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Not Really Like ‘The Exorcist’
By Ashleigh O'Briant

M y father sat m e d ow n  on his knee one  

(Jav when 1 w as a kid and to ld  m e that 1 cou ld  be 

anything 1 wanted to be w h e n  I grew  up, This  

was the b iggest l ie  h e  ev er  to ld  m e, I kn ow  

this is a lie b ecau se  I d ied  w h en  I w a s  tw enty  
years old. I w as n ever  anyth ing  but an aw kw ard  

teenaaer and a y o u n g  adult for  barely a w eek .
That is certainly not w hat I used  to dream  about 

as a child w h ile  ly in g  propped up on  m y elbcnvs 

on mv pink canopy  bed, c o m p le te  w ith unicorns  

and faeries, I thought I w ou ld  at least have that 
wedding 1 had been  dream ing  about s in c e  1 w as  

old enough to run around w ith  a p il lo w  ca se  on  
my head la y in g ,  “I do! I d o !” I refuse to '‘m o v e  

on to the next w orld ,” as th ey  say  becau se  1 ain  

jusi too damn p issed  o f f  about b e in g  dead. 1 
mean who gets k il led  by a 6  inch  p iec e  o f  hail 
while taking out the garbage? O h, ju st m e, yeah I 

thought so. I m ean, d id  it have  to c o m e  out o f  the 
sky ŝ o damn fast that crappy February m orning?  

Wimt are the ch an ces  that it w o u ld  hit m e  in the 

head hard enough to K ILL m e?  O h. and not to 
mention the fact that it d o e s n ’t u sua lly  hail in 

Febniary. l  ias an yon e  other than m e  actually  

died in this manner',’ N o . 1 b et th ey  h a v en ’t but I 
guess those w ere the cards diat I w a s  dealt. So . in 

the meantime, I hang around m y  o ld  h om e tow n  

to kill time and to w reak so m e  h a v o c  w h en ever  
possible, 1 mean, hell, 1 d o  have all o f  eternity, 
you know. I think it w ould  be m ore bearable for 

my family i f  they cou ld  ju st see  m e o n e  m ore time  

or maybe it w'ould be ju st m ore bearable for me.
iVow that 1 am dead 1 have  a habit o f  p laying  

jokes on m y fam ily, e sp ec ia lly  m y father. W hen  

he comes hom e from  w ork at night, 1 lake his car 

keys and hide them  in a different spot w hen  he 

isn't looking. T his co m p le te ly  flabbergasts him  

and drives him  insane, l i e  k n o w s  it ’s m e. I did 

the same thing w ith  his k eys  w hen  I w as a little 

girl with long p igtails and a gap-toothed  grin. H e  

talks to me som etim es. I th ink it m akes him feel 

better, som ething has to b ecau se  m o m  isn ’t'a help 

10 herself, much le ss  to an yon e  e lse .
My dad a lw ays sa y s  to m e. “D ani, I swear  

to God you ’re g o in g  to  g iv e  m e  a heart attack. 
You're you, even  w'hen y o u ’re go n e , baby.”

, , ,I try io  talk back  to h im , I think he heard 

me once. I had been w a lk in g  on the ro o f m aking  
clicking sounds becau se  I w a s  bored. H e y e lled  

upat.nie,
“ban i, you  w-anna k n o ck  that shit off?, 1 

mean seriously. I’m  w ork in g  on  a b u sin ess  

proposal dow n here. T h e  least you  cou ld  d o  is 

come on in and sit w ith  roe.”
I cam e in and sat d o w n  in the b ig  c o m fy  

black leather chair n ex i to  h im . 1 sw ore  he saw  
me that day. M aybe he did .and c a n ’t bring  

himself to adm it it. I k n o w  t m iss  h im  m ore than 

he could ever know. That's  w h y  I am  a lw ays  

around the hou se, p la y in g  w ith his k eys , change  

ing his T V channels , and talk ing to h im  e v en  if  

he can't hear m e.
1 guess I am  w hat y o u  w o u ld  call a

■ poltergeist. Yep, I said  it, PO L'rER G E lS'L  Just 

like in that m ovie  w ith the gu y  from  the T'V' 
shov/ Coach, and that little  girl w ith  the creepy  

white hair I d o n ’t hurt p e o p le  though. T hat’s 

totally not m y sty le , I do  th ings  that are m ore  

initating than harmful. I like  breaking d ishes  on  

my birthday, m aking the w ater run c o ld  during a 

pleasantly warm bath, h id in g  th ings w h en  they  

are needed, and ch an g in g  the T V  chann els  to m y  

old favorite show s. Hey, e v en  gh osts  need  their 

Seinfeld reruns. “N o  S ou p  for y o u !” 1 d o  these  

things to m y fam ily  in m y  o ld  h ou se  b ecau se  it 
makes me fee l like 1 am  still part o f  the fam ily, 
even though it drives m y  m other nuts. Sh e  has 

had the shingles three t im es in the last year! Sh e  

knows it’s m e d o in g  all the pranks though. She  

still talks to ine ev en  though I have  been  dead for  
over five years.

Out o f  all the p eo p le  I k n ew  w h en  1 w as  
alive, I think m y little sister, E m m a, m isses  m e  

the most. She w as on ly  sev e n  w hen  I w as killed  

and it had a devastating im p act on  her. She  

thought I w as the c o o le s t  girl a liv e  and I bitched  

at her constantly. H ey, d o n ’t g o  th inking that 
1 am a total bitch or anything, o ld er  sisters are 

suppo.sed to b itch at their little  sisters! I m ean, 
she would not k eep  her hands o f f  o f  m y  stuff 

and made it a poin t to em ulate  m e in every' w'ay 

possible, right d o w n  to  the w a y  she co m b e d  her 

hair Ella is m ore beautiful than I ev er  w'as w hen  

1 was alive. She has the sam e dark hair w ith  

perfect naturally, red h igh ligh ts, the sam e short 

stature com plete  w ith  an attitude that w ould  rival 
Napoleon i f  you  g o t  o n  m y  bad side , and unfor
tunately, she a lso  has ray f>enchant for  trouble. I 

guess som e th ings are g en e tic  after all.
Em m a is sitting up in her room  lis ten in g  to 

my Bob D ylan, Joan B a ez , T h e  B eatle s, and T he  

Doors records. W ell, at least I g a v e  her m y  im 
peccable taste in m u sic  and taught her e n ou gh  to 

know that vinyl has the best sound  in the w orld.
1 mean e ven  though 1 w as an e ig h tie s  ch ild , I 
know good m u sic  and th ese  records w'ere damn  

good. The crap that is o u t there n o w  is n ’t g o o d  

enough for m e to spit on , m u ch le ss  w ill in g ly  
listen to. E m m a has all o f  m y  o ld  records spread 

out in front o f  her and is  s in g in g  a lo n g  loud ly  to  

Dylan’s “B lo w in g  in the W ind .” T h is  w a s  my  

favorite song w h en  1 w as a live , e v e n  w h en  1 w as  

a child. 1 dam n sure d id n ’t listen  to  B arney or 
Ratfi. I rem em ber m v father teach ing  m e to sing

D ylan as he stium m ed along on his guitar with  
the exc item en t and happiness that on ly  a child  

can seem in g ly  p ossess. E m m a rem em bers this 
v agu e ly  and thinks about it now. She was only  a 
baby then.

E m m a changes  the song  to “Like a R olling  
S ton e ,” and sings to the top o f  her lungs, "Once  

upon you dressed  so  fine, you threw the bum s a 

d im e in your prime. D id n ’t you?” She is  think
in g  o f  m e again, w ish ing  I w as there to help her 

o v erco m e  her aw kw ard teenage years. 1 m ove  

ihe n eed le  on  the record player to m y favorite  

song, “SubteiTanean H om esick  B lu es .” This  
son g  a lw ays m ade m e dance when I w as alive  
and hey, even  ghosts can dance.

A s 1 was twirling around her room, she felt 

the wind from m y m ovem ents and watched as 

the feathers on her dream catcher m oved ever so  
slightly in the w indow. She spoke softly. “I know  

y o u ’re here, Dani, Thank you for w atching over  

m e,” T he next thing I knew she was looking at me  

as i f  I w ere there, right in front o f  her, in the flesh. 
She could see me! She could really see me!

“ Em m a, can you  see  m e? Can you  hear 
m e?” I asked,

■‘O f  course I can, I have been see in g  you  

s ince the day you  died. You fo l lo w  m e every 
w here, Y ou're a lw ays w earing your South Park 

pajam as, I thought 1 was freakin’ nuts at first, 
but I read som e book s about ghosts  and figured 

as lon g  as it w as you I w as all right. 1 like see ing  
you around here, but y ou  kn ow  you are scaring  

the bejesus out o f  m om  and dad. T hey  like  

k n ow in g  you  are around but w e w ould  all rather 

for you to be at peace and m o v e  on. You deserve  
that peace, D an i.”

■‘Well, I am still pissed o ff  about dying the w ay  

that I did. I just want to make sure you guys are all 
right. Plus I like hanging around here, it makes me 

feel like I am still a pan o f  you guys’ life.”
“D ani, you  w ill a lw ays be a part o f  this 

fam ily. N ot a day g o e s  by that w e  d o n ’t think o f  

you and som e prank you pulled. Our m em ories  
o f  you bring us laughter o n  a daily basis. It’s ok  

for you to let go . I m ean, isn ’t there som e w hite  
light to w alk  into so  you  can g o  hang out with 

Janis Joplin, Hendrix, M orrison, and all o f  those  

other dead m usicians that you so  adore? I bet 
you m ight ev en  run into Hunter S. T hom p son . I 
bet h e ’s go t som e w ild  stories. I kn ow  you want 

to be w ith us, but w e  w ill be fine, really. You 
should find som e peace. I bet they have your  

D ylan  records in the afterlife.”
Her words stunned m e and I started to 

feel like m aybe I had done the w rong thing by  

hanging on so tightly to the life  and fam ily  that I 
o n ce  had. E nm ia looked at m e with a light in her 
e y es  that said she really never w'ould forget me  

and that 1 w ould  a lw ays m ean the world to her. 
N othing m akes you see  the truth o f  a situation  
quite like family,

‘■Ok Em m a, I see  your point, I am sorry i f  

I caused  you  any extra grief. I ju st w anted  to be 

c lo se  to you  guys. It m ade it easier  for m e to be 
dead. I’m go in g  to g o  and try to find that great 
w hile  light. H opefu lly  som e D y lan  tune w ill  lead 

the w ay.”
E m m a cranked up the stereo as m y favorite  

son g  played like a tribute to m y life. Su ddenly  

m y father, w ok en  up by the m usic , cam e in and 

asked E m m a what the hell she w as d o in g  w ith  
m y records.

“E m m a, you kn ow  I ca n ’t bear to hear these

Meeting Time
By Desmond Sykes

Today is Laura’s graduation from co llege, li  
has been about five years since she had last seen  
m e at her high school graduation. A nd though 

w e ’v e  talked op  the.phone, I have done m y best to 

stay out o f  her and dad’s way. T he w ay  he has al
w ays showered her with gifts and love  had always  
angered and sickened m e, I guess one  could com e  

to believe that I w as perhaps jealous and childish  
for not ^eqogrtizing th a ta  little girl needs.more. Icjve 

than a little boy. I how ever  alw ays sm iled in the 
presence o f  m y dad as i f  nothing ever bothered me. 
I’d  gotten in town to stay with dad last night only  

to d iscover dad w a sn ’t here anymore. 1 was on m y  

. w ay  to Laura’s house driving s low ly  and the fime 

w as nine o ’c lock  in ihe morning. I greeted Laura’s 

eyes  as I exited m y car. T hough she’s now  an adult 
her face still show s signs o f  adolescence. From her 

g o o fy  and, uncontrollable laughter she beam ed o f  

excitem ent and sm iles. She is bouncing around the 

front door awaiting m y hug and conversation. I can 

barely catch what she is bellow ing out to me. Her 

velvety  v o ice  is being w hisked aw'ay because the 

w ind is how lin g  like a banshee. 1 slothfully cross 

the black asphalt to what seem s to be even  blacker 

grass. I realize that eveiyth ing seem s darker 

that day, from m y black coffee  to m y midnight 
com p lex ion  toast. I focus ray attention back to 

m y baby sister  B y  now  her graduation sm ile has 
dropped a little. Laura has to have noticed that with 

eveiy elderly step I took made her day grimmer  
and grimmer. N othing but g loom  I brought on  

this trip. 1 have not one present for the m issed  
birthdays and C hristmas’s that she and dad had 

shared w ithout m e. 1 ascended the red, chipped  

brick staircase as a toddlei', tw o feet upon each  

step. I w a s  delaying my entry and what w ould soon  
becom e the mo.st hated o f  all m y reunion trips back 

hom e. M y  vo ice  trembled out a hello. She replied 

with a m ore jellylike but interrogative, “W hat’s 

wrong?” I hugged her tightly and a tear fe ll from  
m y  ey es  upon her shoulder. O nce again she asked, 
“W'hat’s wrong?” That's when I told her that last 
night I found dad dead in his favorite reading chair 

hold ing a picture o f  Laiira and m e and a golden  

graduation ticket in his hand.
From the volcanic trembling o f  her pale 

bottom  lip, 1 could  tell m y words had dam aged  

the core o f  her soul. She fell to the cold, hard 
uncarpeted floor as if  weightless. A  limp, precious 

oriental rug she had becom e. Laura had always  
been m ore em otional than I. Laura had always been  

daddy’s little girl or his ‘cutie p ie ’ as he referred 
to her. Everything in life she did she did for him. 
M om  passed away after g iv in g  birth to Laura and 

dad turned all the'love he had for m om  into a love  

for Laura. Laura gave all the love m om  had and 
all the love  a daughter could have for a father and 

channelled it all to dad. 1 picked Laura up as her 

small frame w as still light enough for m e to pick  

up. 1 carried her to the couch w here 1 carefully  

laid cutie pie dow n so  1 could g o  to the kitchen 
for a g lass ot water and a rag. After retriev ing the 

items I swiftly made m y w ay back to the living  
room couch where Laura lay huddled in the fetal 
position. She asked, “W hy o f  all days this day, and 

w hy o f  all people m y dad'?” She cried so  violently  

that the tears that 1 had been able to m ostly hold  
back all day begin to flow. I told Laura that I had 

found him last night. I called the ambulance and 

they com e to get him.
■ She said, “W hy didn’t you c om e to get m e  

And sprinted o f f  to the bathroom where the door  

slam m ed shut.

so n g s  sin ce  D a n i’s accident.”
“Dad, she's here. Sh e’s standing over there in 

the corner crying, looking at you. Try to see  h er .'
D ad stood there for a m om en t, trying to get  

a grip on the situation at hand. H e breathed in 
s lo w ly  and op ened  h is  ey es .  H e see s  m e! H e  

actually sees  me! 1 sm ile  at h im  through iny 
tears and I let out a laugh that w ould  rival a child, 

“D ad, I 'm  so iry  i f  I’m upsetting you  right 
n ow  but dam n it 1 have been trying to get you  to 

see  m e for a long  tiine. I can ’t bring m y s e lf  to 
leave  you guys. 1 d o n ’t fee l like there’s anything  

out ihere for m e. like heaven or hell or w hatever  

e lse  there cou ld  be .’’
“D ani, 1 ca n ’t b e lie v e  this. T h is is the first 

tim e 1 have heard your v o ice  or seen  your face  in 

five years. N o w  that I s ee  you  I d o n ’i w'ant you  
to go . I can ’t let go  o f  m y anger over  lo s in g  you  

and i f  that m eans you  have to stay, then that's the 

w a y  it w ill  be."
I c o u ld n ’t b e lie v e  w h a i I had ju si  heard. He  

started sin g in g  a long  w ith  E m m a ’s record with  
tears in his ey es .  I think the sh ock  o f  see in g  

m e w as en ou gh  to g iv e  h im  that heart attack lie 

a lw ays talked about before I died. H e started 
to breathe heavily  and fe ll to h is  kn ees. Enuria 

rushed over  to h is  side.
“Dad! Are you  okay?! I'll go  call for he lp !” 

“G o, hurry, an ge l.”
B y  ihe lim e E m m a had left the room  my  

dad was standing next to m e, look in g  dow n at his 

body. H e looked happy for the first tim e s in ce  I 
w as killed. H e seem ed  more at peace now' than 
he ever  has been w hen  he was a live. I hugged  

him  for ihe first tim e in years. H e could  actually  
feel m y touch now. H e w as finally w here he 

wanted be all these  years: with m e.

I scanned the room blurry eyed  from the 
tears, looking at all the books and pictures diat 

hung from her rented townhouse. It w as now  nine 

twenty two. 1 told the door o f  the bathroom that 
though he was gon e  he w ould still want her to g ive  

the valedictorian speech for her class. She sobbed  
louder, and murmured out that dad prom ised to be 

there for this.
“H e promised that he w ould  alw ays be here  

as he has always been.”
She had believed  him because dad was 

alw ays there. He rented a small apartment in the 

sam e city just to be c lo se  to cutie pie. He was 
ihere at the um bilical c6rd cutting cerem ony to the 

training bra fiasco to the no good  boyfriend fights.
I repeated to that sam e door, that though not in 
flesh dad'with m om  w ould be right there loudly  

just as m om  did at m y graduation. She b ellow ed  

even louder I am a high School English teacher 
and 1 still couldn’t find the right words to comfort 

m y sister  Hallrnark d oesn’t have a card for this,
1 thought. Then I shifted the blam e o f  ignorance 
from m e to dad. It is his fault 1 thought, since the 

beginning he always gave  her extra cookies. .'Vny 

and every'thing she asked for the dead bastard had 
given  her  H ow  can 1 com pete with this now, he 

gaVe her everything and I can’t g ive  her comforting  
words. H e has m ined her. I now  have to find a way  

to becom e her security blanket; 1 first need to get 

her from this house to her graduation. M y Journey 

begins now. N o  longer can I be recluse from the 
world, I am now  and until m y death Laura’s go  to 

guy. 1 am  now  her big brother, father and m other  
.At that m om ent all was silent, too silent. I called 

Laura’s name.
“Laura”, I exclaimed. “Cutie Pie, Are you ok ay”
.1 quickly began to bang on the sam e door that 

I was talking to. I pounded it with m y shoulder  

repeatedly until I had broken though, .'Xnd there 

she sat on the white porcelain toilet with runtiing 
makeup. She looked up at m e and s low ly  arose. I 
m ummified m y hand with tissue and proceeded to 

w ipe her face.'l told her that everything w'as going  

to be okay. That I had com e dow n for a gradua
tion and that is what I wanted to go  see. She was  

adamant about not wanting to go  but she wanted  
to go  see dad. I told her that the hospital has him  

now and that w hen w e returned from the cerem ony  
w e can begin lo make plans for a m eeting with the 

appropriate people. But first let’s get you cleaned  

up, I said. You o w e  it to dad and a host o f  other 

students to be there and g ive  this speech.
Laura retorted to m e that to dad and herself 

she o w es, and right now  she wants to be with  

her father. She never uses our father as if  she 
knew  som ething I hadn't. I guess when you're an 

absentee brother o ne  could  feel as though they  

are the only child. I told her that 1 too loved  dad 
and w ill m iss him  but I knew  nothing short o f  her 

giving her graduation speech and W'alking across 

that stage w ould make h im  happier W'ith that she  
put her hands over her worried face and rocked 

dawdling back and forth.
She said, “Robert, w h y are you tiy ing to 

m ake this hard for m e, telling m e o f  obligations to 

other p eople  w hen m y father has ju st passed. “Fuck  

them people ,” .she exclaim ed.
S h e  told m e o f  h ow  I didn’t know  h ow  she  

felt because I had alw ays been an egotistical, self- 

centered jackass. 1 told her and h ow  could  I deny it 
that yes  I had been. A nd now  that I realize this I am  

trying to make a change. I wanted to b e there for 
her and help her through this trying fime.

“Fuck you,’’ she screamed has she headed 

back to the bedroom swiping a picture o f  dad on  

her way.
1 now  spent another twenty minutes o f  obv i

ous conversation with m y se lf  leaning in her door  
way. She lay still as a rock on her bed blatandy 
ignoring m e  as I tried to remain calm, I conversed  
for those tw'enty m inutes about how' she may feel 
belter after attending graduation. W hile  I talked she  
cuddled up next to the picture as i f  1 didn’t exist. 
After about another eight minutes m y calm fled. I 
stood there and w'ith tears in m y eyes  and I let it go.

“You know what, Laura, to hell with this. To 

hell with you, to hell with dad and to hell with your 

graduation.”
With m y tone she flipped over with lucid 

eyes. I confiniied to let all o f  m y bottled up thirty- 
one years o f  anger pour from my soul. I told her 

that 1 hurt in my heart as w ell and not because my  

dad is gone, it’s because o f  the w ay  I had always  
felt ejected from their lives,

“W hen I w as little I b elieved  it w as all in my  

head, but n ow  I .see that it is not,”
I said, “That i f  you  ai'e go ing  to continue to 

be a spoiled little shit then by all m eans do  so. But 
know  one thing you are tw enty-tw o yettfs old and 

life  is full o f  lei dow ns,”
I told her I was sorry that her first let dow n  

had to be one o f  this caliber but that’s life, 1 told  
her there are plenty m ore heartaches where this one  

cam e from and life o w e s  her twenty som e years o f  

pay back for her living such a blissful and carefree 
life, I w as crying w hile  saying this told her that I 
am not dad I d on ’t have the right w'ords to say. 1 
don’t have the m on ey and tim e to spend on her  

She yelled  back, “Y'bu act like dad never  

loved  you. Are you bitter?”
“Bitter, yes 1 am bitter!” I saw how dad has 

showered her with her first car and m oney and every
thing she has and hasn’t asked for and I was mad.

I w as mad at her attitude toward m e as 1 was  

trying to be her com forter
.And to her question o f  did Dad love m e I 

replied: "1 have thirty thousand dollars in school 
loans thai show  h o w  m uch he cared for m e.'’ O f  all 
the m on ey he had he not once  asked to help m e pay 

o f f  anything. I told Laura, “ I know  what you  are 
go in g  through must be hard but did you b elieve  he  

w ould live  forever?”
M aybe it w as gocxl that he was gon e  because  

she can grow  up and I could  m ove  on. I told her 
that 1 w as leaving, I w ould  be in tow n to finish 

the preparations for dad and 1 w ould  see  her at the 

service. I stom ped out o f  her house and m ade m y  
w ay to m y car  I started it up and sat and cried.

.After about four m inutes 1 drove o f f  and 

found m y se lf  at the front gate o f  the Lafayette  
University. I fo llow ed  the snaking cars around to 

the over  filling parking lot. I ex ited  m y car and 

entered into the administration building. I found  
the president’s o ff ice  and there I met President 

M cPherson, a balding and greying man in his mid 

sixties. I told him  w h o I w as and that he w ould  

have to excu se  m y sister due to the circum stances  

o f  our father’s death. I figured 1 could  at lea.st do  
this m uch for m y sister  T he president expressed  .  

his condolences  to m e and m y fam ily  and asked if  1 
w ould  m ind attending the cerem ony and accepting  

See"Meeting" on page 8


