Memories and Agonies
Jaden yawned as his teacher began to lecture.  He slumped onto his left hand and looked out the window as he vaguely listened to the boredom.  Biology was not his favorite subject.  The differences between meiosis and mitosis were not enough to keep him interested.  However, as boring as Mr. McClough’s lesson was, he was scared to go to sleep.
Last night’s dream was bugging him.  He was fairly certain that it was a dream, but he woke up with cuts on his feet.  The cuts weren’t deep; in fact they looked like he decided to go on a midnight stroll in the woods, without shoes.  They stung as he thought about it, but he wasn’t sure if it was because of the cuts or the alcohol Jordyn used to clean them.  If she had used anymore, he would have needed a designated driver, and he wasn’t even fifteen yet.
Jaden snapped out of his trance at the sound of “pop quiz.”  Several groans were audible, as well as several curses.  Nevertheless, students begrudgingly pulled out papers for the quiz as Jaden sat there in a daze.  Eventually he turned to what he thought was a blank page only to find a picture.  There on his paper was an incredibly detailed drawing of a fairy and dwarf crying as a boy, who looked angrily similar to Ryan, tried to stay composed.  He was failing miserably.  There was one thing in common, however.  They were all staring at a focal point beyond the paper: him.
He turned the page quickly and scrambled to catch up.  After the quiz was over, graded, and turned in, Jaden turned back to the drawing to investigate.  He had never been a good artist.  Even stick figures were beyond his comprehension, but there was one defining feature about this drawing that indicated that he had drawn it in a daze.  Down in the bottom left corner was a quote that was undeniably his handwriting.  The chicken scratch read, “I forgive you.”  The troublesome part of this picture was, he couldn’t remember drawing it.
The minute bell rang, and the class began to clean up.  Jaden just put his pencil in his pocket and stood holding the notebook.
“Did you draw that?” a girl asked; if Jaden remembered correctly, her name was Haily Warner, and she had a crush on him according to the gossip trails that followed him. 
Not many people expected a response.  He hadn’t spoken if not asked to by a teacher since second grade.  His favorite shirt read, “You’ve read my shirt, that’s enough social interaction for one day,” for a reason.  Jaden had been antisocial for almost half his life, but the piece of art had him so captivated that he seemed to forget the Status Quo. 
“I think so.”  He answered softly.
Any talking or conversation ended.  Jaden’s voice seemingly satisfied curious minds.  He was almost baritone, but it was still in the middle of changing.  His voice seemed to relax now that it had been released.
Soon heads were turning.  The bell rang, and Jaden was the only one to move.  As soon as he left, the class erupted in gossip.  By the end of third period, Photography, it seemed as if the whole school wanted him to say something, as if he had an accent.  Jaden would ignore them and continue with his work, but everyone has their limits.
Eventually, the constant nagging was too much.  “Fine!”  He blurted.  “I talked, happy?  Now leave me alone!”
He turned back to the picture he was touching up on the computer and was frantically looking for something to perfect.  He felt eyes on the back of his head, but he ignored them as he felt his face heat up.  He didn’t like attention, but no matter what he did he always seemed to get it.
Being silent—attracts attention.  Talking—attracts attention.  Having almost golden hair and sapphire eyes—attracts attention.  Being six foot at fourteen—attracts attention.  Genetics and personal choices just didn’t like him.  Maybe that was why he didn’t like biology.
He just wanted to go home, but he had five more classes to go.  That was when fate took pity on him.
“Mr. Jepson?”  The intercom sounded.
“Yes?”  The old teacher responded.
“Please send Jaden Walker to the attendance office to check out.”
As soon as Jaden heard his name, he was moving, though he felt as if he was forgetting something important.  He had his bag and was out the door before the teacher could turn to him.  He paused momentarily at his locker.  He rummaged around to find his math and biology books when he noticed it.  A small picture held up by an even smaller magnet.
He mustered a glimpse.  It was the only decoration in his locker.  The figures were painfully familiar.  There was a happy boy, almost seven, with golden brown hair and sapphire eyes.  To his right was a beautiful blonde with matching eyes, and a matching smile.  To his left was the man holding him.  He was nearly identical to the child if it weren’t for his size and Granny Smith green eyes.
Jaden quickly closed his locker, and then he realized what he had forgotten.  Today, September 19th, was the anniversary of their death.  The day his life was turned upside down.  The day his twin sisters gave up everything to take care of him.  The day he stopped talking.
He made his way to the office where Jordyn and Jesyka, his sisters, were waiting for him.  Their faces were almost as dark as their clothing.  Their identical faces seemed to penetrate his soul.  Every time he saw them he remembered his mother, whom they resembled eerily.  
“Let’s go, kid.”  Jesyka said putting her arm around him.  She hadn’t called him by his name since the accident.  It was always “Kid,” “Kiddo,” “Shrimp,” or “handsome” if she was feeling especially nice.
He towered over them, as they were a nice, average five foot six inches.  He walked out the door and over to his family’s “FBI” truck as they called it.  He sat in the middle row as they drove home.  
When they arrived at their decent sized establishment, Jaden hopped out first.  He jogged to the front door and unlocked it.  Jordyn followed him and commanded him to change.  Jaden muttered a response.  He only spoke to his sisters, and when he did, it wasn’t very kind.
“Don’t you dare talk back to me!”  She yelled up the stairs after him.  “I know you forgot about today.  You do every year!”
Jaden came walking back down with two ties out stretched.  He was already wearing his only suit.
“Every wonder why?”  Jaden retorted.  Jordyn shrugged as she pointed to a blue and black diagonally striped tie.  “You weren’t there.  You wouldn’t understand what I’m trying to forget.”
Jaden began up to his room again to address his tie.  He began working on the complicated knot when Jordyn entered his room.  It was clean due to her intolerance of messes.  Completely atypical for a teenage boy’s room.
“Do you want to forget them?”  She inquired softly. 
“No,” he sighed.
“Then we remember the day they died as well as the days they were born.”
With that Jordyn stood up and walked out, the conversation was over.  Jaden sat on his bed and looked at another picture.  This was the first picture of him after the accident, and his smile that captivated the eyes of many was gone.  A memory arose.

“Say cheese!”  The school cameraman was as enthusiastic as a kid tasting ice cream in the middle of a hot summer day.
“Cheese…” The bluntness in the child’s voice was saddening.
“Come on, bud, smile for me.”
“No.”  Eventually the picture was taken, the face in the lense, wondering when he would at last smile again.
Jaden stood up and wandered to his door.  He trudged down the stairs and out the door.  After that simple task, he walked back out to the car.
They drove toward the cemetery, and eventually they came to the street that ruined their lives.  Jaden didn’t want to look, leading him into his closed eyed trance.  Tears filled his soul as memories filled his thoughts.
“Mom, hurry!”  The same little boy from his locker decoration was becoming impatient.  
“We have to wait for daddy, Jaden,” a sweet voice answered.
The little boy quickly changed tactics.  “Daddy, hurry!”
“What’s the rush squirt?”  A man trampled down the stairs holding two ties.  The woman pointed to a green and black striped tie, and immediately began up the stairs again.  He soon emerged with a perfectly tied tie and a smile Narcissus would envy.  He ran his own law firm and was horrendously unorganized.  However, when it came down to it, he proved his point.
“I wanna be the leader of the line,” the boy answered simply.
His parents laughed, but the child remained completely serious.  “Okay, buddy.”
Jaden yelled in triumph.  This, unfortunately, woke Jesyka, the older of his twin sisters.  She was eighteen and out of high school, freshly into college.  She had worked hard in high school in order to graduate with an associate’s degree.  Now she was interning at the local TV station, and was well on her way toward a permanent employment.  She stomped down the stairs.
“I was having a nice dream, until your little victory dance.”  Jesyka was cranky when she didn’t wake up on her own.  The little Jaden was used to these occurrences and continued to push his parents toward the door.
“Leave him be, Jesyka.  He’s only seven.”  Jaden’s mother defended, then gave into the child’s so called “strength.”
“Well, mom, if you keep babying him like that, you’re going to reap what you sew.”
“That’s enough.”  Her mother threw a threatening look, and the conversation ended with a slam of the door.  That was the last words that would be exchanged.
The next moments would have been better left forgotten.  A semi-truck driver hadn’t gotten enough sleep and fell asleep at the wheel.  The light turned red and their little suddan began to enter the intersection.  The collision was catastrophic.  
The little car had no chance.  The passenger side collapsed in on itself, instantly killing Jaden’s mother.  The car began to roll, instantly killing Jaden’s tall father.  The crunch of his neck rang in the small boy’s ears.  Now, the car that killed his parents was seemingly determined to do the same to him.
Jaden was stuck in his booster seat, being thrown around, yet held down by the loose seat belt.  The canvas began to cut into his neck, and Jaden made a rash decision.  He took off his belt.  The car was still in motion, but only for a few seconds.  The car landed on the roof and Jaden was thrown onto sharp shards of glass. 
Jaden was still conscious, and was writhing in agony.  He had a broken collar bone from the ride and the little cuts seemed to pierce his very soul.  His foot dangled at a horrible angle at the middle, but the shock of the accident made it impossible to feel over the stings of the other wounds.
Jaden then did the worst possible thing: he looked up at his mother.  Her head was turned toward him, also at an odd angle, impossible for any living person.  The seven year old was old enough to realize what had happened.  His parents were dead, and if he hadn’t been so insistent on leaving early, they might’ve still been alive.   Her blue eyes stared deeply into his, and the image began to scar his eyes.
He could hear a commotion outside of the car.  Voices of people on the phone with dispatchers echoed in his ears.  Soon he heard sirens and out of the corner of his eye he saw the flashing blue and red lights.  Lastly he heard familiarity.  His sisters were now on the scene.  Jesyka was yelling their names and Jordyn, the younger twin, was in tears, as usual.  Even at the sounds of their voices, Jaden was still fixated on his parents.
Jaden heard a fireman get onto the ground to look for survivors.  When the man spotted him, he called out triumphantly.  Jesyka then began to cry, and Jordyn seemed to be muttering a prayer of thanks.  The fireman reached out to the little boy, but the child didn’t budge an inch, forcing the fireman to come in after him.
He felt the cold glove on his back and the other inching its way under him.  Finally the fireman had a firm hold on the boy and began to inch back out of the wreck.  Jaden’s eyes stayed on his mother, even with the movement.  Jaden’s sisters scurried to his side.  The stretcher invited him on, but his eyes had already been scarred.  The constant image of his dead mother would never leave.
By the time Jaden realized his actual location, Jordyn was already exiting the vehicle.  He opened the door and dropped onto the soft grass of the cemetery.  He looked up to the clouded sky.  The low grey clouds always appeared on this day.  It was as if the sky was mourning with the broken family that stood as the foot of the cold, carved stone.   

