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I won’t back down – Tom Petty

“You can stand me up at the gates of hell,” The radio hummed one of Tom Petty’s greatest hits. “But I won’t back down.”

“Johnny, go home.” Marsha blurted and opened her bedroom door widely.

“I didn’t, Marsha. I swear. Would you just listen to me for a second?” Johnny retreated. If he could touch her without upsetting her, he knew he wouldn’t have to leave. He ever so lightly touched her shoulder. 

“No.” 

Ring. Ring. 

Johnny noticed Marsha’s eyes moving back and forth as if she expected the phone to ring. Johnny’s heart sank. Who could it be? Who could it be?!

“I knew you weren’t going to be faithful. I knew it!” Marsha scowled Johnny, “Johnny leave. I want you to leave now!” 

“Honey! Phone!” Marsha’s mom screamed at the top of her lungs from the basement. “It’s Greg!”

“Oh my God,” Johnny muttered with disgust. Johnny hated Greg. Greg had made fun of him yesterday in class with Marsha there. 

“Johnny, leave.” Marsha sniffed and took a step back from the door.

“So, What? Are you dating Greg now? You called me here to break up with me and now your going out with him?” Johnny sniffed. “We’ve been going out for our whole sophomore year, Marsha!” 

“Johnny,” Marsha pleaded. “Greg’s my friend. Unlike YOUR on-the-side girlfriend!”

“Marsha! Come get the phone! I am trying to exercise down here… God.” 

“She’s not my girlfriend,” Johnny pleaded. “She was a friend from a camping trip last summer. I didn’t touch her then, and I didn’t touch her when we went out for dinner last night. I swear.”

“Johnny, hold on. Let me go get the phone so my mom will shut up.” 

Johnny nodded.

Marsha galloped down the stairs. Johnny slowly moved over closer to the door so he could hear her. 

“Yep. Yep. Yeah, I got that too. I didn’t understand number four though.” Johnny could hear Marsha starting to walk up the stairs. “What? You didn’t understand the question either!? Ha. What a coincidence.” She stopped. “Yes. Yes.” She giggled. “I’d like that. Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow, Greg.”

 Marsha walked back up the stairs again. 

“I’d like that.” Johnny said in a mocking tone. 

“What?” Marsha asked as she dropped the phone. Clank. “Oops.”

“Nothing.” Johnny shook his head back and forth in hesitation. 

“Listen, Johnny. I think we both understand what’s going on here. You messed up. That’s all there is to it.”

“Marsha! It’s ten! Johnny needs to go home now!” Marsha’s mom always went to bed at ten on the dot. 

“That’s what I’m trying to tell you,” Johnny interrupted in an attempt to recover their relationship. “I didn’t do anything. I don’t know what your friends told you. I didn’t do anything, I swear.” 

“Johnny, leave. It’s over.” 

“Just like that? But I didn’t do anything!” Johnny’s heart sank again. 

Marsha’s mom walked up the first few stairs and commanded, “Johnny! You need to go home!” 

Marsha stood by the door, again. “Go.”

Marsha’s mom walked up the next couple of stairs. “Johnny?” 

A tear swelled in Johnny’s eye and rolled on to his check. He wiped it in order to save his dignity, but it was too late for that.

“Marsha.” Johnny cried. “I didn’t.” 

Marsha looked Johnny in his eyes. “It’s over.”

“Johnny, go,” Marsha’s mom commanded.

The words echoed for a second in Johnny’s head and he replied, “No.”

“What!?” Marsha said startled. 

“What do you mean, no?” Marsha’s mom asked. 

“I am sick and tired of this. You.” Johnny pointed at Marsha’s mom. “Go down stairs, I need five more minutes with your daughter.” 

“Okay, Johnny. God, take it easy.” Marsha’s mom mumbled and walked out of the room. 

Johnny stuck his finger at Marsha like a prophet in Biblical times, “Marsha. You are a sick person. Is that what you are? Are you a human being? What the Hell are you?” 

Marsha began to cry, tears streaking down her cheeks. 

“Stop. Stop it!” Johnny commanded. “I cared for you. I loved you. I even took your shit when you tried to break up with me, right here, so you could go out with Greg. I know that you know there was nothing between me and my on-the-side girlfriend. You were using her to dump me. You bitch.”

Marsha cried, “I’m sorry, Johnny. I didn’t mean it. Greg’s my friend, really.” 

Johnny looked at Marsha with fire in his eyes. “Not this time Marsha. We may have gone out our whole sophmore year, but it stops here. Go to Greg. See if he’ll take you. But I’m going to tell him all about you. You and your little games. You’re sick Marsha. You’re truly sick.”

Johnny turned his back and began to start for home, whistling, “You can stand me up at the gates of Hell, but I won’t back down.”

