Afternoon Lesson

Choir is stupid.  I’m only in there because my mom said I should stop goofing off and do something after school instead of play video games all the time.  Now I’m stuck because we’re going to have a concert next week, and I really don’t want to do it.  We have to dress up all nice, and I hate standing in front of people when I have to dress up.  Everyone starts taking pictures and all I can do is stand there and sing the stupid songs. We usually sing a bunch of old songs that I’ve never heard of before.  But sometimes we get out early and it’s like we get another recess.  Some of the girls stay inside, but me and my friends run outside and play wallball.  That’s probably the best part of choir.

We got out of choir practice at the regular time, so I had to go to the front of the school to wait for my dad in the hallway, right next to the office.  I took off my backpack and leaned against the wall and slid down, which caused a bunch of white paint chips to fall off and catch onto my shirt.  The paint was old and smelled terrible, but the paint right next to it, the part that said “OFFICE” in big blue letters, was smooth and felt good behind my head.  I moved over a bit so I could rest my head on that part of the wall instead.  

The ground was cold, even though the school year was almost over, which is when it’s usually pretty warm outside.  Usually after recess it’s so hot that I’m really sweaty just before art.  Art is so much better than choir, because I can draw the monsters from Dragon Warrior sometimes and I don’t get yelled at for it.  I drew a couple of monsters on the song sheet during choir once, and the music teacher got angry and told me that I need to respect the school’s material.  I don’t know what the big deal was, because I think the song was stupid anyway and we had already sung it a million times.

The hallway was loud because of everyone coming out and talking.  Most of the people in choir were girls, and they were really loud. They talked like they were yelling at each other, but they were smiling while they were doing it.  I don’t know why they were yelling because they were standing right next to each other.

With all the girls there, it was hard to see the huge old tree in the parking lot.  Jason told me that if you look at the tree for a while and look really close, you might see a rabbit come out of the big hole near the top.  That tree had to be a couple hundred years old, because it was huge and had a ton of branches.  The sun was shining behind it, which made it look like glitter was coming out of the leaves.  I thought about what would happen if it fell over, if it went right into the parking lot and smashed some of the cars there.  There was no way that tree would fall over unless there was a huge storm or something. No way.

Almost everyone’s moms and dads were already there, so everyone was leaving and I was just about by myself.  It was a lot like how I was on the fence by myself at recess earlier, but there was a yard duty lady there.  She caught me running on the blacktop after I was done playing Hot Lava in the tanbark area, and I wanted to hurry and get in line for tetherball.  It wasn’t fair because Mike was running too, and she didn’t even see him.  He got to play four tetherball games before I was even let off the fence.

Rachel came out from down the hallway when it was just me and Greg left.  Like I said, some of the girls stay in the choir room a little bit longer.  Rachel is one of those girls that does that.  Sometimes during choir I watch her sing, because I think she has a nice voice and I like how it looks when she sings. Her mouth opens really wide when she makes the “Oh” sound, or sometimes it’s an “Ah” sound, and her mouth makes a round shape.  And when she notices I was looking at her, I make it look like I was just watching the floor or something.  

She came right in front of me and sat down against the wall, against the old paint, but she didn’t slide against the wall like I had.  I wiped my back a couple of times, then turned and checked to see if there was any paint there, and I couldn’t see any.  When I turned back around, I noticed that Rachel was sitting really close to me, so our shoulders were almost touching.  Actually, her hair was on my shoulder, but I didn’t brush it off.  I just let it sit there.


“What are you doing?”


I was rubbing my hands on my jeans, because they were getting a little bit sweaty. “Um,” I stopped.  “I’m cold.”


“How come you didn’t bring a jacket?”


“I don’t know.  I forgot.”


“You forgot?”  She looked at me, almost like the teachers do when you get a question wrong, and then she looked back at my legs.  My hands were still there, but I didn’t move them. I couldn’t.


Because what she did next, I don’t know, it made me freeze there.  Like I said, it wasn’t that cold, but what I saw just made me shiver.  She grabbed her sweater, crossing her arms, and she checked her fingers to make sure they were under the sweater and not under her t-shirt.  Then she pulled up on the bottom, and pointed her head up a little bit and closed her eyes.  She pulled fast, at first, but then slowed down like she was being careful the sweater didn’t rip.  She had a pink t-shirt on under there, and she probably didn’t notice, but the t-shirt was coming off of her just a little bit too, enough so I could see some of her stomach and back.  Her skin wasn’t super white, but it was almost like nothing had ever scratched her.  No freckles or anything.  I felt like I had to go pee, right then, just for a few seconds.


She finally got the sweater off, took it off over her head, and her hair came out last.  Her hair landed everywhere, on her shirt, which made it look like there were really nice brown spider webs on her shoulders.


“Here.”


“No—no, I can’t wear a girl’s shirt!”  I said that loud, which made my voice echo in the hallway for a minute.  But before I finished saying that, she put the sweater over my legs.  It looked even redder on my jeans.  Even though it was warm, I still shivered.


“Don’t forget to bring your jacket next time, okay?”


“Okay.”


We didn’t say anything for a few seconds after that.  I looked at my feet, because I had nowhere else to look.  Her shoes were a lot cleaner than mine, and she had some shoelaces that sparkled a little bit.  And while I was looking at my feet, our feet, she moved her feet close to me so her foot was touching mine.  Our ankles were even touching.  My feet got warm really fast, and tingled a little bit like when your leg falls asleep, but I wiggled my toes and it didn’t feel like my feet were asleep.  She still didn’t say anything, and neither did I.  It didn’t look like it bothered her that her legs were so close to mine.  It didn’t bother me either.


“Humm hmm hmm hmmm hmmm, this land is my land, da da da…”  I smiled when she started singing that, because it was the song we were singing in chorus.  “From the Redwood forest, to the gulf stream waaaaters, this land was made for you and me.”  I turned my head and saw that she was looking right at me.  She kept looking, and I had to look away for a second because it felt like my eyes were burning.  But I looked at her again, and she was still staring at me.  I wiped my nose.  I wanted to smile, because she was smiling too, but I couldn’t.  No way. “You have pretty hair.” Then she started combing it with her fingernails, really soft.  I had that feeling like I had to go pee again, but it didn’t go away as fast this time.


“I washed my hair this morning, before I came to school.”  She still had her hand on my head, but she stopped moving her fingers.  “Did you wash your hair?”


“Yes, I did.”  She put her hand on my leg, right above where she put the sweatshirt.  Her hand was pretty warm, and it made me jump a little bit. “Hey Peter, do you want to come with me to the field?” 

I didn’t really feel like playing anything out there, and I knew my dad was going to come soon.  “I don’t know.”  I looked at my feet again.  Her foot was still touching mine.  “My dad might get mad if I’m not here.”


“It’ll be fun, it’s okay.”  She tilted her head a little bit, making it look like she was listening to her shoulder.  She moved some of her hair away from her face, with the hand that wasn’t on my knee.  “C’mon.”


I grabbed the sweater she put on my lap and got up, making sure I didn’t slide my back against the wall like I did last time.  When I stood up, Rachel grabbed my wrist with one arm and held my hand with her other.  I didn’t hold her hand back, though.  Even though it actually felt good, I was sure that was what boyfriends and girlfriends do.  And Rachel wasn’t my girlfriend.


It was really windy on the blacktop.  All of the tetherballs were moving and bouncing on the poles.  I ran up to one of the poles and hit the ball as hard as I could, but I hit the top part on accident, which is all metal.  It hurt a lot.  I swung around on the pole a few times really fast, so I got dizzy.  After that, I looked at my hand, which had a bunch of rust on it from the pole.  I wiped my hands on my pants and then looked back at Rachel, who was standing there with her arms crossed like she was waiting for me to do something.


“Do you have a ball?  We could play four square if you want to.”


“Let’s go.” She started walking towards the field.  I guess she wanted to do something else.  I followed her.

It seemed like it was getting windier when we got on the field.  The grass was moving around a lot, and when it’s moving like that and you watch it for a long time, it sort of looks like the ground is alive, like there’s a million little green legs wiggling in the dirt.  Rachel was walking kinda fast towards the gravel path on the side of the field, the path we sometimes run on when we do P.E..  She was already almost at the fence, so I ran to catch up with her.

She was already leaning on the fence when I got there, and she was looking like she was sad.  It didn’t look like she was going to cry or anything.  She was leaning next to the gate with the gold F on it.  I thought the gate was funny, because my friend Jason and I made a joke that it was where Fiona lived, and the F was also the grades she got on her report card.  When Jason said that the first time, I almost peed in my pants.  It was still funny.  So I told Rachel about it.

She didn’t think it was funny like I did.  When I was done telling the joke, she still looked sad.  I leaned against the fence next to her, and started hoping she wouldn’t cry.

“Peter, have you ever liked a girl?”

“Yeah.”  My mom is a girl.

“No, I mean, have you really liked a girl before?  Like, wanted her to be your girlfriend?”

“Oh.  No.”  I kicked some gravel, making it go all over the grass.  I heard her breathe in really deep, and then let it out.  She was holding onto the fence really tight, like she wanted to make sure it stayed up.

“Peter, close your eyes.”

So I did.  I felt her moving on the fence.  The fence went back and forth, maybe two or three times.  And then it stopped.  I felt her get off the fence, heard her feet rub on the gravel.  I heard her getting closer, and I heard her breathing.  She took a breath, like she was about to dive into a pool.

And then I felt her mouth touch mine, and her nose touched my nose too.  She was sucking on my bottom lip, making it stick out a little bit.  She did it softly, and then stopped and started kissing both of my lips at the same time while she breathed out from her nose. Her breath was warm.  The wind, which was colder than her breath, made her hair tickle my face and my ears.  I peeked, and all I could see were her eyes, which were closed, like she was sleeping while she kissed me.  I closed my eyes again, and I let her keep kissing me for a few seconds.  Then she stopped, and I opened my eyes again.

I didn’t know what to do after that. She looked at me like she wanted to say something, but she didn’t say anything.  I don’t think she knew what to do either.  The sun made her lips really shiny, because she backed up so she wasn’t in the shade anymore.  I wiped my mouth.

I looked at the ground, because I didn’t know where else to look.  Right next to my feet was a stick, and it looked just like a gun.  I wondered if it was the same gun that Paul was using yesterday when we were playing cops and robbers.

I picked it up, and I pointed it at Rachel.  “Pow!  I got you.”  I laughed after I said that.  She didn’t laugh, though.

She looked towards the playground, and put her hands on her hips, almost like when my mom knows I’m telling a lie.  I looked over at the playground too.  I had no idea what she was looking at.

“I think my mom is here.”  There was no way she could tell from here, because we were way out in the field, and the parking lot was far away behind some of the school buildings.  We had to go back down the hall to be sure.  But she started walking back anyway, off the field and across the blacktop and past the swing sets.  I was about to run after her, but I really didn’t feel like running.  I threw the stick as far as I could into the field, and it bounced off the ground and flew in the air.  I thought that was pretty cool. Then I followed Rachel back to the hallway to wait for my dad to pick me up.
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