 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Chapter One

Dear Journal: Why does my life always feel like one big, fleeting moment, a journey to ultimate despair?  I don’t even know if there is a god because if there is, where is he when I need him?  

-----------------------



My name is Gabriella Nuvosa, and I’m a 14 year old desperate teenage girl trying to find her purpose in this vast world.  I thought I had everything together: a family, a home, and an identity.  Then, in one fleeting moment, I felt my life crash into a thousand pieces. 


 I was 11 years old, and I remember walking home from my catholic school with my little snotty-nosed brother, Benjamin.  Suddenly, I realized how good I had it.  None of my friends, it seemed, had a family that truly loved each other or had a stable place to call home.  They never could foresee anything good coming from their life.  I never understood why God was so good to me.


As I was walking home that day, nothing seemed normal.  The leaves seemed to dance peacefully as the wind blew around me, and everyone I passed seemed to have a content smile on their face.  The world was never this serene; I couldn’t place what was going on, so I blocked it out of my mind.  Then suddenly, as I approached my driveway, the sound of fierce arguing pierced the serenity, which had held my curiosity. 


“I can’t believe you could betray me like that!” I heard my mom shout.  “I trusted you with everything.  What about the kids; do they not mean anything to you?”


“Don’t throw the kids into this; you’ve been doing that for years,” my dad snapped.  “If I had any sense, I would have run off years ago!  You ruined my life when you got pregnant with Gabriella!  If it wasn’t for her, I would be traveling the world and making loads of money.  But no, I’m stuck in this dump of a town working a meaningless job barely making ends meet!” 


Tears began to well up inside of me, and as I realized what was going on, I quickly told Benjamin to go to his friend’s house for the afternoon.  (Good thing he didn’t question why.)  I crept up the front steps and sat next to the open window while holding my knees tightly to my chest.  As I saw my dad begin to throw pictures of us on the floor and punch the mirror over the fireplace, tears welled up inside of me, and my arms were ghost white as I clenched them, trying to hold myself together.  I was certain he was going to hit my mom, but he never did; instead, he just mutilated her with hurtful words.


“Remember, I was the one who had it together; I was going to get out of this pit of despair and make something of my life.  Do you remember that?  Do you remember how everyone warned me of you, how you were psychotic and desperate?  But no, I didn’t listen.  I never did.  You ruined me!”   


“What are you saying?  That it’s all my fault.  You think I wanted to get pregnant with Gabriella?  I had dreams of my own you know...”


“Oh you did, like what?” my dad interrupted.


As the words kept flying out of their mouths, I began to weep.  Everything I had known was gone.  The happy life I thought I had was now a distant memory.  


Later that night I could hear it over and over again in my head, “If it wasn’t for Gabriella; it’s all her fault!” then the vision of my dad throwing our pictures around and punching the mirror haunted my mind as I tossed and turned in my bed.  My parents, to this day, never knew I overheard their fight.  I suppose they thought that I would never notice the absence of the mirror and picture frames that I helped make which were once sitting on the mantle.  They just seemed to wonder what happened to their precious angel...what angel?  That girl was crucified outside the front window of her house.


The days crept by after that fall day like a movie playing in slow motion.  Everyday, the words and images of that miserable day ran through my mind along with the knowledge of how worthless I was and how I destroyed my parents’ life.  My dad just sort of slowly began to disappear from our life.  Day after day he would come home a little later until one day he never came home.  Benjamin asked me a lot of questions at first, but after I yelled at him enough to stop, he finally did... everyone did.  That’s how I ended up on this plane ride.

------------------------


Dear Journal: If anyone or anything is out there, bigger than life, I’m pleading for some distraction, something to take me out of my worthless, helpless life and bring meaning to it.  I’ve been longing for a break, something to hope for.  Why did you choose my life to stir your wrath up in?  What did I do to deserve this; I just don’t get it.  I search and search my memory for an answer, but I come up with nothing.  I’m tired of this black hole, a life with vultures consuming my every second of existence.  I have nothing left- I don’t even know who I am, I have no one to confide in, and I certainly don’t have a family.  I don’t even have an ounce of breath left in me to fight. Tears well up inside me every night as I think about how to end this wretched life, but something, I don’t know what, holds me back- some glimmer of hope ending this madness.  Am I searching in vain, or is there going to be a deliverance?  Just answer me!  P.S. I just looked out the window after my paper lit up from a bolt of lightening streaking across the clouds.  The plane had just taken off, and we were accelerating through the clouds as a vicious storm began to brew to our east.  There is something mystical about storms; their rage yet beauty entrance me; they always have.  Storms seem to never let anything get in their way; they always succeed in whatever they do, whether it be destruction or their canvas work in the sky.  I wish I had that much determination.


-----------------------
 


“I’m always paranoid on planes; what about you?”  an older lady asked as she was chomping on her honey-roasted peanuts.


I was startled by her question so I said, “Excuse me?”


“I’m sorry to bother you.  I happened to notice you seemed apprehensive about being in the air.  I know whenever I fly, I’m always wondering if it is going to be the final chapter of my life.”


Final chapter, I thought to myself.  That was an interesting way to sum up life, chapters.  If I analyze my life as if it was a book, then I wonder if my climax has already happened.  God help me if it hasn’t.  


The brief interaction with the lady sitting next to me in the plane was the only time I spoke during the whole flight.  I was too consumed with why I had agreed to go to no-man’s land with some psycho lady, whom I’ve never met.

