COLORS

By Ryan Patrick Dolan
Character: Girl. 17.

I head towards the soccer fields. I look up at the railroad crossing post with its lights and bells. They are unresponsive. I never trust them though. I always look both ways down the track. I look to the right and it’s black. I look to the left and I see the light of train steadily headed towards me. I look back at the crossing lights. Still nothing. I close my eyes and open them. There’s still no lights and sound. So, I close my eyes again, and open them.

We are 7th graders, and these scarlet red jerseys are our skin. My father calls us Thing 1 and Thing 2 after those Dr. Seuss characters. You have two goals and I have an assist. We win this morning. I reach out my hand, palm out, and you slap it, and we drink red, Fruit Punch Gatorade. Dad drives us out to Worlds of Fun, ‘cause you were determined that I ride my first rollercoaster. “It’s just a train that goes in loops.” I believe the lie, because I don’t want to let you down, and I am angry about my fear. The olive green bar locks over our laps and we start our slow ascent to the top of the first, tallest peak. Tears stream down my face, but I’m giggling. You hold my hand. We ascend to the sky and its various shades of blue from horizon to horizon: robin’s egg, powder, royal to robin’s egg again. We reach the top of the tracks. I look over to you and say, “I think I’m gonna pee.”  We plunge downward at the speed of sound, and scream and laugh at the top of our lungs. We can’t hear it, though; we just feel the vibrations of our voices in our skulls, throat, and chest. For two minutes, I just see tracks then blue, blue then tracks. We stagger out into the park in our scarlet red jerseys. You immediately take my hand, and we go running through the park to the next ride.

 
We are the only two sophomores who make varsity. Our jerseys are sacred garments. We take them home and sleep in them, but we don’t tell each other until the day of our first game when you tell me you have a secret. We laugh. Thing 1 and Thing 2. We walk across the train tracks to the soccer fields, the red lights start flashing and the bell starts ringing and we hold hands and run across the tracks. The conductor blasts his horn, and as he goes by and gives us a dirty look. We just smile and wave back. I score a goal, and you have an assist. We win. You reach out your hand and I slap it, and we drink Fruit Punch Gatorade and dance in your kitchen.


You’re beautiful in your backless scarlet red-dress with sequins on the neckline. I wear a red strapless crimson dress with ruffles. My father likes the ruffles part. I like the strapless part. We pour vodka in our Gatorade Fruit Punch in plastic QuikTrip cups. The light reflects off your sequins when we dance, and all I see is salt, rainbows, and glitter. I hold your hand as you puke in the Super 8 hotel toilet. You cry. You don’t stop crying. You’ve been sad before, but we had soccer. We had victories. Hold my hand. Hold my hand until you feel better.


It’s Friday night; you’re not returning my texts.  Your dad finds you in your tub. I wonder how the water looks. Is it swirling red like when you drop food coloring in a glass of water, or is the red, even and dark, like in movies? I’m mad, not that you did it, but that you didn’t ask me to be there to hold your hand. I know that’s fucked up and stupid, but I can’t get that thought of my head. 


I hang up the phone with your dad, and I don’t see any colors at all. Everything turns gray. Not just sight, but tastes and touch. My parents hug me, but it just feels like having a sandbag pressing against me. I pull a Fruit Punch Gatorade out of the fridge. It looks like water. I pour it in my mouth, and it sits there like a puddle in a cave. I spit it out. I pour it in. I spit it out. I rinse and repeat for ten minutes.

I watch the Chiefs game and “60 Minutes” in HD on our black and white flat-screen TV. I can’t imagine going back to school tomorrow. The hallways will be full of shades black and white, whispers and echoes. I walk out my front door onto my gray grass. I go inside a QuikTrip and pour myself a Fruit Punch Gatorade. I add Mountain Dew. It’s just opaque fizz, and I dump it out. I buy a ticket to a movie that has cartoon cars. The lights dim, and I sit in darkness. Everyone stares at the milky-white screen, and open their mouths and move their heads back as they laugh but they emit no sound. 

I head towards the soccer fields. I look up at the railroad crossing post with its lights and bells. They are unresponsive. I never trust them though. I always look both ways down the track. I look to the right and it’s black. I look to the left and I see the light of train steadily head towards me. I look back at the crossing lights. Still nothing. I close my eyes and open them. There’s still no lights and sound. I look down at the track and up at the sky. No stars. No moon. Just the infinite darkness. I look down and back up again, track then darkness, darkness then track. I look back at the train, and I feel the vibrations in my body like I heard our voices in my chest when we screamed riding that coaster.  I reach out my hand. The train closes in on me like a six-foot tall stopper. I close my eyes and open them. I see you on the pitch in your scarlet red jersey as you streak downfield on a break away. I reach out my hand and point it towards where I want the ball to meet you, plant my left foot in the green grass, and pull my right foot in its dark blue, Puma cleat, through the ball. It soars across the robin’s egg sky as you streak towards an opening, towards a goal, towards a win. I see all that just for an instant. I reach out my hand, and you--

(BLACK OUT)

END OF PLAY
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