catch me before i turn to gold


I think I could fly out of this room; I had won.  It felt beautiful.  And to all those people that said that Jeff Koslowski is a dick, that Jeff Koslowski can’t do anything, that Jeff Koslowski is a whatever they say I am: good ol’ Jeff can finally shove this medal in their face and say “Ha!  Now what can Jeff do, you bloody prick?”  It would feel so incredible, returning to Jefferson High with this amazing piece of silver around my neck.  People said that Jeff couldn’t do this, that Jeff couldn’t do that, that Jeff couldn’t compete at the fair.  But I did it, dammit, and there isn’t a science competition in the state of New Jersey that Jeff Koslowski can’t dominate.  Jeff can’t lose.  Jeff is the man.  Whatever Jeff touches becomes shiny and brilliant, with a metallic luster like the piece of gem hanging around my neck.  I am unbreakable.


Have my friends heard yet?  They would’ve loved this; they always wanted to get back at all the assholes at Jefferson.  This was it, this was what I worked for.  No more being the kid that couldn’t, I was the king.


I threw myself down on the hotel bed and stared at the shiny medal.  Silver.  I thought I was going to cry, but I didn’t.  I felt like I had just eaten three packs of Oreos, but all the tension was going away.  Jeff Koslowski had done it.


I wondered where Alicia was right now.  It was Friday night, at about 11.  Probably in the back of Stephen Ryan’s truck.  But that doesn’t matter, King Koslowski will soon return to take his dominion.  I grasped my medal and held it tight.  Keep it and it will sparkle; whatever I touch will turn to gold.  I felt flying, happy, above Alicia and Jefferson High.  The crumpled bedsheets felt like the front lawn of my dad’s house, the one with the soft grass I used to lie on until I fell asleep, and when I would wake up the sun would be high and my nose would have a reddish tint.  Maybe Alicia would come over and we’d tell stories, stories about how silly people are and why we don’t fit in the world.  We would eat strawberry ice cream and watch the cars pass on Highway 79, thinking about nothing but the people in each car. I kissed her once.


I feel like that.  I want to see her reaction when I show up on her doorstep with the silver medal around my neck.  She’ll probably be gasp, maybe faint, and tell stephen to get the hell out of there.  Maybe he’ll refuse, and he’ll grab her, and Jeff I’ve been I’ll have to show him my medal to get him to back off, to go away and leave me to her.  I’ll turn the medal to gold, and no other will be like it.  I will be unique, and Alicia Jeff I’ve been taken will have to have me.  It just works like that.  The man with the power gets the girl.


And now Jeff Koslowski has the power.  It’s not gold, but I can change that.  It will be gold; I have the power.  I’ve just got to get my thoughts in order.  The sheets were hot now, and sweat beads ran down my brow.  I didn’t feel like I was flying anymore; the medal was damp with the sweat of my palms pressing down on it.  I slowly released my hands and stared at the shiny surface of the medal.  Silver.  Not gold, but silver.  Not first, but second.  Not Stephen Ryan, but the guy in after, the man who shows up a moment too late, second place.  There was no glory in this.  The gold had been taken Jeff I’ve been.  Taken, and I was stuck here being blown away by the forces of humanity I’ve been taken, which do not care whether one is true, but whether one has the gold You knew that, Didn’t you?

I didn’t have the gold, the gold had been lost No, I didn’t know that.  And I’d never have it, it was a possession of some soul without a face, not me Jeff I’ve been taken by, not even Stephen Ryan.  It was humanity it was lost to, and humanity never gives anything back.


I slowly exhaled and regained a weak grasp on reality.  It is silver, isn’t it, Jeff?  Is silver not good enough?  Who gives a damn if it is good enough for Alicia.  Coming in second is okay sometimes, isn’t it?  I grabbed the medal again, harder, as hard as I could.  When my hands fatigued I dropped the medal onto my stomach.  Still silver.  It might have been different if I had been there that Friday Night, the night I lost.  This might have been gold, and Jeff I’ve been Koslowski may have been a king, able to turn things to gold at the touch.  But I wasn’t there, I’ve been taken by and Alicia was, and Stephen Ryan was.  And he got her gold, damn his truck, damn the science fair, damn me.


I was standing on the wooden balcony of my father’s house, the wood was badly in need of paint.  Alicia was beside me Jeff I’ve been, she said it like it was raining, like the weather was good today.  She said it like I knew, like I had been there that night.  But I came in second, and people without power know nothing.  She stared at the sky while she said it, like nothing was wrong, like she was a little girl with a balloon picking animals out of the clouds.  And she was Jeff I thought you knew my little girl with a balloon, the little girl lying on the front lawn, the shy little kid at the deli when I was Jeff I didn’t mean to five.  And I couldn’t believe it, that I had lost, that I had come in Jeff it wasn’t stephen’s fault second.


And now it repeats.  I am second again, and to think I considered it good to not have the gold.  What is silver, anyway?  Nothing in love, nothing in science.  Nothing but a faint delusion of triumph to those fake men without power.  Like Jeff Koslowski.  I won’t even try to see if the medal turns gold, what does it matter?  Once one has lost, humanity never gives anything back.


A piece of my strawberry ice cream fell on my shirt.  Alicia didn’t notice.  She was silent, but she taken by stephen, i’m sorry Jeff wasn’t.  It was a hot summer day, and the mayflies buzzed around us.  At that moment I didn’t think about Alicia anymore, about Stephen, I thought about the mayflies.  Which would get the gold?  Some would get the silver, and what is silver to a mayfly?  Silver is a Jeff I didn’t mean to hurt you lonely death of getting weaker, weaker, delirious from hunger, weaker and weaker until your wings fail you and plunge headlong into the water below, and your last thoughts revolve around silver.


Silver.  The silver glock, the one I had taken here if I lost, like I did that Friday night weeks ago.  Silver, the shiny metal surface of the barrel in my hand.  Silver, what the losers get.  The glock didn’t turn to gold, nothing did anymore.  My power was taken, Alicia was taken, and humanity never gives anything back.  I turned the beautiful glossy gun over in my hand again and again.  It was shinier than my medal, heavier, more powerful.  I had power.  I lost, but I still had power.


My ice cream dropped from my hand and into the tall grass below.  I just stared at it for seconds, minutes while it slowly faded away inch by inch.  I stared at it for a long time.  Alicia wondered what Jeff I didn’t know it would mean so much was wrong with me, why I cared what she said.  She thought I had an ice cream headache, she tried to touch my forehead.  I swatted her hand away and she realized, she realized that it mattered what she said, mattered that I had lost.  The world was silver from then on, and nothing ever changes to gold.


The glock felt heavenly in my cold, sweaty hands.  It was silver, but not silver.  It was powerful, and whatever it touched would leave the silver and turn to gold.  I was past Alicia, past Stephen, I was going to be gold, to be powerful.  I ripped the silver off my neck and threw it on the floor.  I wanted to be taken, taken by the gun, taken like Alicia was taken.  Except this time I would win, this time I wouldn’t come in second, this time I would turn to gold.

The barrel was sweet and metallic my mouth, but not like silver.
