
The blonde-haired boy

It all started on a Saturday. It was quite a mundane evening, except for the blonde-haired boy.

It all began with the blonde-haired boy.

A sudden neglect.

A quick glare.

A swift observation.

A brief conversation.

A short-lived quest.

A lifetime to forget.

May was yet to learn what a true friend was, to be honest I don’t think she will ever know. She was my friend

and my enemy. The kind of girl who would take a single breath and that small inhale of oxygen would be

enough to determine whether you liked or hated her that day. She would talk at me animatedly about her life

and minor annoyances, while I would pretend to express concern, empathy, and offer half-hearted advice, but

the second I needed advice? Her eyes would swarm to her phone, so uninterested she would fidget her way

out of pretending to care, and as I watched her face sag to boredom my flow would die in my throat. This

ritual was repeated day-in, day-out until eventually I feared my throat may explode, so full of unspoken

words. So it was no surprise she dragged me to that party despite my protests against it…

No longer than five minutes upon arrival May had wandered off arm-in-arm with some desperate boy in awe

of her attention. She always did have her priorities scrambled. I felt stuck, unsure what to do, I couldn’t just

leave her there, as much as deep down I knew she wouldn’t think twice about leaving me if it meant her

having a good night.

A quick glare.

A swift observation.



A brief conversation.

A short-lived quest.

A lifetime to forget.

I weaved through the swaying bodies of disgustingly sanguine teenagers, bumping into wandering shoulders

and firm chests causing various drinks to slosh. Apologies were promptly made with uncomfortable smiles.

To the left of me, a group of people tittered, a polite answer to a pathetic joke. To the right of me, a hand with

a crust of two-week-old fake tan stroked the sleeve of the boy beside her - seductively or comfortingly? Who

knows?

What always surprises me about people is how transparent they seem on the surface and yet one brief

interaction could change your opinion of them. You see, at the beginning of the night I watched as a foolish

couple still in their honeymoon phase played hide and seek with their tongues in each other's mouths. There

was certainly some envy there at first, as much as I would never want to admit that. However, no more than

thirty minutes later, all that was left of their idyllically horrifying relationship was a drunken argument and a

cup of cheap cider poured down the side of the unlucky one’s face.

I think that this was one of the only reasons I even bothered to stay for longer than ten minutes that night, so

intrigued by other peoples lives that I got caught up in the thrill of it, like a psychologist trying to uncover the

mystery of the human mind. Instead I found it entertaining watching everyone metamorphosed into their true

selves once the alcohol had hit their system.

As much as I tried to tell myself otherwise, parties were never something I enjoyed. No matter how

intoxicated I was, I always felt like the odd one out. Everyone had their jokes, quirks and I was your typical

'plain Jane.' My hair one shade of brown and my eyes the exact same shade [of nothingness brown]. It was as

if a child had coloured me in with his only blunt crayon. No shading, nothing intricate to make me stand out.

I was two dimensional, a chore to look at. And so, something intrigued me about the way the blonde-haired

boy glared at me. I had never even experienced being noticed before.



But as our eyes met between the happy-go-fucking-lucky teens, I realised this was, in fact, not an ordinary

glare, no awkward accidental lingering glance. No, this was fuelled by something more malevolent, as if he

was tantalising me. He scorned me, examining every detail of my face, each runaway freckle, the small

indentation on the side of my cheek, the chickenpox scar still stamped above my right eyebrow. It was like

the classic love scene in a film, the one where the boy and girl gaze at each other from across the crowded

room, and it is love at first sight; fireworks crashing, heart eyes. Except there was no love here.

I wrapped my hoodie tighter around my body, shielding the exposed skin on my chest.

A swift observation.

A brief conversation.

A short-lived quest.

A lifetime to forget.

Despite the blonde-haired boy being meters away from me, I had a spotlight view of him. Countless couples

and drunken teenagers stumbled passed, but not once did anyone try to speak to him nor acknowledge him.

Like he wasn’t even invited. He almost belonged, but not quite. Dressed in scrubby jeans, a loose white

t-shirt and a jacket with red and black wool pressed into it, and to finish off the look, a beanie that lay like a

dead rat on top of his head. The space between us warped his face into something pleasant, and when he

titled his head just 90 degrees the reflection of the flames from the fire pit lit up his eyes. Opening the

windows to his damaged soul. On the surface however, his irises seemed relaxed, too stationary, with eyelids

a fraction too heavy to blink at a normal pace, it was as if his brain had a major short circuit and was having

trouble processing information. That, or he was so caught up in planning my trauma that he had forgotten to

tell his eyes to move.

And so, I observed from a distance while the blonde-haired boy pulled a creased packet of tobacco from his

pocket. He collected the last scraps of it onto his palm, dusting it off into the thin rolling paper, with such

little care that half of it ended up escaping to the concrete floor. I envisioned how a few flecks of it may have



got caught underneath his fingernails, concocting with the preexisting layer of dirt already there. It made my

whole body shiver.

It reminded me of how Dad used to do the same thing, each motion identical. Yet when I was watching Dad

collect the remainder of his tobacco and rolling it up in a perfect little cone, something about it reassured me

he would be here for just one more night. I knew this because with each cigarette on the rotting balcony a

story would follow. Often crude of nature, but it would always put a smile on my face. He would accompany

each story with a glass of whisky until eventually his words slurred so much so they would grind to a halt

before a deep whisky-infused coma followed. It would always make me chuckle how his forgotten cigarette

would hang out of his mouth still lit. And as the thick smoke swarmed my nostrils, it made me feel like I

finally had a proper family.

But as I watched the blonde-haired boy roll his cigarette, I could not even summon a single strand of

comfort, let alone reassurance. Instead of running away, I stayed on the half wet concrete step, my thighs

accumulating a large infestation of goosebumps. And in 13 and a half hours, I would be crying in Mum’s

arms like a toddler who had awakened from a nightmare, crying because of this blonde-haired boy.

A brief conversation.

A short-lived quest.

A lifetime to forget.

'This is a boring party, isn't it?' My nose smelled the stench of stale cigarettes and cheap aftershave quicker

than I could lookup. A smirk devoid of any sanity invaded his face, causing fresh blood to appear in the

indentations of his chapped lips. It reminded me of the way the clown I had at my eight birthday party

smiled. It was a smile that caused me sleepless nights for months as I replayed over-and-over his devil red

painted-on smile, which cracked and chipped when he grinned. Happy the Clown, I think his name was,

something cliche and unoriginal. Except the blonde-haired boy's smile wasn’t painted on with garish colours

and decorations, his was real.



'I-I suppose.' I croaked under a deteriorated breath. Thump thump thump. His monotonous voice made my

heart palpitate to the beat of the dreadful music drowning out the chatter of happy party-goers.

Uninvited, the blonde-haired boy seized the small space next to me, his shoulders pressing into mine. Every

breath he took tightened my chest and made the air around me heavy with his alcohol breath. No matter how

much my skin itched at his husky smoker's voice or his bloodshot eyes darted and twitched at my face,

analysing me, each sip of my lukewarm beer blocked the red flag in front of me. So I stayed on the half wet

concrete step, the goosebumps spreading to my lower calf. Shoulder-to-shoulder with the blonde-haired boy.

Terrified to even breathe. Praying that May’s face would pop up through the drunken haze.

A short-lived quest.

A lifetime to forget.

His jacket lifelessly sat on his bones, like a hanging corpse, and as he wiped a drop of deserted beer from his

chin, a beam from the moon caught the side of his face. For the first time, I could now see his skin; it was

akin to the intricacies of a moth's wing, with bumps and textures festering his cheeks. Like an intricate and

beautifully crafted mask being lifted to reveal a vile creature underneath. He was no longer even remotely

pleasant to look at. Oh, how I wish I could go back and tell myself, ‘run, run now.’ You may ask why I

stayed. Instinct, fear, that dwindling pinpoint of hope that the gut-wrenching feeling in my stomach was

wrong. But mainly fear. I was frozen. Men always scared me, I was terrified of what they were capable of,

and with May nowhere in sight it was an easy decision to stay and avoid any possible conflict that might

arise if I got up and left.

There was something rotten in his eyes as he took each drag. I inhaled the odour that foretold of tar-infested

lungs. I will never be able to smell the smell of smoke without triggering the memory of what the

blonde-haired boy did.

I focused on the nearby fire pit, noticing how the gentle breeze carried some warmth from the fire, tending to

my goosebumps. The aroma of brittle leaves and charring wood spread throughout. I found comfort in



counting the seconds between each breeze. It was about twenty seconds until the warming air arrived again,

blurring the scarlet, chestnut, and fiery hues together in one horrific mess. Several strands of hair caught the

corner of my lip. As his sandpaper hands pushed the loose strand of hair back behind my ears, my whole

body jolted.

What made me grit my teeth the hardest was May. At this moment in the night, the moment where I was so

crippled by fear that each breath I took felt like a sharp blade scraping against my lungs, May had left the

party with her latest accomplishment. Not even sparing a second to wonder where I was or if I was okay. To

be completely honest, I didn’t expect less from her. The next morning she called, ecstatic to tell me about her

evening, whilst I sat on the other end of the phone, my thoughts so loud I could not even focus on her

screechy voice. Instead I focused on swallowing my tears to the back of my throat, only for them to form a

ball in my oesophagus. Frothing up like a thick paste.

What felt like an hour dragged by on the half-wet concrete step until finally I defrosted. My knees buckled at

my pathetic attempt to get up, drenching the top of my trainer in a chunky liquid nearby. I cringed at the

smell, wiping a dribble of the murky liquid off my chin. In a forceful attempt to stabilise me, the

blonde-haired boy squeezed his fingers around my upper arm. I imagined my arm popping with the force and

blood dripping down the crevices of his fingers, like wringing out a cloth. He squinted at me through

hardened eyes. Every muscle in his face was rigid, full of extreme hatred, and despising. He was now

standing between me and the exit, sneering, fuming, and clenching his fists in a rhythmic manner.

But regardless I could not walk; it was as if he had taken the bones and joints out of my body.

This was my final memory of the night.

A lifetime to forget.

And how was I to know that as I left the shitty party alone, carrying my flesh like a burden, he had already

charted a different plan for my night? An evening to him, a lifetime to me to try and forget.



My mind now static, thoughts making no sense, replays of horrors I had attempted to push to the back of my

brain, my eyes bruised with sleep deprivation. And every night my lips are filled with a scream from deep

within that sometimes is so intense it escapes from my mouth. As if my terrified mind is trying to release the

memories. All I feel is rage. I don’t want to be friends with anyone because now I no longer trust smiles and

gentle eyes. I know I'm concealing a truth from myself about how much of this is really about trauma and

unhealed scars. No, I am not upset, I am just angry that now every time a man accidentally brushes past me

when trying to get off the bus my whole body goes into fight-or-flight mode. I am angry that I am too afraid

to walk alone at night, terrified someone will be following me, petrified of being hurt. I am angry that I don’t

feel comfortable anymore revealing too much skin on my chest or, god forbid, displaying my thighs. So you

ask me how I feel now? I am angry.

As I lay here wondering how to escape my own thoughts, the images of that night slowly turn into distant

memories, and suddenly for a split second the pain seems somewhat manageable. I will get through this.

It all began with the blonde-haired boy.


