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Its 4 am. I wake up. I cry. I take three Advil and rub my face. The clock
reads 4:10. There is no need to get up.

4:53. The crack on the cei]ing seems to grow as | watch it. I am amazed 10‘}!
its perseverance. It etches its way above me while I sl eep. The next time |
see 1t, Eomething small has &Evelopeﬁ mto a paﬂ:em created b}- no under-
standable motivation. | wouldnt have chosen this p]ace to begin some-

thing, When youre here, youre here for gnad.

7:26. I wake up again. Mozart is p]a.}ring. [t must still be on from last
Tlig]'lt. [ like to listen to classical music when | S]EEP, [ didn't notice it ear-
lier. It has become part of the r'egu]a'r bac]cgmuncl noises, in addition to
the cc:up]e above me trying to pu]verize their bed each nigh’r and the occa-
sional small ex]::]c.-ﬁi{:ms from the cryﬁta] meth lab down the hall. I've been
here for over twenty years, and nothi ng much has cha.'n.gecl. In the past
year, | have regulaﬂ}f made
attempts at escape, but there’s
al ways sr:tmething or someone n
my  way. Last week, the ]and]ad}!
was just waikiﬂg in the door, with
her stletto-heeled boots and fur
coat, while | was on my way out. Of
course | hadn't pa.id my rent for the
month, so I was stuck in a tc:ugh
spot. With my ]::ags inmy hand and
a haton my head I didn't look like I
was wa"dng to the corner to gfab
the morning paper.
"JTohn, where the hell do you think
youre going?”
"Down to the corner, Ms. Leceer”
“W}l}' do I doubt that? Get your
ass back into your apartment’

She lifted a heel towards me.

"Yes ma'am.”
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8:15. That wasn't the first time she had ca.ughi: me trying to leave. I once
traded three vin}rls for an electrician’s suit and tried to walk out the back
door. It was a decent d.isguiﬂe, and if it wasn't for my siip-up. ['m sure |
would have made it.

"Gc:rc:rcﬂ:aye. Ms. Leceer”

She put out her ci garette.

"Goi ng somewhere, John?”

I s‘tnpped in my tracks.

I had fm*gc-tten that the electrician had a mustache. Now | ]{EEF a
fake one }Lan-:l}n iust In case.

8:32. 1 eat some stale wheat flakes.

9:00. 1 p] ace another mark on the wall with my black crayon. This is the
50th mark. It signifiea my last attempt and the cla}J I will fina”':,,f make it
out of this p]a.-::e.

10:45. I make sure EUET‘}JH’L‘iT‘Lg is going as p]a.nnecl. I walk the hall of my
floor, checking off each pntenﬁa.] snare as | pass the rooms. Morgan
Kinney in 304 and the herd of stray cats that follow her have already left
for the par]c. The cats like to follow me too. T]‘IE}! make a lot of noise. K}']e
Ha.rc].ing in 313 hasn't been seen around in over a week. I owe him at least
50 bucks for toilet paper, cereal and milk. Ms. Leceer at the end of the hall
in 330 is gone for the night to the country with some new hotshot she met
at a bar. Everyth":ng 15 unusua.”y quiet. This sets me on Eclge-

11:37. I'm all pac]cec]. and reacly. [ trash the remaining stuff in my room in

the ]‘mpes that someone mi g]‘[i: be fooled into Hu'n]dng [ was ]ciclnapped. |

pee]t into the hall. No one is in Eighi:. [ make a dash for the stairs. One

ﬂig}tt. two Hightﬁ. gmuncl floor. I go out the back door. No Ms. Leceer

smuking a cigarette. No cats fﬂ”::vwing me. | don’t turn around again until
m two blocks away.

12:13 pm. A bum stops me.
"Got any change for a brother?”

"Umm.
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[ had saved over 300 dollars this year. All of it was for my escape.
"Here”
[ give him a dollar I feel as if I should share my happiness.

1:40. 1 arrive at the Hnlida}f [nn, my final destination. I check into a room
on the third floor. I'm comfortable with that. I've never had a television
]:iefr.:l re, and this one even ge’cs HBO. There is no crack on the cei“ng. and
there are no black marks on the walls. | hear no small Expiﬂsinns. nor do |
hear any banging above me. I feel alone for the first time in a long time.

5:30. I am mesmerized by the television. It has become a black hole for me
and [ am i:'rapped in its seductive dance of grewibrf. I twirl and spin into it.

I ljegin to feel like Dorothy, H}ri ng away to another world, but I have no
Toto.

10:34. I stand up. | feel sick and ClEFEISit my dinner in the toilet. The room
is spinning, and the sheer volume of maroon and hunter green makes my
stomach roll over. I lie back on the bed and try to steacl}f myself b}: look-
ing -:rn]y at the white cei]ing [ ]:negin to feel better, and 1 just want to S]EE]:-'
now. I reach over to the nightstaml to turn on the Mozart. There is no
Mozart here. There are no vinyls either. I am frustrated and pull the cov-
ers over my head. The odd, foam-like blanket rubs a]nng my skin. Chills
of repu]siu:nn send gnnsebumps down my spine. [ jump out of bed and stare
in awe at the li g}l’c pi nk-colored blanket. 1 question the sanity of the per-
son who deve]nped the device. | rip it off the bed and throw it into a cor-
ner. | look around at the rest of the room. I decide that the furniture
pieces have no souls. They aren’t individuals. T}I.E':,} are mindless and
unaware of the tired construction of their being. They lack even an ounce
of character. T}IE}' are all the same. I continue to be repulsecl.

10:45. 1 call room service.
"Room service, how may I ]uelp }rnu?"

"Td rea“y like some cereal and milk, p]ea.se,"
“Yes sir, what kind would you like?”

"Cheerios and 2% milk”
"We'll be there in five minutes, thank you?”



"We?”
He had a]ready }lung up.

12:50 a.m. I am still not asleep | yearn for violins, cellos, flutes and the
percussion accompaniment from above. I want to watch my crack grow,

and [ want to tell him that theres no better p]a.r:e than home. This has been
no holiday.

Its 4 am. I have ]:ina“}r finished putting my apartment back into order
The black marks have been erased from the wall, except for the last one. It
S‘ignif'ies my First success at remaining in this p]eu:e. | hear a cat’s meow,
heavy feet shuffling down the hallway, the clip of stilettos against the
linoleum. Mozart is on, and trumpets sound my climbing into bed. I look
at the -:Eifing and am startled at the progress the little crack has made. In
one nig]'li: he has managed to creep across the width of the room. Looks

like I have a roommate. | wonder how he knew that this was a gcrc-d place
to start. The clock reads 4:24. | take three Advil and rub my face.

[Jamie Drinan)
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