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Forever and eternity

 

 I don’t know how my brother learned how to say bitch or
negro, but the fact is that it is all that he can say to me. That
is all he can say to me for no reason. Life isn’t that easy I guess
after so many things that have happened to me, its just filled with
fake stars and love. I know it is true but just somehow I don’t
seem to understand what it really is about. Is it about love or
family? What about how you live it? Or what about music? There’s
millions of questions I have about it, knowing that no one will
answer them.

 My family won’t answer it, that’s for sure and not my
friends, which I can trust deeply. Maybe I am weak and empty after
all. That is what I have been feeling since I became a teenager.
Guess that I am growing up after all and that is what I hate. I
want to never grow up. I want to be 12 forever and ever. Till the
end of the world and of the humanity. Not just to be young and
beautiful cause I am not, but to not let that childhood I have. It
lets me live through live everyday of my life. Some say I am very
mature but deep down I am still a little girl. A little girl that
has magical dreams or worlds behind normal. Worlds no one
could  ever imagine. A little girl that has to be taken care
of every single day.

 My soul is different from any other person in the world. It
belongs to only one person that makes me live each single day in
this misery. She is the only thing I am proud of creating. For more
than a year, she has been there for me, leaving a few times because
I made her. Emma.

 A calm, delicate girl whose soul means it all to me. Her eyes
mean more than myself and more than what I had created. Every time
I turn, she is there with her shiny brown eyes caught with mine
filled with curiosity. It is like an endless lullaby filled with
various emotions at various times.

 I knew that one day she would have to leave far away where no
one could find her. She would leave farther than the horizons out
to the sea, to another world, unable to communicate with me. That
day I would cry all night and all day, trying to think of a way to
get her back even though I know she would never come back. Somehow
I know she wont leave but the chances are becoming less each time I
see her. Emma tells me I would be good to go but we both now I will
not. I would just wish after she goes that someone will find its
way towards me to lead me all the way along.

“Violet, you know someday I have to leave, and forever. You will be
alright, trust me, ok?” she had told me a million times one day.
Days later, I could hear her say her words to make me feel better.
I could feel her warm hugs and breath that spoke to me. Every time
she hugged me, all bad memories were gone, and great ones were a
shield around us.

 Morning dew was just outside my window the day I thought
would be the greatest day ever. My 8th grade graduation.

  I knew my parents would be there just like my best friend.
It would be a day filled smiles and hugs filling every teen heart.
I had waited for this day since I was in 6th grade. I was confident
Emma would be there with me every single second and at the end, she
would be the first one to give me a huge hug.  Last night I
had spent it talking to Emma about how everything would be once I
changed to high school.

“It would be there where I will make friends Emma, its my only
chance,” I had said.

“I know Violet, and I will be there with you. Remember I will
always be there,” a sympathetic voice said in the darkness. I could
feel her hand over mine, signaling that she was there. Sometimes
when I had cried one night, she would sit right next to me and draw
her hands through my straw hair, making it smooth against her
hands. She slept across from me, where her shiny eyes could only be
seen.

“Now sleep, Violet, because tomorrow will be a great day,” she
whispered. After that, she sang the lullaby I adore her sing. It
was like an angel singing to me, with the stars surrounding us. I
was not sure if it was a lullaby at all though I heard a choir
sound from her. All I could think of was that voice I had
created.

 Somehow I understand that day that not only was Emma caring
for me, there was my best friend. For 3 years she had been there
for me, if it was for a nose bleed I had once in a while, she
wouldn’t stop saying if I was alright. I loved my best friend more
than ever. Even though sometimes she fooled around with me, I knew
deep inside it was just a joke. Everyday she hugged me, I felt I
was not alone with Emma. Grace, was her name and it very much
described her. We had so much in common , we both though we were
the same person. I believe that is where Emma was born.

“I am so glad we finally graduated, Violet!” she screamed towards
me. I had been thinking so much about how my life would end that I
did not pay much attention to now.

“Yes! Its finally over, oh! I do hope we can have the same classes
in high school!”, I said after a big hug she had given me.

“Yeah, gosh we’ve been waiting for this since 6th grade, and I am
very happy to have made it, with you.” she said, with tears on her
cheeks. With another big hug I whispered in her ear,

“We will always be together, Grace,” with those words, tears fell
down my cheeks as well. It was moment I will never forget. A moment
full of different memories from my teenage years. I knew it wasn’t
like I was leaving high school and going to college but it made me
realize I had spent the first years of my teen life with Grace. I
knew I would not see her until the next fall.

 After many hugs from some teachers and other friends, I made
way home knowing that misery was about to start. On my way, I
thought again about Emma. Maybe, just maybe she would tell me how
much care she will take of me. The graduation party was not that
tremendous. I remember during the party, the one I had for my 5th
grade promotion ceremony. It was almost the same thing except I was
now 12. I had to understand everything that was about to
happen.  That night, that same miserable night, I cried. It
had been an exhausting day with emotions I could not control.

 

 All summer long, it had been the same miserable thing. Doing
chores I have to learn to become what my aunt calls woman. Maybe I
am a teen but I do know what I want and its not a housekeeping
woman. Not that I have anything vs. them, but I want to be someone
in life. Being shout by my parents but mostly my aunt was one other
thing I had most times. She had taken care of me since I was born,
but now I felt she had not taken care of me very much. My brother
and sister would once in a while would shout at me, screaming bitch
or fuck you. They were the same words I would remember each day.
Although I was the bigger one, they had no respect towards me. Only
did they were sweet when my parents were present. I tried not to
overact my patience with them and I had to count to rest my
knuckles that were hard enough to break a small rock in
half.  

 Today was the day I had to be in a great mood to make new
friends. It was 6:00 am when mom woke me up. I had not yet slept
all night long with all this cheerfulness I had to see once again
my bff in a new school.

 As I saw myself in the mirror, I realized I was not at all
beautiful. I don’t get how once in first grade a kid managed to
“love” me. I guess that it was one of the most embarrassing moments
of my life. He used to sit everywhere close to me. One time we were
entering music class when he suddenly  sat next to me with an
arm over my shoulder. Back then I was just a kid, not knowing what
he was doing. I could just remember the time when he kissed me on
the cheek, treating me like his girlfriend. I wish I could have
seen him again, look at into his eyes, and say, “ Do you remember
me? I guess not.” Maybe I would think of something better to say
even though he might see what I say through my eyes. Even better, I
would punch him in what he calls face. I know it sounds evil, but
think if you were in the same situation. Maybe he didn’t do
anything to me, but he just kissed me on the cheek for no reason
without my permission.

 As I went to the living room, I passed my aunt that seemed to
be awake though she pretended to be asleep. I just wish she would
not live with us anymore, but I once thought that if she left, my
life would go out of control. She is the one who helps me to clean
and remembers me things that are important.

 My cousin slept outside with my aunt as well, always awake
when I eat breakfast. She was 8 at that time, entering her 4th year
at Monte Vista Elementary. Not a famous school by the way. Emily,
my cousin, had always waken up with hair that stroke every way. It
was like a bird’s nest, puffy and tied together. I loved her curls
though, because if you look close on her hair, she had it brown,
the way I wanted. From far away it seemed dark, very dark
brown.

 Breakfast was the same as usual. Cornflakes or just milk
would be the right breakfast. We weren’t rich though, nor poor I
would say, but that was all we could eat. I drank my chocolate
milk, that tasted like a hereshy kiss. My mom would sometimes bring
up some sliced sandwiches. I used to eat

1½ sandwiches but then with the late to school thing, I lowered it
to ½ piece. Breakfast was what you call fast for me because my dad
is always in a hurry. My sister has to be taken to Mendez, and I
have to be taken to Segrestrom. Last year it was easier, we both
went to Mendez, but now we go separate.

 As my dad drove to Segrestrom, after we had taken my sister,
silence was all heard. We never talked that much during the
morning. He just heard the radio up to the Mexican station. I would
half-hear jokes that they made behind the classical music I heard
in my ipod. My dad would sometimes just laugh and be saying, “You
heard that?” and would bury in giggles. I would just smile and look
out the window. I had to control these nerves I had to begin 9th
grade. Wow, 9th grade, I thought. Time does go fast, I guess.

 As my dad dropped me off, I noticed flyers about that
homecoming dance and flyers about clubs that had huge colored
letters printed. Clubs that meant social cooperation and
confidence. I saw seniors joke with the rookies and I heard giggles
that surrounded me. My parents had thought this school was the best
but somehow I wanted to go to the one troublemakers went. I mean
you could use nail polish, die your hair, and many more girly
things. I know those reasons are stupid but I guess I want more
liberty just like any other teenager. Yes, just like any other
teenager.

 Morning mist surrounded the school during the period I had
started with. I couldn’t believe myself and everything I had done.
Maybe I did passed the constitution test but I am not that smart.
Aside from that, nutrition and lunch passed by very fast. I did get
to meet some new friends but you know, just friends. Grace just
backed me up in everything, always. I was surprised I did get all
of my classes with her.

As years passed i realized i was not alone. I had meet
christopher. A boy that changed my world and my life. After years
Grace as still my best friend,my life. She was the person who awoke
me and the person who was there for me. Christopher and I married
after I had became a total adult. I had planned to make my life
single but now that I had found love, my mind was changed. Today i
live with my daughter and son. Their names are Edward Christopher
and Emma Isabella Carter. At the last of my days, i was about to
die or may I say live forever. It was what I always wanted, what I
had prayed to god to do. Today I realized that I will always live
forever and eternity.
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