  

PURGATORY KID
By Bruno Muraca

  


Guess some people are not to live to the fullest.  I stand here with a crowd of my classmates observing a black Lumina car smashed into the brick fence around my school, and a Fed-Ex truck that just cost someone their life.  Even though that someone did all he could, even though he goes to church every Saturday night (instead of partying like everyone else), he still winds up with the raw end of the deal.  A dead father, a bully, not enough money for himself to buy a video game even for fun.  But I still had my mom, that’s all I really needed to live happy; let me explain: (FLASHBACK) 


My mom was making our favorite breakfast, Breakfast Banana Splits.  It was both tasty and healthy with its rich grain nutrition from the hot oatmeal that gave me enough energy to work through the day and have tons of strength leftover.  My mom laid one on the table for me as she scooped oatmeal into hers.  I’m such a skinny, short little blond kid; you would think after eating so many of these I’d be too big to fit through the door, but all they do is put nutrition in my veins on this fine Friday and all the others before.  It was time to be off as my mom kissed me good-bye. People say it’s her I got my good looks from, the only real differences her longer hair and brown eyes instead of my blue ones. 


I ran faster and faster down the street hoping I wouldn’t run into Billy Carter, my bully all through school.  Even in high school that tall, wide redhead takes all my lunch money.  I decided to cut through my neighbor’s backyard and hop his fence to avoid Billy’s street.  I ran into Mr. Jackson’s front lawn sprinting towards the back as his tiny angry brown mug tried jumping up to bite me.  Good thing that chain leash held him down as I hopped the tall white fence.  Finally, I was at the hill leading down to the school across the street.  I ran down as fast as I could while the other kids were heading inside, which told me I was late.  


That’s when someone bellowed out the loudest scream I’ve ever heard: “AHHHHHHHHHHH!” 


I then heard a loud crash coming from one of the brick fences on the sides of the school so I stopped to listen.  Too bad I was in the middle of the street as a Fed-Ex truck came down fast beeping, as a huge light flashed all around from nowhere.  When the huge, bright light faded, I found myself back in my house.  The clock was reset to the time I had left. Stunned,  I gazed into the kitchen at a horrifying sight.  My mother eating her breakfast…WITH ME! 
 What was this, a dream, a hallucination, a twin that I never knew about who arrives late for breakfast each monring? 


The earlier scene repeated with my mom kissing me good-bye and I watched myself run out through the door towards school …As I ran towards my mom saying, “Mom, what was-” She walked through me as if I was air.  She didn’t hear or feel me at all.  “Mom, hello, hello?  Are you brain dead or something Do I have a twin and you didn’t tell me?” 


“That’s not your twin,” said a calm, deep voice that sounded as if it came from a megaphone in my head.  No one had spoken; it was from the air itself. 


“You, can it really be you.  The one I’ve given my life to for-“ 


“Yes, it is I, yours and everyone else’s eternal father, God,” said the deep voice, which made me convinced by just the sound it was telling the truth about who it was.  

 “Am I…dead?” 


“Close, you lie in Purgatory, land of the undead spirits of life, the centerpiece if you will.   I realize your scared and puzzled greatly, but let me explain.  I write events that will happen throughout history and an unfortunate one just occurred.  But it was simply to save a life,” God explained. 


“Whoa, just a second Almighty Father.  I love and respect you dearly, you know that.  I would never go against a decision of yours but why now?  There are at least another ninety kids like me-“ 


“I love all those kids, they are my children just as you are,” explained God. 


I was wobbling a little, confused about what was going on.  I still couldn’t believe I was talking to God, creator of life and after life.  So many questions I wanted to ask  but for some reason, all I could do was listen to what he was saying.  That’s what my conscience told me; then again my conscience is the voice of God so it works for him either way.  But God continued with: 


“I think your catching on to what just happened to you.  You came about two seconds from a truck-hit death.  But I have other plans for you that involve saving your life from that very same incident that is about to occur again.” 


“You control time though as I learned in church.  Just fast forward past that to sav-“ 


“It’s not supposedto happen like that.  Very rarely do I talk to one of my children, but I need to right now.  How do you feel about saving a life before the weekend starts?” 


I asked, “What do you mean, I thought you stopped time before I was hit? Aren’t I saved?” 


 “No, time is to repeat itself,” God explained. “ Everyone in Purgatory is given the power to touch one living being once, and only once.  That’s why I’m telling you there’s still time, but you only have one chance. Spirits in Purgatory usually use that touch to hug a lover one last time, pet their pet, or even ride on the shoulders of another human without them knowing just for fun.  But those are spirits who have lived your lifestyle as well, and who have given up on religion because their lives are terrible.  They lose faith, and don’t believe in saving one’s life using their one touch. 


I asked, “But that still doesn’t explain why you’ve repeated time for my touch.  Did the other spirits get the chances as well,  Father?” 


“No, time remained in the present for them.  I know all that is to happen by knowing the kind of person you are Charlie.  Because I believe when you use your touch, you’ll do more than save a life, but change a sinful lifestyle as well,” God explained, which left me in confusion. 


“I’m using that touch to save me, if that’s what you mean.  That’s why you restarted time right, for me to save myself from death?  But what do you mean by sinful lifestyle; mom and I attend church weekly as you ask all your children-” but at that moment I was interrupted by the heavenly father.  


For he said, “I’m sorry, but I’ve frozen time so we had time to talk.  You now know where your living self is headed and whatever you choose to do with your touch is your choice.  But listen to the conscience of prayer first my son.  Now head out, quickly.” 

I felt God’s presence leave, and assumed our conversation was over.  I headed out as the clock started up again. I sprinted down the street, seeing myself ahead, going into Mr. Jackson’s yard.  Again I headed down the street I was trying to avoid when I was alive.  I noticed something, when you’re a spirit, you don’t lose energy and can sprint all you want, which was really good for a skinny guy like me in this situation.  But my old, big, bully, Billy Carter, wasn’t running down the street.  I can’t believe he actually tried to head down to school on time today. 


I started seeing the top of the hills up ahead when all of a sudden, WOOSH!  Two bikers came about an inch close to my skin as they rode by, causing me to fall on my butt.  


“Oh my gosh, that could’ve been it.  If they had hit me I would’ve been hit by the truck,” I said to myself as I got back up starting to run again. 


I forgot how much longer a path this was now, down the street past all the houses of different colors.  But at least Mr. Jackson’s dog stalled me long enough this time to catch up.  But just barely, I didn’t want to go the same path as myself in case I touched myself too soon and didn’t prevent anything.  But I finally made it to the hills, the bottom of which was the scene of climax of the whole accident.  I noticed I was in the middle of a four way intersection when a fire truck flew right through me. 


“BEEEEEEEEP!” horned the fire truck as it sped towards its destination.  While it went through me I saw all the engines and gears helping it run and the whole tank of water it carried.  As surprising as it was though no pain was inflicted on me at all. 


“Thank God,” I said to myself as I grabbed onto my knees with relief.  But that didn’t last long as I saw my living self race down the hill while the Fed-Ex truck came speeding around the curve.  I started sprinting down when all of a sudden I noticed a black Lumina car veering out of control, speeding towards the brick fence that surrounded our school.  At that time I found out why God mentioned sinful.  No one is as sinful as Billy Carter who just happened to be in the spot the car was headed for; at the exact same time I was headed for my own death.

“This isn’t fair, this isn’t fair.  Of all people, it couldn’t be my mother it had to be him,” I said to myself angrily.  Before I could even think of what to do, I sprinted towards the left away from my accident that was about to happen, towards Billy’s.  


“AHHHHHHHHHHHH!” came the familiar scream from where I was hit the first time.  But I headed toward Billy, smashing myself into him and the brick wall as I held him tightly, jumping out of the way with him as, BOOM!,  the Lumina went into the bricks.  The driver survived for only the front of the car got hit.  But that hard a hit still would’ve killed someone.  The driver removed his sunglasses (which probably caused him to crash because of disrupted vision) as he looked towards the Fed-Ex truck which had just taken another poor soul. 


As kids headed towards both crash scenes, Billy laid on the ground crying from his near death experience not even thinking of how he had just survived it.  
This is the guy that since Pre-K, used to take my lunch and hold me down as he ate it.  He used to light my doormat on fire before we left our house in the morning, and make me feel like dirt from constant insults.  Why, I thought to myself, did I just let myself die for him?  As I thought about that I stared down at him and said, “You’re welcome for nothing, you jerk.” 


I didn’t care that he couldn’t hear me, or know I saw him. I headed over to see myself at the Fed-Ex scene.  A crowd of thirty kids and teachers were with me as I stared down at myself seeing a huge bruise across my chest, shirt was ripped open from paramedics trying to revive me, which did no good. Even Billy was up and over here with the crowd looking down at my body.  I couldn’t believe that he actually cared as he looked down at me, and said something even more unbelievable. 


“I’m sorry…Charlie.  For everything, and I’m sorry I’m apologizing now of all times I could’ve,” he said this quietly, calmly, and tears rolling down his big face cheeks. 


“I…forgive you, Billy,” I said knowing he couldn’t hear me.  I just felt I had to say it, I thought it was all that was needed to be done.  Because if Jesus can be on a cross after weeks of whipping and starvation, and forgive the people who did it to him, I felt like Billy owned the same and so much more.  


“That’s all I wanted from you in the end Charlie,” said the familiar deep voice of God.  As everything became white and everyone and everything disappeared into whitest, as I stood on a cloud.  On a cloud, listening to God speak and explain more now. 


“What was this God, all this trouble to save a sinner?  I thought sinners and non-believers don’t even go to Heaven,” I asked. 


“That’s true, unless they can be convinced to faith otherwise.  Billy will be wondering about this for weeks on how his life was saved by nothing.  When he reaches the conclusion, he’ll turn to the church and live a holier life.  Instead of torturing others and causing pain, he’ll be trying to reduce it and cause peace as you’ve been doing.  Billy lives the same life as you ,he has no father, his left the family when he was young.  At least yours loved you as he passed Charlie.” 


“Wow, your right, he’s had it tougher, besides a bully that is,” I complained. 


“True, True,” God explained on.  “But he has no friends while you have many because of his ways.  He doesn’t even see his mother for most of the year because she travels to make money by delivering insurance.  He’s alone, and he took the pain of loneness out on others with no one to talk to for help.  But in the next month, I promise you,due to this experience and an upcoming miracle; he will be reborn Catholic in prayer.  Truly living a better life then, I promise you.” 


“But why did I have to risk my own life for it?” 


“Because, you are part of the miracle I’ve just mentioned.  He had to be saved, you had to learn to be truly holy without feeling sorry for yourself anymore, and now that you know his life, you know yours isn’t too bad, is it?  There are even worse living ones than Billy, but once he starts his faith, he will change their lives as you’ve helped me change his.  Billy’s mom has never been religious either, but not being able to come home, knowing her son’s always in trouble, she prayed for him to be forgiven for his sins and revived in life somehow.  As a better person, do you see all the pieces in place now, my son?” God finished up his speech. 


I thought with my eyes closed for a minute and said, “I do God, thank you for letting me help you complete this deed.  It’s truly an experience to remember forever.  But one question I have is, what is this “upcoming miracle and how am I involved in it”- 


I was cut off as God snapped his thumb and made another bright flash happen making me appear under some black blanket.  It smelled like plastic gloves, as I stood up wiping it off me shocking all my classmates still around me.  I felt no pain at all, my injuries healed, while the paramedic’s jaws dropped because they had just confirmed my death.  But not anymore, I was back, and went up to my new friend, Billy Carter.  This time I knew he would hear me as I said to him, “I do forgive you, my friend.” 


Then Billy had said, “Thank you, Charlie.” 





               **** 


It was Saturday night, and one of the weekend masses was wrapping up with me in it.  My mom and I kneeled down for the final prayer and said along with the rest of the people in our golden church, “Glory be to the father, to the son and the holy spirit. As it was in the beginning, is now, and will be forever, Amen.” 


As we all exited the church, I shook the priests hand good-bye.  Apparently he heard of the miracle because he winked at me as he greeted us.  Before we were out doors, a big redhead was signing his signature on the church member sign-up sheet.  I said to him, “Can’t wait to see your changes for other’s lives Billy Carter.” 


He looked at me as if I was a ghost, but then smiled and said, “You bet, bud.” 





              THE END 

