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The Unrealized Mistake

“After all that we’ve been through, I can’t believe it’s true,” The radio hummed Peter Cetera’s voice. 

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

“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. 

“No.” 

Ring. Ring. Johnny noticed Marsha look at the phone as if she was expecting it. 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 at Johnny, “Johnny leave. I want you to leave now!” 

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

“Oh my God,” Johnny muttered with disgust.

“Johnny, leave.” Marsha sniffed and backed off from the door.

“So, you planned to break up with me and are already going out with Greg!?” Johnny raised his voice to upset Marsha again. “We’ve been going out for our whole senior year!” 

“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. He could hear what she was saying. 

“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. Johnny intentionally coughed. “Yes. Yes.” She giggled. “I’d like that. Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow, Greg.”

 Marsha walked back up the stairs again. 

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

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

“Nothing.” Johnny opened his eyes wide trying to convince Marsha he was sensitive. 

“Listen, Johnny. I think we both understand what’s going on here,” Johnny noticed Marsha starting in with the kill. “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. 

“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.” 

“But I didn’t do anything! Please. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” 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.

“Marsha.” Johnny paused. “I didn’t.” 

Marsha looked Johnny in the eye. “It’s over.”

“Johnny, go,” Marsha’s mom dominated. 

The words echoed for a second in Johnny’s head. “I’ll find my way out.”

Johnny walked past Marsha and her mom through the hallway to the door. Johnny paused for Marsha to call him back. Nope. He headed out the door for his home. 

“What just happened?” Johnny mumbled to himself, “I didn’t do anything.”

Johnny walked down the right side of the road and kicked a stone. Kick. The stone rolled a few yards. He walked up to the stone. Kick. Again, the stone rolled a few yards. 

Beep! Beep! Johnny turned around to look who was honking at him. The car seemed to be swaying back and forth in the road. The headlights were turning left, then right, left, then right.  

“Yeehaw! Yeah!” Johnny noticed the driver had his head out the window. 

Johnny looked back down at the stone. Kick. The stone rolled up on the edge of the road. 

Johnny noticed the driver was driving awful fast and the headlights were turning right, then left, then right. 

Johnny stepped on the edge of the right side of the road. Kick. 

The car was getting close. It wasn’t slowing down! The car was heading right at him!

The last thing Johnny saw were the beaming headlights blinding him. 

