Rachel Bent

The Argument

Mitch paced across the room, back and forth, back and forth. Occasionally he stopped and peered out of the small grimy window, where the sun was streaming in and people were bustling around seven stories below. He had pronounced bags under his eyes and his skin looked a sickly yellow color in the morning glow. Layla was sitting across the room on the torn green plaid couch. She had her knees to her chest and was slowly rocking back and forth. 


“Mitch?” Layla barely whispered, her bloodshot eyes looking up at him. “What are we going to do?”


“What do you mean, what are we going to do?” he answered gruffly turning to face her. “We do nothing.”


“But…”


“I said we do nothing,” Mitch said again. He turned to Layla who had now stood up and was walking toward him, a sort of desperation in her eyes. 


“But people are going to find out!” she croaked. 


“Not if we pretend that nothing happened. We just need to wait till this whole mess blows over,” he said. He then proceeded to pick nervously at a scab on his left arm, refusing to look again into her brown eyes that were wide with fear. She could tell he was thinking, thinking about what had happened. 
It had started out a typical Saturday night at the Blue Moon Pub.  They were having a shots, laughing, when Avery had entered. Even through the dim light and cigarette smoke, her flaming red hair and sharp features were easily recognizable. She spotted them eyeing her and glided swiftly over to their table. It had been nearly four years since last they had seen her.

Layla continued pressing her point, tears filling up in her eyes, “But Mitch, people are going to realize she is missing…and then…and then they’ll come straight to us.”  


“No they won’t,” Mitch replied. “Not unless you give them a reason to. Come on, you always freak yourself out for nothing. Remember last summer? Remember how we stole those forks from that restaurant that you used to work at? You were so scared; I thought you were going to have a panic attack,” he laughed slightly his mind drifting back to this old memory, “But nothing ever happened. No one even noticed…all that stress for nothing. It was no big deal.”


“This is different!”  She said, the tears sliding down her cheeks “This time the police are gonna be involved, and there is so much evidence…I mean, we were the only ones with her! I know people saw us, I know!”



“Shut up, Layla,” he snapped. “You need to just stay calm.”

“Mitch you don’t get it, we are going to jail! Honestly, we deserve it. We deserve to rot in hell for-“

“Layla. Shut. Up!” Mitch shouted. He glared down at her, his dark eyebrows furrowed from the combination of stress and anger. 


“I can’t help it. Do you even realize what we did? How can you not feel horrible?”


“It wasn’t our fault,” he said. “ It was a mistake, its not like we meant to-“


“It doesn’t matter,” Layla interrupted. “It still happened…oh God…. oh God…I still can’t believe…I feel sick” she said, breaking uncontrollably into tears again and running toward the bathroom. Mitch could hear her the sounds of her vomiting in his bathroom.  His mind drifted back to the events of the previous evening.


Two and a half hours and five rounds later, the three finally left the bar. It was Mitch’s idea to then take out the boat. They walked down to the pier, the glassy lake sparkling under the stars. Mitch untied it from the dock and pushed them out into the darkness. After a couple of minutes, Mitch stopped the motor and let the boat drift freely. They sat in silence for a while listening to the gentle lapsing of waves along the sides of the boat as it slowly rocked to and fro. It wasn’t long before Layla brought up some of the beers from the hull. They were drinking and talking when Avery suddenly got a mischievous sparkle in her eye. She stood up and dashed to the front of the boat where she climbed up onto the tip and stood, spreading her long arms to an outstretched position.

“I’m flying!” she said the wind blowing her hair wildly. Her pale skin glowed in the darkness, as she stood perched, looking out into the water. Mitch leaned over and whispered something into Layla’s ear. She smiled and nodded at him.  

The sound of dry heaving from the bathroom brought Mitch’s thoughts back to the present.

“God damnit,” he said, banging on the bathroom door, “pull yourself together.”


Layla swung open the door her eyes meeting his. They stood in silence before she finally said, “We have to tell.”


“Are you out of your fucking mind!?” Mitch shouted. “Are you insane? That is the last thing we do. That’s the last thing I will let you do.”


“We have no other choice,” she said.

Mitch grabbed his hair in frustration, his lips tightening into a thin line.


“Don’t do this,” he said. “Don’t talk like this”


“I have to,” she said. Her eyes were now vacant and her face as blank as a white canvas. She shoved her way by him and headed back to the windowsill.  Mitch’s face twisted with anger as he saw her reach for the phone.


“Stop,” he commanded. “Stop, stop, stop!” But it was too late. Layla had the phone in her hand and was quickly punching in the numbers. Mitch lunged.

The previous night, Mitch and Layla had lunged together from where they were sitting to the front of the boat. When they reached Avery, they shoved her back hard. She let out an ear-piercing screech as she fell from her perch into the icy water. Mitch and Layla laughed, peering over the edge of the boat, watching the ripples from where she had landed. The current was quickly causing them to drift away. Mitch turned the boat around so they could pick up the screaming and cursing Avery. Mitch was still laughing as he maneuvered the boat over to where Layla was pointing in the water. The boat was steered toward the sound of Avery’s voice but neither Mitch nor Layla could spot her bobbing in the waves. They both peered out into the darkness. Layla began to panic. The boat circled around and around as the two craned their necks over the edge searching desperately for the face of their friend, who was screaming to them. Suddenly her shouting stopped. Layla and Mitch froze looking hopelessly out into the vast expanse of darkness. 

“Give me the God damn phone!” he said grabbing desperately at it.


“Get your fucking hands off of me!” she shrieked trying to twist out of his grasp. 


“Give it to me!” he said again shoving her hard into the wall. 


“Get off of me!”

He pulled at a chunk of her long brown hair, yanking her head backwards. Layla yelped again, jamming her bony elbow into his stomach. He gasped, loosening his grip on her head. She seized the opportunity to run. Mitch pounced. They both came crashing down. Mitch landed with a thud, and looked up with enough time to see Layla’s head smack into the windowsill. There was a loud cracking noise as her small body fell in a heap to the floor, the phone sliding from her hand across the floor. 


Mitch ran over to her. Crimson blood flowed from her forehead, seeping steadily into the grey carpet. Her eyes stared blankly back at him. Mitch froze, petrified. Thoughts were flying through his mind; stop the bleeding, call an ambulance, check for a pulse. His knees buckled beneath him, and he came crashing down next to Layla’s limp body. He ran a shaking finger down the side of her cheek.

 He was reminded of the first time he met her. It was a hot summer evening. He was walking home from work when he saw her. She was standing outside a 7-Eleven, a burly man leaning over her. The man was yelling at her, waving his arms wildly in the air. Mitch barely even registered the spectacle until he saw the man slap her. She recoiled, clutching her cheek in pain. The man then wheeled around and quickly slunk back into one of the alleys. Despite his intuition, Mitch approached her. 

He remembered the first time he realized he loved her. It was a typically Monday morning. He was driving her to work when he crashed. He should have been paying more attention, should have realized sooner the car in front had stopped, but he slammed on the brakes a second too late and they went colliding into the Chevy in front of them. Smoke spewed from the hood of the car. After the shock of the impact, he immediately looked to Layla in the seat next to him. 

She was staring at him, wide eyed. 

“Mitch,” she said, “You’re bleeding.” 

Never in his life had he heard so much worry contained in one little voice. She was shaking, but didn’t even seem to notice. She just kept saying, “We need to get you to the hospital, we need to get you to a doctor.”

He wiped off the trickle of blood coming form above his eyebrow and looked Layla directly in the face. He could see genuine worry in her eyes. For the first time in his life, he could see that someone truly cared about him. It was at that moment that he realized he loved her, and that she loved him back.

He also remembered the screaming and the fights. He remembered Layla threatening to leave him. He remembered her harsh words, “You make me a worse person!”  He remembered begging her to take those words back, and her refusal. She was tired of his games. She wanted something more, something he couldn’t give her. He remembered all the times he too had wanted to end it. He was sick of her whining, the way she always was nagging him to change his ways, to be someone he was not.

Mitch pulled his hand away from Layla’s cheek. Despite the panic that was still bubbling within him he realized what he had to do. It was the only way he could erase all of his mistakes. He stood up and ran. 

