare at the house next door. Swallowing hard, I cling to Miss Molly before heading in that direction. Before long, I am standing on their front porch and I stare at their door. Remembering my parents, I take a deep breath and reach up and knock on the door.

The door opens a few moments later. Hunter stands there with almost a shocked look on his face. He recovers quickly.

“Jessa, right?”

Nodding my head, I take a couple steps back and sigh in relief.

“Can... Can I talk to your Mom and Dad?”

“Uh, sure. Want to come inside?” He asks, smiling kindly – I think.

“No. Here is good. Oh and thank you for bringing my doll back and the flowers,” I say quickly before my throat closes completely.

“No problem. I’ll get my parents,” he dashes off and leaves the door open.

A lot sooner than I am ready for both him and his parents are standing on the porch. Again, I step back a few steps to keep them out of my danger zone. Before I realize what’s happening, all the words come spilling out along with the tears of sadness I feel for my parents.

“Can you please be friends with my parents? I know I’m weird and scary and a freak and whatever else you want to call me. I’ll stay away whenever you want to come over. They don’t have any friends and I know it’s because they have a monster for a daughter. Please. They are great people. I’m the monster, the freak. Don’t hate them because of me. Please,” I sob.

“Jessa,” Hunter’s mom starts.

“Please. See, I have Miss Molly, here, and them, but they don’t have anyone. I’m okay with no one
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