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Everything is going good for me just about.  I have the girl of my dreams – going two years strong, I’ll be graduating as the Valedictorian of Jacobs High in two week, and my bro Josh and I will finally be able to say we made it out of this little town, well, maybe not that little but somewhere in-between Edwards, MS and Vicksburg, MS – two places where I spent the earliest part of my childhood.  I hoped I would be going somewhere even bigger than where I stayed now – Brownville, Louisiana.

My only regret was that I would not be able to see my baby Tiff for such long periods of time since I planned on starting school at Clark Atlanta this summer, almost right after I graduated high school.  I’ve always believed that an idle mind was poison even on breaks like Thanksgiving, Christmas, spring, and summer break.  I always found something to do whether it was doing some type of charity work during short breaks or doing some sort of internship during the long breaks.  This summer would be no different.  I think I’m the only person my age who doesn’t take actual breaks when the opportune time presents itself.

My phone started ringing; I saw it was my sister Shanaleis calling.

“Hey, little bro! How are you doing?” a gleeful Shana spoke.  Elijah replied, “Hey, big sis. I’m great. Actually better than great knowing I’ll be walking across that stage in a week!”  Shana started, “Well that’s great.  I was just calling to let you know that I will definitely be at your graduation, and I’m taking you out to eat at your favorite restaurant after.”  I was elated.  We both told each other our “I love yous” and hung up the phone.

I truly loved my half-sister Shana.  Even though we weren’t as close as typical siblings, we still had a pretty good relationship.  She stayed about thirty minutes away with her husband and my niece Bre and my nephew Braylon.  She was the closest person I had on my father’s side.  Honestly, everyone else lived far away in other states; including my father whom I never really had a relationship with.  I was shocked that he would be coming to my graduation since I had only seen him in person only twice my whole life.  We have talked on the phone a couple times and he also sent me money for every birthday and major holiday.  The strangest thing was that not one of the envelopes he sent the money in had the exact same address.  And his phone number, the few times he called, was always different.  It was if he did not want anyone knowing where he stayed – particularly me.  Whenever I asked my mom where he stayed or where he worked she would just say she couldn’t keep up with my father and that he was always on the move.  At least I could believe that he was always on the move, but I knew she was keeping something from me about him and so was Shana.

Every time I mentioned him they gave a pause as though it dreaded or even frightened them to speak of him but they tried to hide it and make up something so I wouldn’t pry any deeper into the matter.  But I knew something was up, and sooner than later the truth would find me before I had a chance to find it.

“Elijah!!!  Josh is downstairs!” my mom called out.  I rushed downstairs.  We were about to go out to look for tuxes for the prom.  We did not have school since the seniors’ last official day of high school was last Friday.  Personally, I’m not that flashy.  Josh, on the other hand, had to do it big all the time.  I was no chump.  I was fresh too but way more conservative than Josh, who blew all his money that his surgeon father gave him.  I was not as opulent as him.  My mom was a nurse at the same hospital where Josh’s dad worked and made a third of the salary Dr. Graves made.  Which meant most of the things I owned I worked for so my mom didn’t have to spend so much on me.

“So you plan on tapping that on prom night, bruh,” Josh asked.  “Man, you know how I feel about sex before marriage, well at least waiting until marriage,” I replied.  Josh cut his eyes at me and the taunting began, “By the time you get some you gone be too old to move.  Keep on she gone be getting her loving from another dude.”  “We both are in agreement about not having sex until we get married,” I said completely refuting the fact that Tiff would ever cheat on me.  I knew she loved me just as much as I loved her and she would never do something to hurt me like that.

So we made it to the store where we were getting our tuxedos from.  I looked at the prices and couldn’t believe how expensive they were.  Nothing here was in my price budget.  “I don’t see anything here that I like,” I lied.  “Bruh, really?  You got to be kidding me!  I’ll pay for it.”  I hated when Josh did that.  He knows how I feel when he tries to make me out to be some type of charity case.  Now I had to go into my “DON’T TOUCH” money to buy a tux that I was going to wear just one night because I knew he wasn’t going to let me leave there without getting a tux.  I dreaded it as I did it, but I picked out this white tux that had gold trim going down the sides of the pants legs with a gold inseam inside the tux jacket.  It even came with a white tie that was also laced with a gold trim fine enough that it didn’t take away from the porcelain treaded tie itself.  “I found something in my price range,” I lied hurrying to the front of the store to pay for it before Josh could hear how much it cost.  It actually was the least expensive tux I saw in the store, but it was still very expensive – expensive enough that Josh would try to pay for it for me if he knew how much it cost.  I guess it’s a sense of pride.  I just don’t feel right letting other people buy things for me unless it’s my mom whom I don’t personally ask to get anything even if I need it.

“We gone be the dopest dudes at prom,” Josh exclaim.  I just looked to the sky and prayed that God would replenish my bank account with the money I just spent and reluctantly replied, “Yep.”

After we got done looking for our tuxedos we headed back to Josh’s house to drop off our tuxes and headed out to pick up Tiff and her friend Frankie.  Josh had two other “side chicks” but Frankie was his main girl.  I sort of felt sorry for Frankie though.  Sure Josh was my best friend, but he was a man-whore.  He had been cheating on Frankie since they started talking.  I think Frankie already knew and just wanted to be with him because his parents were rich and he was on the basketball team.  I mean hey, she was getting exactly what she deserves being a gold-digger.

Frankie and Tiff were waiting for the guys to arrive putting the finishing touches on their fits for the night.  Josh and Elijah arrived – Elijah holding open the door for the girls to get in like the gentleman he was while Josh stayed in the front seat bumping his speakers louder.

“Baby what movie are we going to see,” Frankie asked Josh just after we left Tiff’s house.  “The Perfect Match,” Josh replied. “I hope we’re not going with them to see that movie, Elijah?” Tiffany whispered to me on the back seat and I replied, “Of course, not” in the same voice as she asked.  That’s one thing Tiff and I had in common – we hated romance movies.  Josh wasn’t too keen on them himself, but he knew Frankie loved them.  That meant she would be a little bit more receptive to giving him some pretty soon.  Last month Tiff bet Frankie two hundred dollars that she wouldn’t last two months without having sex, so Josh was definitely not happy – that’s when he start fooling around with these two girls on the cheerleading team.  He still wanted some from his girl though, and this movie would definitely make her give in and lose the bet.

About two hours later Tiff and I had finished watching this comedy movie called Spy.  It was hilarious!  We sat down by the ticket booth since Frankie and Josh hadn’t come out of their movie yet.  We were talking about how good the movie was and I changed the subject for a minute.  I really was still thinking about what Josh had said about me wanting to wait to have sex with Tiffany.  So I asked, “How do you really feel about waiting to have sex until marriage?” since I was the one who said that we should wait when we first got together.  “I mean we’ve already discussed this...” Tiffany replied before I interrupted, “But I was the one who said that we should wait.  You just said that you understood, but we never really discussed it again.  What if you do get the urge to do something even though we’re not having sex?”  Tiffany turned around like I just spitted in her face and said, “I told you that I wasn’t a virgin when we got together and I would be celibate for you.  Do you really think I would cheat on you...” I tried to say “no but” but she continued to explain as she seemed to grow angrier, “Where is this even coming from?  I can’t believe you’d think that I would do something like that to you!”  I began apologizing while also trying to console her, “I’m not saying that; I’m just saying that I know you have needs.  Josh and I were talking about it and...” Before I could even finish she stood up and looked at me like she was going to hit me, “All this is coming from Josh’s stupid ass.  Really?”  She walked away.  I tried to grab her, but she turned around and said “Elijah, don’t touch me!” By the time I let her go I saw Frankie and Josh coming out of the movie theater.  “You ready man?” Josh asked and then he spotted Tiff pacing angrily out of the front doors of the theater, “What happened?”  “I’ll tell you later, bro,” I replied as I walked towards the door.

While the guys were walking to the car Frankie ran to console Tiff as she always did in their friendship.

The whole time we were on our way home Tiff didn’t say a word to me.  She didn’t even look at me – just looked out the window the whole drive back to her house.  When Josh dropped them both off at Tiff’s house she did not even say anything – she just stormed off barely even noticing Frankie was trailing behind her.

We finally pulled up to Josh’s house.  I had already called my mom to let her know I’d been spending the night.  “Hey, man you want pizza or Chinese?” Josh yelled while scrolling through his phone from the bathroom.  But I didn’t answer.  I was still thinking about Tiff and how mad she got earlier.  We have gotten into petty arguments in the past but never this serious.  I’ve never seen her this mad before.  I called her five times and she wasn’t accepting any of my calls.  

“Pizza it is,” Josh said sarcastically as he dialed the number to Pizza Hut, “You want wings... yeah wings.  I’ll get some mild wings and some cinnamon sticks with that order.  Yep, that’s all.  Preciate it!”  He hung up his phone and walked into the living room.  He snatched my phone out of my hand and saw the calls I made to Tiff.  “What you do that for?” I moped. Josh answered, “Because you look like you sorry as hell blowing up this broad’s phone like you did something wrong.  You asked her a simple question, and she blew the whole thing out of proportion.  I wouldn’t give it a second thought. She’ll come around when she comes around.  Meanwhile, no phone for you while you are in this house.  You not gone be killing my vibe with this.”  I was reluctant not to fight him for my phone, but he was making complete sense and I knew he was right.  I was just going to forget about Tiffany for the rest of the night and hang with my boy.  I’d let her be my problem tomorrow.

Ding. “I guess that’s the pizza.  I’ll get it,” I told Josh as I made my way to the front door.  When I opened the door I got this strange vibe from the dude with the pizzas.  I could not put my finger on it.  I just knew it wasn’t a good feeling. So after the guy told me how much we owed him for the pizza I gave him the money I had in my pocket to pay for everything.  I knew Josh had a stash of money in a jar in the kitchen that his parents always kept money in for when he and I wanted to order food or something, but this dude was really strange.  As soon as I got the pizzas, cinnamon sticks, and wings from the guy I shut the door.  “Hey what took you so long?  I’m over here starving!” Josh beckoned when I made it back into the living room.  “The dude who brought the pizza just seemed really weird,” I exclaimed.  “How so?” Josh asked with a befuddled look on his face.  

“I don’t know.  Just a feeling.” I tried explaining.  “Okay Mr. CooCoo... Ummm... Yeah.  I’m about to see what game is on,” Josh said shaking off my apparent weirdness.  But I was still thinking about the feeling I had.  I couldn’t shake it.  It was like that moment in the movies when they play the suspense music and someone comes out of nowhere and attacks someone.  A couple more hours had passed and Josh was knocked out on the floor.  I was starting to think about Tiffany again.  All of a sudden, I heard something at the door.  I shook Josh trying to get him up, but he wouldn’t budge.  So I punched him hard in his side.  It startled him enough to wake him. “What the...” Before Josh could utter another word I covered his mouth and whispered, “There’s someone trying to break in through the front door!”  Both Josh’s mom and dad were out of town for the weekend for their anniversary and wouldn’t be back until tomorrow night, so we knew we were in trouble.  In a surge of panic, we bolted upstairs to Josh’s room and locked the door behind us.  The next thing we knew the lights went out.  “Where’s your phone Josh?”  “I think I must’ve dropped it on the way up here.  Where’s yours?” Josh frantically replied.  I looked in my pocket.  It tried to turn it on.  Josh looked over and saw me hassling trying to get my phone to wake up out of sleep mode, “Oh, Hell naw.  Yo phone dead!  What kind of bull is this?  We about to die!”  I retorted, “Shut up.  We are not about to die.  We just need to find something to protect ourselves with up here.  Anything!”  “I got two steel bats in my closet,” Josh said as he rushed over to look inside his closet.
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“Anytime now!” Elijah rushed Josh.  “Here they are.  I don’t know what we are going to do with these if he has a fucking gun!”  Elijah replied, “Here’s the plan: We’re going to have to go back downstairs to get my charger. . .”  Josh interjected, “What the hell?  Are you crazy?  We can’t go down there with a burglar somewhere with God knows what kind of weapon he has to kill us with!”  

“That’s why we are going to be as quiet and swift as possible.  I’m going to rush down to the living room to get my charger.  As soon as I get the charger, I’ll meet you back in the laundry room.  As soon as we get away from each other downstairs you lock the door and don’t unlock that door until I knock three times. You got all that?”  Elijah explained to Josh trying to stay calm.  “I think man.  Let’s just hurry up!” Josh said as I heard the obvious fear in his voice.  Even though Elijah was trying to play it cool like he had everything under control and figured out, he was just as scared as Josh – maybe even more.  Elijah was stuck in a real life twilight zone that he was no longer watching on the television screen.  He was beyond frightened at this point.

Elijah slowly opened the door to the hallway and led the way out.  He couldn’t hear anything, but he could feel that the burglar was still in the house.  The two finally made it downstairs after what seemed like forever sneaking around trying not to make any noise.  The laundry room was in a closer view than the living room so Josh went to the laundry room and locked the door as they had planned.  Elijah cautiously proceeded to the living room.  He did not know where in the living room he left his charger, unfortunately.  He looked under the couch cushions, behind the TV, and by a bookshelf by Josh’s dad’s high school trophy case.  All of sudden, Elijah heard footsteps coming from the kitchen.  He ducked behind the couch which was the best hiding place at the moment because of how it was situated in the room.  The couch was adjacent to the wall opposite of the kitchen meaning that the burglar could not see him when the intruder walked in.  His thoughts were racing.  He was contemplating whether or not he should just try to wait it out or make a run for it and race to the laundry room with the possible chance of being shot.  Elijah was facing the direction of the hall that led to laundry room.  He did not know how far away from the couch the burglar was, but it was now or never if he wanted to have the best chance of surviving tonight he had to take that chance and make a run for it now.

His heart was racing so fast that he thought he heard drums being played beside each of his ears.  He could not hear any movement around himself like before, so he peeked around the chair to see if there was a clear way to the laundry room.  Elijah not only saw the laundry room, but he also saw the charger midway between himself and the laundry room.  “Lord, please, please, please let me get to this room without getting caught or shot!” Elijah prayed more than he believed he had ever prayed in his life.  He got up the nerve to move.  He slowly crept toward the charger, using the television light as his guide through the dark living room.  Elijah scanned all the area to make sure he did not see the burglar.  He finally got the charger, and took off to the door.  Knock, knock . . .

Just as he was about to knock on the laundry door for the third time, he saw a man standing at six feet with a black hat that covered all of his face except his eyes and mouth.  Elijah, lost for words, hairs standing up on the back of his neck could not move even though he saw this man raising what looked like a gun from his back pocket.  It was like Elijah was just paralyzed in that moment.  Thankfully, Josh completely ignored everything I said and had opened the door after not hearing Elijah’s third knock.  Josh saw Elijah’s still body in a trance and he saw the man who was about to shoot in their direction and knocked Elijah out of his trance.  Elijah was immediately snapped out of it and jumped up, and closed and locked the door behind them.

“What the hell just happened to you out there man?” Josh asked as puzzled as Elijah was.  “Bang bang bang. . .” the burglar was shooting at the door. Elijah ignored Josh’s question and the gunshots and plugged his phone and charger into an outlet.  “Put that chair under the door handle!!!” Elijah hastened Josh.  “This dude is shooting bruh . . .” Elijah interrupted, “And if you don’t put that chair at the door he’s going to come in here and blow the both of our brains out, so the choice is yours.”  Elijah’s sarcasm never failed even in life or death situations.

Elijah’s phone finally came on and he called the police. “Hello, there’s a burglar at my friend’s house and he has a gun!  Please hurry!  We’re at 4154 Greenview Drive!” “We’re sending help your way,” the operator replied.

The burglar must have heard Elijah on the phone and gotten startled because the shots stopped being fired and there was an eerie silence that settled in.  Josh’s house was five minutes away from the police station, so the police would be arriving in no time.  Whoever broke in must have left as soon as Elijah dialed the police because he didn’t hear the person trying to get in the room anymore.  What seemed like the longest five minutes of their life, the boys finally heard sirens outside.  Neither of the two opened the door.  They heard the police come in and Josh yelled out, “We’re in the laundry room!”  One of the police came to the door and tried to open the locked door.  “You can unlock the door.  This is Officer Lewis.”

They weren’t sure if it was an officer or the burglar, so they did nothing.  The officer then kicked the door in and asked were they okay and led them to the living room for questioning.  Elijah’s mind was still in the clouds.  Shock washed over him as he tried to process what had just happened to him and Josh.  It was unreal.  Elijah heard his mom walk in.  “That’s my son in there!  Are you okay?  Did you get hurt? Where’s Josh?” Elijah’s mom frantically asked him.  “I’m fine, mom.  Josh is on the phone with his mom and dad.  We’re both okay.” Elijah replied even though he was far from okay.  He was more lost and confused at what just happened than anything.  This man was looking for either Josh or him and he wanted one of them dead, but why?

Josh spent the rest of the night at Elijah’s house.  That night neither Josh nor Elijah could go to sleep.  “Did you screw over one of those dealers you get your stuff from?” Elijah asked remembering Josh’s old habits.  “No, man.  I don’t even do that shit no more! I swear!”  “That dude wanted one of us, and he would have killed us had we not called the police,” Elijah pondered.

The next day Elijah’s mom asked one of her friends from the Brownville Police Department to come stay at the house with Josh and Elijah until she got back home from work since Josh’s parents had not made it back to the States from their trip to Paris.

“I will look after them Christi.  Just go to work,” Officer Lucas reassured her. Christina left out of the house, but she was not on her way to work.  She had lied to Lucas about her going to work.  She had already called in sick earlier that morning.  She was meeting with the only person she knew to call on to protect her son.

There was this little diner at the edge of town about an hour and a half away from where Christina lived. It was also twenty or thirty minutes away from the state border between Louisiana and Texas which was where the person she was meeting currently lived.

Christina pulled up to the diner in her hunter green 1997 Honda Accord and walked inside.  She scanned the diner, but the person she was supposed to be meeting was nowhere to be found.  Christina walked to the back of the diner where she took her seat.

One of the waitresses came around the corner, “Can I get you anything Sugar... Coffee? Tea?”  “A cup of ice water will be just fine.  Thank you!” Christina replied.

The waitress began to ask Christina for her order.  “Just the water for now.  I’m waiting for someone,” Christina exclaimed with her patience growing thin waiting looking at her watch.

As the waiter walked away, a mysterious man in a black a grey plaid sweater and black jeans walked to the table and asked, “I hope this seat isn’t taken by another man Denise.”  Christina looked up in an annoyed manner, “I don’t know why you still call me that, Jermaine.” Extending his hand to caress hers, “Because I’m the only man who truly loves you and knows the story behind that name.” Christina snatched her hand from under Jermaine’s and retorted, “We’re not going there again.  This is not about me and you. The ship sunk a long time ago.  This is about Elijah who almost got killed the other night.  I need to know who the hell this was and how to make it stop.”

Jermaine turned away from Christina for a minute as though trying to collect his thoughts and returned his focus to Christina, “I don’t know.”  Christina shot back, “You’re lying.  I know that look.  It’s the look you make when know exactly what is going on because you have gotten yourself
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