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It was early in the morning, and classes were going to begin in a few minutes.  The students were congregating in small groups, chatting before their first class.  The air was cold yet it was surprising bright out.  Two people leaned on a wall away from the other students, quietly talking about something, one of them obviously upset.

“I’m gonna kill the bastard.”


“Harold, he didn’t do anything to you.  He didn’t do anything to anyone.”


“She’s always with him though.  Everything’s about him.  He’s all she writes about in her online journal.  Ronnie, Ronnie, Ronnie.  Stupid fag.”


“Look, but that’s another thing.  He’s gay.  There’s obviously nothing between the two of them.  They’re just friends,” Paul said, checking his watch.  “Come on, it’s time for class.”


Harold pushed away from the wall, slamming his fist against it.  “But Paul… I love Haley so much.”


The two friends went to class.  Paul tried to pay attention as best he could, but it was difficult.  Harold mumbled incoherently throughout the class about Haley.  They had broken up a month previous, and Harold was no where near over her.  He’d always talk about violence, but Paul knew that he would never actually do anyone harm.  Suddenly, Harold’s head jerked up.


“What?  What’re we doing,” Harold asked.  Paul just looked at him.  “I wasn’t sleeping.”


“How much sleep did you get last night,” asked Paul.


“I dunno.  Two hours maybe.”


“What were you doing then?”


“Reading Haley’s online journal.”


“I checked it last night.  She hadn’t written an entry in a while.”


“Not a public one.”


“Um… Harold…?”


“She told me her password once.  And I guess she forgot that I had it.”

“So what’d she write?”


“Something about a guy.  And a place or something.  And she said that she was feeling screwed about something else.  But I don’t know what she was talking about.”


“Uh huh…”


“Right.  So should I be worried?”


“You’re crazy Harold.  Get your mind off of her.  Let’s go to Daniel’s tonight.”


The rest of the day went smoothly for Paul, but he knew that Harold was probably depressed and worried, running different scenarios of his failed relationship through his head.  Despite their different states of mind, both were looking forward to going to Daniel’s house after school.  Harold drove the two of them to Daniel’s.  Paul was expecting a depressed conversation from Harold, but the ride was surprisingly quiet.  After a few minutes, the silence was broken by the sound of a meowing cat – Harold’s ringtone.

“Yeah man, we’re on our way… Haley?  Yeah, we’re fine… We’re friends now… Yeah, we get along… No I didn’t get lost… No!  We didn’t accidentally drive to LAX.  We just passed the mall; we’ll be there in a few minutes… Alright, see ya.”


“Was that Daniel,” asked Paul.


“Yeah.  He just wanted to know if we were on our way still,” Harold replied.


“What was that stuff about Haley?”


“He just wanted to know how we were now.  I said that we’re just friends and we’re fine.”

“That’s not exactly true though.”


“What do you mean?  Sure it is.”


“You’re crazy.”  Paul turned his head to the right, looking out the window just to avoid looking at Harold.  The rest of the ride was silent.

They parked in front of the house and walked up.  The door was unlocked so they entered, finding Daniel’s brother in the living room.


“What’s up, Mike,” Harold said.


“Hey guys.  Daniel’ll be back in a couple minutes.”


“Okay, cool,” said Paul.


Harold and Paul joined Mike on the couch.  He had been watching some strange cartoon obviously aimed at mature audiences that Mike found hysterical but Paul found confusing.  It seemed to be about a shake, a box of fries, and a meatball, all of whom fought crime.  When the door started to open, Mike looked over, and Paul and Harold got up.

“Hey man…” Harold trailed off as he saw Haley follow Daniel into the house.


“Hi guys,” Haley said cheerfully.


“Hey Haley,” Paul said.


“I figured she could hang out with us tonight,” said Daniel.  “You guys want to see a movie or something?”


Paul glanced over at Harold, giving him a minute to reply if he felt so inclined.  After a moment, Paul responded himself.  “Sure, that’s cool.”


“Cool.”  Daniel nodded in approval.


“I’m gonna kill someone,” Harold whispered to Paul.  “What the hell’s goin’ on?”


“You told him you two were fine.  They’re friends too.  What’s the big deal,” Paul whispered back.  “Let’s get going then,” he said to the entire group.


“Okay, I’ll drive.  Let’s go,” said Daniel.


They walked into the garage, and Daniel got into the driver’s seat, and Haley sat shotgun with Harold behind her.  Paul sat behind Daniel.  The ride was relatively pleasant for Paul.  The four of them discussed school, music, movies, and other unimportant topics.  Harold was obviously uncomfortable, and some of the things he said were slightly incoherent.  That was normal for him when Haley was around.

“Look how slow that car is going.  It’s like the driver’s sleeping or something,” joked Daniel, looking over at Haley and chuckling.


“What the heck,” mumbled Harold.


“Yeah, that was a crappy joke,” said Paul.


“Lighten up guys,” said Haley.


The four went in to see a romantic comedy.  Paul wished Harold would stop talking during the movie though.


“He has a girlfriend, and he’s happy.  Why can’t we be happy,” asked Harold quietly to Paul.  Paul ignored him.  There was some whispering between Daniel and Haley.  Then, they leaned towards each other.  Harold jumped up.


“What the hell was that?  Did you two just kiss?”  Harold had attempted to keep quiet, but most of the people around them looked over.  Paul glanced back and forth between them but said nothing.

“Ummm…”  Haley stumbled over her words.  Daniel put his hand on her shoulder, and Haley shot him a nervous smile.


“We’re dating now Harold.  Sorry we didn’t say anything to you guys.  We didn’t know how you’d take it,” said Daniel.  Harold stormed out of the theater.


“You guys stay here,” said Paul as he followed Harold into the lobby.  “Look man…”

“How could she do this to me?!  How could he do this to me?!”  His eyes began to swell.

“I’m really sorry Harold.”


“Let’s just go home.”


“Aren’t you mad at Daniel?”


“I don’t know.  I guess so.  Haley… just doesn’t want to be with me, does she?”


“Sorry… I guess not.”


“Let’s go.” 
