One thousand and sixty-four times

By: Amélie Bournival

He has thrown this punch thousand of times before, less than an inch under my right eye, a
perfect amount of force to cause a wave of stinging pain that flows through my face. | fall to the
ground feeling my body melting into the gravel. Motionless on my back, | feel the pain from my
face move slowly through my body. Each breath | take is cold and piercing in my chest. My tears
trickle down my cheek and slip off the side of my face. My arms and legs feel like they are
weighted to the ground. | lie there, staring up at this never-ending band of deep blue. | feel each
heartbeat in my chest pound against my ribs as if it was trying to escape. My thoughts race around
my mind like race cars, each one’s engine loud and booming. After what felt like a year, | start to
become more aware of my surroundings, voices around me start to become clearer. | hear the boy
talking to his friend as they chuckle along with him. | take five deep breaths. 1, | breathe in filling
my lungs with the cold air and exhale. 2, another deep breath thinking about what | am going to do
once | get up. 3, | feel my body start to loosen and start to move. 4, my body is in a sitting position,
my evyes look at the boy and his friends. Then 5, as | take my final breath, | stand up and look the
boy straight in his eyes then turn around and walk away. | knew there wasn’t much | could do, so |
continue to walk and all I can hear, is the boy’s devilish laugh through the cacophony of his friends’
guffaws. One thousand and sixty-four. That is how many times | have been punched by that boy.
One thousand and sixty-four times, | have gone home with this purple stain on my face. One
thousand and sixty-four times, | have melted into that gravel while feeling my body fill with pain.
One thousand and sixty-four times, | have had to count to five before | have walked away from the
boy and his devilish laugh.



