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TUESDAY, MARCH 12

26 days lefi

M usic, espectally clasical music, especially Mozart's
Fequiem Mass in I Minor, has kinetic energv, If
yoan histen hard enough, vou can hear the violin's bosw trem-
bling above the strings. ready to ignite the notes. To set them
i mtion. Al omee the notes are i the ar, they collle
against one another. They spark. They burst.

I ospend a lot of tme wondermg what dying Teels like.
What dying sounds like, If Il burst like those notes, let ont
oy Jast cries of pain, and then go silent Forever, Or maybe
Il turm into a shadowy static thats barely there, if you just

lesten hard enough.



And if I wasn't already fantasizing about dying, working
at the phone bank at Tockers Marketing Concepis would
definately do the trick, Lucky for them they're off the hook
in terms af liability becanse 1 have a preexisting condition.

Tucker’s Marketing Concepts 15 a0 telemarketing firm
located i the basement of a dingy strip mall and Fm their
only emplover who wasn't alive to witness the fall of Rome,
Several gray plastie tables that were probably bonght in
bulk from Costeo are arranged in rows, and everyone gets
a phone and a computer. The whole place smells like mokd
mixed with burnt eoffee.

Right now, we're comducting a survey for Paraduse
Vacatwons, They want to know what people valie more on
vacation—gualiy of fesrl angd Beverage or quality of hotel
roome. | dial the next number on my list: Mrs. Elena George,
whie lives om Mulberry Street.

*Hello?” a scratchy volee answers the phone.

“Hello, Mrs. George. My name i Aysel and T'm calling
from Tuckers Marketing Concepts an behall of Paradise
Vacations, Do you have a moment o answer a few gues-
tiens?™ [ lack the singsongy delivery of most of my fellow
workers, Tmonot exactly TS star ernployer,

“1 told vall to swop calling this number,” Mrs, George
says, and hangs up on me.

Yow ean rin, bt you can’ fide, Mrs, Ceorge. | make a note

on my call kog. Looks hke she’s not interested m a iwoaweek



vacation to Hawan with a fime-share opportunity, Sorryv,
Paradise Vacations,

Making more than one phone call without a break in
between is too much for me, so [ turn to face my computer.
The only perk of my job iz the free, unrestricted internet
access. | double click on the browser and log back on o
Smooth Passages, my favonte website of the moment.

“Aveel” Mr Palmer, my supervisor, snaps, mispronoincs
ing my mame as abvays, 115 Uh-zell, mot Ay-zal, bui he
does’t care, “How many tumes do T have o el vou to stop
playing around on your computer?™ He gestures toward my
call Tog, “You sull howve a ot of nembers lefi”

Mr. Palmer is the type of person who could change his
swilicsle lofe 1l h-r'jlutxl omce went teoa difTerent barber, He cur-
renthy has a bowl cue, the tvpe more typically found on gangly
xi!q1||-gr:!||f-|' ||-::-:.':.. E anl [os I_|*|| ||i1|| |||::I A crew Cabl |_:||lti-:|
really bring out his jawline, but I guess he's pretty happy with
Mors Palmer go be's o no rush o reppssent bl ?\'uin', i
mudlife crisis for Mr, Palimer,

I hate te acdvoat ar, bt Trnea Lincle pealous of M, Palmer,
At least he can be fixed, if he wanis to be Tixed. A few scis-
sor chps and hell be bramd-aew. There's nothong that can
fix me,

W har?™ Me Palimer ] when he catcles me :iE;'tr:'ilg.-:' al
him.

Yo have mee hane” 1 swivel my chaar. 1 hess | iq'r-||:



my job has two perks: free internet access and 1 get to sit in
a spanning char.

“Huh he grunts.

“¥ou have nice hair” 1 repeat. *Have vou ever consid-
ered wearing it in a different style?”

Yo know, 1 ook a risk, hiring vou.” He waves his wrin-
kled finger close o my face, “Evervone i this town told me
yoan were tronble. Because of your . . .7 He trails off and looks
WY,

Becawse gf your fatber, T complete hos sentence in my head.
The inside of my mouth flls with the sour, metallic taste Tyve
come o koow as himlation. My Tife can be nearly divided
mto two sections: before my father made the mightly news
and afrer. For a moment, T allow mysell (o magime what
this conversation would sound like if my father weren't my
father. Mr. Palmer probably wouldn't speak to me like Tin a
stray mutt raiding his garbage can. I'd like to think he'd have
pore Gact, bt o one wastes ther tact on me anymore. Bt
then it hits me, the thought T try to squeeze out of my mimd.
Yo covalaln’t feel any diffenent inside,

I dip my chin to my chest in an attempt o shake that
thought, “Saorey, Mr. Palmer. Fmoon ™

Mr. Palmer doesn't say anything; he just looks up at the
three grant shony banners that were recently hung on the
office’s back wall. Each one of them features Brian Jackson

striking some sorf of pose—arms crossed over Tas chest, arms



thrown above his head in victory, arms pressed at his side
mudsprint. Hes been Phatoshopped to have perfect skin, bat
there was no need o alier his ashy-blond hair or bright Bl
eves, And [ know from passing him in the halle at school tha
his calf muscles really are that large. At the bottom of each
giant banner. the words HOMEGROWN [N LANGSTON, KENTUCKY,
AND CLYMPIC BOUND are scrawled in red Bock rext,

The banner doesn’t say anything about the first boy
from Langston who almoest qualified for the Olympacs, But
it doesn’t hawe 1o As T watch Mr, Palmer stiudy the anner,
I know he’s thinking about that boy—the first boy, Almost
anyome who sees Brian Jackson’s sweaty brow and muscular
calves can't help but think of Timothy Jackson, Brian's older
Brother. And anyvone who sees the banner and then sees me
will defimitely think of Timothy Jackson.

Finallyv, Mr. Palmer peels hus eves away from the poster
and turns back to me, He can't look me in the eye, though,
He stares over the top of my head as he clears s throat,
“Look, Avsel, Mayvbe it would be best of vou didn’t come in
tomeorrow. Why don't you take the day of "

I press my elbows into the table, wishing I conld melt into
the gray plasnc, into an unfeehng synthetce blend of poly-
mers. | feel my skin starting to bruise under the weight of
oy Body and T silently boum Baclh's Toccata and Fugue in
[ Minor. My mind fills with dark and heavy organ notes

and T imagane the organ’s keys arcanging themselves mio



the shape of a ladder that leads to an empty quiet place, A
place away from TMOC, away from Mr. Palmer, away from
everyone and evervthing,

Me. Palmer seems to misinterpret my silence as confu-
sion, not complete and utter mortification. He stretches his
hands out i front of him, wringing them out hke he just
washed them, | inspire that feeling in most people—the
desire to wash their hands clean. *As you may know, tomor-
row we're going to be making calls on behalf of the oty of
Lamgston o ey and imerease attendance ot Saturday’s rally
for Brian Jackson.” Mr Palmer’s voice quivers a bat and he
sieaks a quick glance back at the banner, as if Brian Jack-
sont’s focused athletic countenance may help him muster the
COurage o Sonline.,

Brians magic must rub off on Mr. Palmer because he
Fioeds Tos vonce agaan, “Braan’s comng home for the weekend
from tramming camp and the city wants everyone to show
b a warm weleome, And as much az T konow von would
like to help, I'm afraid some of our customers might feel
uncomfortable with vou inviting them o the rally becanse,
well, because of your father and . . " His voice lowers and
e contimes talkmg, bt he's stumblhing over hos words anc
I can’t really understand what he'’s saying. It's something
ol a mixtore between an apology, an explanation, and an
el ke trneTid,

Lery not te lasgh. Instead of focusing on the absuredity of



how [ am apparently too unappealing to even operate as a
telemarketer, | choose to zero in on Mr. Palmer’s word choice
of “customer.” I don't think the people we harass on the daily
cofisider themselves to be customers, bat rather victims. A
thanks to my dad, I'm pretty good at making evervone feel
like they could be a potential victim.

Red-faced and Mustered, Mr Palmer walks away from
myy desk and beging strolling the other rows, He asks hMarie
to stop chewing gum and he begs Tony to please refram from
stnearmg hamburger grease all over the keyhoard.

Omee Mr Falmer's a safe distance from my desk, [ open
Smooth Passages again, In the simiplest erms, Smooth Pas-
eages 15 a website for people who wane to die, There are tons
of these websites, Some are fancier than others, some are
maore niche onented for people who have a specific method
they prefer, ke sav suffocating, or they're for a certam type
of person, like depressed injured athletes or some shit like
that, T snll baven™ Found one dedseated 1o the omwanted
daughters of psychotic criminals, so for now Smooth Pas-
sages 15 The place Tor me,

Smooth Passages” website i plain, no flashy or cheesy
HTML waork. 1t’s black amd white. Classy. That is, if a web-
gite dedicated to swicide can be classy, There are message
Bosards and forwmes, which s what Tmostly Jook at, Becently,
I've become really mterested in this one section called Sum-

ciele Partners.,



The problem with smicide, which most people don't real-
1ze, 18 that its really hard to follosw through. 1 know, 1 know.
Prople are abwvays vammerimg on and on about how “suicide
i the coward® way out”™ And | guess it is—1mean. [ am giv-
ing up. surrendering. Running away from my black hole of a
future, preventing myvsell from growing into the person I'm
termified of becoming, But just becanse 1it's cowardly doesn't
guarantee it's going to be easy.

The thing 15, I'm concerned that my self-preservation
st s tooe bughe 10% hike v depressed mond and my very-
much-alive body are in a constant straggle, T worry about my
By wonming oo an the last momte wirth some jerky impulse
and then Il end up having done the deed only halfway,

Nothing scares me more than a Buled atiempi. The lasi
thing I want is to end up in a wheelchair, eating pulvernized
foeal and being watched around the clock by some sasy nurse
whi has a not-so-secret obsession with cheesy reality TV,

And thats why lately I™'ve been evemng the Swcide Part-
ners section. [ guess the way it works i3 vou find some other
sad excuse for a person who lives preity nearby and you
make your final plans with them, It like peer pressure sui-
cidle, and from what T gather, s pretty damn effective. Sign
me up.

I zcam some of the postings, None of them are a good i
for me, Either they're way too far away why doso many peo-

ple in California want to blow their brains out? Tsn’t hving



by the ocean supposed to make you happy?| or they're just
the wrong demographic (1 really don’t want 1o get mixed up
with somme aduli whe's having marital troubles—siressed-oni
soccer modns are not for meh

I contemplate composing my own ad, but I'm not really
sure what I'd say. Also, nothing seems sadder than reach-
g out, trving to find a partner, and then getting rejected. 1
ook over my shoulder and see that Mr. Palmer is a few rows
away. He's massaging Tina Bart’s shoulders. Hes always
massaging Twa Barts shouliders. Mavbe he s’ as happy
with Mrs, Palmer as 1 thought.

Mr. Palmer catches me starmg at hom and zhakes his
head, Flashing him my sweetest gnmace, I pick up the phone
amid <hal the next vl that™s o 1 lllg! Samnel] Porter,
who lives om Gabeeston Lane,

As T histeming e the Bamnbar ring of the phomne, T hear
my computer beep, Damn, P'm always forgetting to mute the
widlime.

Laura, the maddle-aged lady who works nexe to me and
wears lipstick thars oo heghe For her pomdhiced complesion,
raises her evebrow at me,

I shirag. =T thnk the software s updanmg,” T mouth o
her.

She rallz her eyes al me, Lamra, :||_:-|_|ur|'||i'|}: 1% 2 hmman
bullshit detectorn

Mr Samuel Porter doesn™t answer Insz ||It|||::|"'-. Cripess hie's



not craving pifia coladas, | hang up the phone and click back
to Smooth Passages. Looks like it beeped becanse someone
posted a new message in the Suicide Partners forum. It's
titled “April 7th™ I open e

Il sddmit | weed to think this was shipkd. The whole
point of killing mysel is 20| can be alone forevar 50 1 never
understood why 1'd want b do @ with someons ke, But that's
changsd now. I'm nareous 18 chickan out at tha kst minute ar
sormathing, There are albar things, 160, bul I'd rafer nol gl
irka that hare.

| cnldy have @ few raquiremends. One, | oaan wanl 1o da il
with anpoms who hag kids, That ehit is 100 haavy forme, Two,
you can'l e mona Buan an bowr sy Irom ma. | know this
might be hard since | lve in the middle of nowharns oud for noe
I'mn sticking fa thal. And thriee, s b 1o da il an Al Tk
That clete ien't negatiakés. Message mea for mame nfomation.

= Fradan Hobl

I check FrozenRobot’s stats and try not (o judge the
screen name, But, FrozenKobot, really? I understand that
everyone on bere s a hitle bar, okay, a lot emoional, Bor sall,
Have some dignaty,

FrovemBobot s apparently a he, He's seventeen, so only
one year older than me. That’s fine, Oh, and he'’s from Wil-
lis, Kentucky—thats about fifteen minutes away.



A surge jolts through my bones and 1 vaguely remember
that thes is what excitement feels hike. FrozenBobot has per-
fect timing, Mavbe, for the first time o my Life, 'm ocky,
This must be a sign from the universe—if the only time you
get hucky 15 when you're planning vour smicide, it definitely
time Lo o,

I read the mesage again. April 7, that works for me,
Today 18 March 12. 1 can maybe last another month or so.
though lately each day feels like an etermity.

“Aysel” Mr. Palmer says agun.

“What?* [ say, hardly paying any attention to him,

He swalks 3o he can stamnd Belond me and taps my come-
puter screen. [ try to minimize the window, *Look, T don't
care what vou do in vour free time but don’t bring i to work.
Got 12" His voice sags like an old couch cushion, I'd feel
bad for Mr. Palmer of T had any pity saved for anyone else
bt e,

Um goung fo go ool on a liml and guess that Mr. Palmer
ign’t familiar with Smooth Passages, He probably thinks I'm
fockimg ar some heay metal fan ate or somethmg. Latle
does hr. Palmer know, I hke my music soft and instru-
menial, Dido’t s parents ever teach oo oot o Tagy ado
stereatypes? Just because I'm a sicteen-year-old girl with
wnruly curly hair who wears dark straped shirts every day
doesn’t mean I can't appreciate a nice violin solo or a smooth

Piﬁrlil conerio.

i



Onee M Palmer walks away, [ hear Lavra scoll,
“What?” [ say.

“Don’t von heve the mternet af home? Laura asks,
frowwning at me. She’s aipping the complimentary coffee, and
the plastic mug's rim is stained with her god-awful berry
burat lipstick.

“Dion’t yvou have a coffee maker at home?™

She shrugs, and just when [ think the conversation is
over, she says, “Work 15n't the place to be fishing for dates,
Do that on your own time, You're goang to get the rest of us
in trouhble,”

“Raght.™ 1 look down at my keyboard. There’s no use
explaming to Laura that I'm not searching for a date, or at
beast nod that ki af date.

I stare at the pieces of cheese crackers that are stuck in the
spaces between the Fand G keys, and thats when I decwde—
I'm going to message back FrozenRobaot.

He amd T have a date: Apral 7.



	My Heart and Other Black Holes_cover title.doc
	My Heart and Other Black Holes Reduced Extract.pdf
	1.jpg
	2.jpg
	3.jpg
	4.jpg
	5.jpg
	6.jpg
	7.jpg
	8.jpg
	9.jpg
	10.jpg
	11.jpg
	12.jpg
	13.jpg
	14.jpg


