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  “You can’t tell anyone!”
  “NO ONE!”
Eight thirty-two PM, February fourteenth. Why isn’t he here? He should be here! Everything’s wrong. Ev-eve-ve-everything’s wrong!
Maylin Keene, age twenty-four. Yellow blouse, brown skirt, auburn hair… shouldn’t be with him. He's a killer… murde-murderer! Two plus forty-seven equals forty-nine, forty-nine minus two equals forty-seven.
Lines were printed on my arm, dark ink spots from a pen: Edgecliff Psych Ward were the words etched on the side.

He whipped his head against the bag covering it, loose threads poking into his face.
“Stop moving. We’re almost there, Walker!”
The group of boys stopped, and the leader Mitch yanked the bag off his head.
 Mitch’s face was the only one not covered by something the rest of the group had black ski masks covering everything but their eyes 
They were standing on top of a scaffold, the floor twenty feet below. His legs wobbled as he was pushed to the side he dared to look down. Right in front of them was an eight-by-eight spot of water.
“Jump,” Mitch said.
He twisted toward him. “What?”
“Jump.”
And so he did…

Seventeen times eighty-nine equals one thousand five hundred thirteen. I scribbled the numbers down, hands twitching rhythmically. 
Black hair, suit, tie, matching pants, gold watch. Probably stole it.
As I stood, bringing my knees off the ground, there was an inch-deep indent in the dewy earth, the fabric of my jeans muddy from where it met the floor.
Knee print on ground, muddy jean, same place, in front of the restaurant. He goes missing. They find the hiding spot. Find the man with the mud-muddy knee. Me. Me. Me. They’ll know!  The voices in my head screamed at each other. They can’t know! But they will! No they won’t, yes they will!
I brought my foot firmly into the ground, smushing it until it looked like a million footprints in one. A satchel hung at my side. I shoved my hand in, grabbing wipes in the third pocket to the left. 
I pulled a wipe out and ran it along the bottom of my boot, taking off most of the mud. I forced myself to stop wiping, even if mud was still coming off.
It’s been raining. A little mud is normal. No mud is strange, a little mud is good. NO ONE KNOWS AND NO ONE WILL KNOW!  One voice told me. AGH, SHUT UP!  Another said
The happy couple turned off the block down a side alley, Mitchell Hastings holding hands with Maylin, stroking his thumb across her hand.
I came out from behind the trees, brushing off my shirt, skulking off after them. She shouldn’t be here. It’d be easier if she wasn’t. But how can I get her to leave? Collateral damage. She had to have suspected what we did that night, she could have done something she could have told me-him that it was a joke.
Entering the alley, I stuck to the corners, my boots sloshing in puddles. I was close to them now.
I pushed Maylin out of the way. She shrieked as she fell into a pile of garbage bags off to the side. Mitch, his face contorted as he saw me, terror creeping into his features. “Jay?” he asked.
I stopped mid-step. 
“Jay, are you okay? It’s been a long time…” Mitch stepped back, reaching into his pocket, his phone flashing to life, his finger hovering over a button. His pupils dilated, looking at me and then back to the screen, pressing it to his ear.
No, no, no! This is our conversation! I slapped it out of his hand.
“June third, seven years ago, six thirty p.m., the old mining quarry,” I bit out. He must remember. He has to. He could never forget. If I can’t, he can’t n-no-no one CAN! We lied, the jump we said we all made—lies, lies, lies!
He winced. “Jay, they said you got better.” 
He does remember. Good, he can be punished justly.
“This is what Walt would have wanted. Justice for his death.”
“All you wanted was to be liked. Like every other high-school kid. It wasn’t my fault you took me seriously. It wasn’t my fault you thought it was deep enough!”
“It was your fault you didn’t tell him!”
Mitch eyed him. “Why do you keep saying he!” He looked around, but they were in a dead end. “You jumped Jay! Not anyone else.”
I looked away. Wrong, wrong, wrong. We didn’t do enough. He lost his life because of us! Me! Me? Him! His fault, my fault—his—
“It wasn't our  fault. You need help, Jay. It’s been too long.”
I tried to breathe, but oxygen wouldn’t obey me.
I tore my eyes away from the floor, looking at the half-crumbled wall next to me, the lamplight blinding me. There it was—was it a man? A woman? Some creature, a puppet of mutation?
Imagine your worst nightmare: not a clown, not an unnaturally large spider, not even a snake making its way up your neck, nor death itself. It was the shadow in your room—the one you woke up to staring at you, and when you shone a light, the figure would disappear. The one that made you ask your mom to tuck the blankets in just a little tighter. The one you saw anytime you were scared and closed your eyes briefly, just for a second, when you let paranoia take over.
It was always there—under your bed, deep in the frozen lake, when you opened your eyes, when you closed them, in the corner, on the ceiling, in the closet. Fear itself. Darkness. Myself, my shadow.
“Sixty-eight times ninety-five equals six thousand four hundred sixty, I muttered.
My eyes danced over the spot I had pushed Maylin… she was gone. “Where is she?” I said to myself. “Where is she!” I was screaming now, the veins in my neck pulsating, pressure building behind my eyes… Panic.
“It’s only been us here, Jay,” Mitch said.
I looked closer at the spot I could’ve sworn I had shoved someone. There were no bags pressed down by weight, and when I blinked, there were no bags at all. I ran over. Nothing? Where is she? She was right here!
“What did you do?” I pushed my face up into his. He stepped back more.
“I didn’t do anything. No one was with me.”
I could see my reflection in his eyes—my disheveled face and hair, my eyes opened wide like a wild animal. I didn’t care. “People deserve to know what happened!”
Mitch sighed the breath leaving his lungs unevenly, his hands clenched at his sides “They know all they need to.”

He didn’t know what was louder — his screams or the blaring sirens that grew closer with each sharp breath he took. Someone was standing over him now, his face contorted with fear and disbelief.
“Why did you jump?”
He coughed up water. It caught in his throat like he was drowning a second time.
“You said—” he spluttered, “if I did, I could be… friends.”
“No—no, it was just a dumb prank, Jay! I didn’t think you’d jump!”
Mitch heard the screeching of tires first and ran, leaving the disheveled figure of Jay Walker lying on his back, half his body still in the water.
The sirens became a rhythmic melody until he closed his eyes.
Sirens.
Sirens.

Sirens wailed. They were right behind me. I wanted to run, but I couldn't. Mitch had to pay.
“We don’t need to ruin people’s lives more by adding on to an already buried story.”
Hands grabbed me. I writhed against them. “It was never buried, no one forgot!”
They dragged me away, shoving me down into the vehicle. Mitch looked at me sadly through the window. “Maybe they didn’t forget completely, but they let go. Let go, Jay… let go.”

“Heart rate spiking!”
My eyes opened. I was strapped to a bed, a nurse standing over me with auburn hair.
“Maylin Keene?” I asked.
“You’re awake!” she exclaimed, then began to laugh. “No, I’ve told you this before, Mr. Walker. My name is Kaja.” Yellow blouse, brown skirt…
A man walked in. The girl named Kaja smiled at him. “You remember Doctor Mitchell Hastings?”
A middle-aged Mitch Hastings put up a hand. “It’s fine, Miss Keene. We don’t want to rush his treatment.”
“Treatment?” I finally said.
They looked at each other sadly. Then Dr. Hastings said, “Mr. Walker, you’ve been at Edgecliff Psych Ward for twenty years.” 
I struggled more. No, that wasn't true. He's lying to me again. It's not true! “ Seventy-five times six thousand eight hundred fifty-seven equa—” 
“Miss Keene, give me a moment alone with the patient, please?”
“Of course Doc!” The nurse exited the room, closing the door behind her.
Dr. Hastings strided over to the side of Jay’s bed, a smile twitching at his lips. "Remember, don't tell anyone.”
      


