Endless Torment chapter 3
By Enfys Trigger

As the day of the trip arrived, all us beloved students get onto the bus; it is uncomfortable to say the least. The chairs are dusty and have the same carpet patten that you would find at that old 80’s diner across the shopping centre, and the smell of bleach is enough to make Mr Smith’s eyes water. Not to mention that the little walkway though the seats had someone like Kirsty struggling to squeeze through, and she might as well be a stick insect. I dread to even attempt trying to get further into the back, thankfully that choice was made for me, as Brad aggressively shoves me down the front set of seats, before turning to Mr Smith: “Got to keep an eye on the murderous psycho Mr Smith, never know, she might end up trying to hurt someone.”
Mr Smith just sighs before replying, his tone sounding just as fed up as he looks: “thank you Brad, now move it along.” I sit upright in the seat and shuffle to the window. The birch trees are all nicely lined up along the roadside, the leaves turning that beautiful shade of orange. I’m jealous; all they have to do is stay still and be allowed to just exist within every moment and live, while people like me, bored out of their minds, admire them just being left alone to thrive.
I’m quickly snapped out of my thoughts by the outburst of laughter that fills the bus as Tim, who is the complete opposite of Kirsty, big plump middle that can only just be held in the t shirt he is wearing and large round legs and arms. As he tries to wedge his way through the narrow isle, his cheeks flushed and red clearly embarrassed by just how much attention he’s getting from everyone; bunch of assholes. I quickly stand up and address Tim. “Hey why don’t you take my seat and I’ll find somewhere else to sit.” 
Tim’s face goes into shock before turning into one of pure fear. “N-n-no - nope, no thank you.” He seemed to try and get through the gap faster as if even being this close to me would inevitably mean his gruesome death. He finally manages to get through with an audible pop, which causes the bus to erupt in laughter once again. Tim shuffles awkwardly into the second row behind the teacher, his stomach pressed up into the back of Mr Smith’s seat. That’s when Mr Smith stands up and clears his throat, trying to silence the chatter of gossiping teens. “SHUT UP!” Mr Smith shouts, his voice booming across the bus.
The bus then becomes eerily silent. All the students know not to mess with Mr Smith, let’s just say he has an old-fashioned approach when it comes to handling kids. To be honest I’m sure the school already knows what he’s doing and they either don’t care or see it as fair in regard to the hell class, also known as the ‘troubled’ class by the teachers who pretend to act sickeningly sweet, those teaches are the ones you really have to watch out for. Mr Smith continues: “Today I don’t want to have to deal with whatever stupid stunts you kids might even try. Stay put and know your place, and I swear to God if any of you try to touch a single piece that is on display at the museum, I will personally tell your parents that the reason you got beat up so bad is because of your own stupidity.”
Most people would try and call his bluff if they were an outsider looking in, not us. I witnessed it myself: poor Sam, he had a concussion and a broken arm after a week of being here, thought it’d be funny to switch Mr Smith’s coffee to decaf. His parents had him switch schools after that - must be nice having an escape from this giant dumpster fire. Mr Smith sits back down and nods to the driver. The door slowly slides into place, the engine roars to life and the bus shakes. I start to wonder what it must be like to be a soldier at war, surrounded at all sides, a traitor next to you ready to turn his weapon on you the moment you might mess up his plans. Would my heart race just like this, would the fear feel the same, would the same hopeless feeling of imprisonment be there? My thoughts keep racing and racing like a star shower of questions and possibilities. The pounding is so fast and I can’t tell if the buzzing I’m hearing is from my heart, the engine, or if the same ringing in my ears from this morning has decided to make a reappearance. The urge to bring my hands up to my head and grab hold of something, anything, is almost impossible to ignore.

Just breathe Bea, just breathe. The journey doesn’t last long, but the overwhelming silence that rings heavy in the air is suffocatingly awkward. I think it’s ingrained into our code now. If you are told to be quiet, you’ll be quiet. If you are asked to speak, you speak. I’m surprised that people have even managed to make friends in this class, it feels like the only time you can express yourself is when teachers are not around… or maybe it’s just me, I am the odd one that started all this I guess, though I really didn’t do anything. I mean I kind of understand it, I guess believing something is better than nothing, even if It’s wrong. I wonder what my life would have been like if Willow was still here, probably be less like me, which is weird. I could never see that version of me, I wonder if people would care more, laugh more, be louder if she was around. Sad I’ll never find out.
“BEATRICE GET UP AND OFF THE BUS!” I jump up and quickly grab my things and cradle it all close to my chest. “Sorry Mr Smith.”
I gaze up and see Mr Smith looming over me, his eyes as sharp as knives, that sends a shiver up my spine and the strong smell of pine wood and musk that he always seems to be bathing in assaulting my nostrils. As soon as the apology left my lips a smug look of satisfaction came over his face, as he smirked and allowed me to duck under his arm and out of the bus.
Kirsty struts up to me and whispers in a harsh tone: “Thanks a lot freak, that’s strike two, we’ll be punished for sure with you around. Knowing you, you probably like seeing us suffer, you murderous bitch, you should’ve been locked up from the moment you were born and save everyone else the trouble of having to be around you.” 

“Line up into pairs of two and let’s move along!” Everyone rushes forward leaving me in the back with Brad, all making comments about me as they go, except Tim. It’s nothing I hadn’t already heard; after ten years you’d think they’d find something new to say. As we start to move up the path, lined with fallen leaves, there is the powerful smell of fresh paint coming from the new fence the museum staff are replacing. Apparently, someone thought they could make history and drunkenly drove their motorbike through the grass from the steps, hoping they would be able to jump the entire field. Brad stops us until the line is a good 5 feet in front, before pushing me to the ground and running off to catch up, probably in order to get rid of me, in case I potentially step out of line again.
I try to gather myself and attempt to get up, but the world around me begins to blur. Ok Bea, you’ve been through this before, just push through it and it’ll be ok, just another thing to bring up to your therapist, don’t know how that has bothered me so much. Just as I get my footing the ringing in my head becomes painful and so loud, why is it so loud? I grab my arms and feel my nails dig deep into my skin; it’s only then do I begin to panic - why isn’t this working? This usually keeps me grounded, but it feels like I’m just floating further and further away, like a helium balloon that a child has just carelessly abandoned, flying further and further away from the world. The pavement beneath me seemed to fuse together, the cracks smoothing out until it looks as though the cold grey substance could swallow my being whole. Then suddenly it stops.
Did I manage to ground myself and snap out of it all? The ringing in my ears seems to have disappeared. Did I just have some sort of weird daydream? No, the blood running down my arms and the skin under my nails are enough evidence for me to know that whatever just happened did actually happen, but everything is so quiet and the path seems a lot more shaded than it was just a moment ago. Even the smell of fresh paint seems to have evaporated, I only smell flowers. How strange. 
Shoot! Mr Smith, the class. Oh no - I’m in so much trouble. I lift my head, but to my surprise nobody is there, no students or even an angry Mr Smith. Did they go on ahead and not realise? But everything looks so different. What just happened? Suddenly a sweet voice comes from behind me. “You alright dearie? Have a bit of a stumble?” I look up to see an old lady with a cane looking directly at me.  
“Yes, thank you. I should probably get going.” I swiftly gather myself and rush off, not letting her get the chance to fully recognise me or for her to remember what people say I did. Looking around everything seems off, the kind of off where you think everything is shifted ever so slightly, not enough to draw attention to it, but just feels wrong. How long was I out of it, to me it felt like seconds; but the fence and grass is fixed up and that defiantly couldn’t have taken a few moments to fix. There’s even flowers blooming which shouldn’t be the case if it was currently autumn. Is this a prank, where the hell am I! this isn’t funny!
School. I should head back to school. I might get into trouble, but not as much as I would be if the teachers had to admit they lost track of me. Who knows what kind of conspiracy theories they’d make up then; But I don’t know my way back from here, which means I have to try and figure it out on my own, I pat down my pockets in search of my phone, only to find nothing except for a pen and some bundled up tissues. That can’t be right, I look for it again, panic and dread settling in my stomach. Nothing, maybe in my bag, also nothing, except for my note book and old polaroid camera I like to carry around and my hoodie.
 That means I have to ask someone for directions. Shit! That could be the worst possible thing, what if they lead me towards some warehouse or a creepy spot in the woods, what if they lead me to a crime scene and I get arrested! No, I have to stay calm, they want me to react and freak out about these things; just stay nice and calm. 
That lady did seem nice, I guess it will probably be the best option I doubt she will have any violent connections or know of any crimes happening, so at most I’d only have to deal with getting directed in the wrong direction. Here goes nothing. I turn around take a deep breath before approaching the old lady again.
“Um, actually, sorry to disturb you, but I think I’m lost. I’ve been trying to find Jenkins high school, for troubled children. My uh friend’s mom works there and I promised to meet up with her today.” God I’m such a liar, but if she knew that I go there she’d probably turn me away and call the police to escort me back.
The old lady looked at me with gentle and caring eyes, it’s been so long since anyone looked at me like that, it’s weird and makes me feel more uncomfortable than when Mr Smith glares at me. Then she laughs, laughs? I don’t get it, why is she laughing. “Oh, those teachers, sure, kids can be a handful, but they’re not that bad. Honey Jenkins high is in no way a school for troubled kids, probably why you’re so lost, you looking for the wrong thing. I’m actually getting the bus there to surprise my grand-daughter at the pre-school next door. Care to join me.”
She sounds so sweet and genuine, kind of reminds me of my grandmother. My Grangran, she died when I was seven exactly a year after the incident. My mom and dad were not happy about that, I think it took them six months to stop them from addressing me as  the curse. They still call me it from time to time, but I also get called other things now, their creativity couldn’t stop at just one insult. Grangran always made me feel loved after the incident, she’d constantly protect me from strangers, teachers, classmates, my parents. It was difficult when she left, I don’t think I’ve ever cried as hard as I did that day.
Maybe this is why I just nodded my head and followed the old lady to wards the bus stop on the corner, three minuets later the bus arrives, bus number forty-six, I thought this bus stopped running five years ago. Weird maybe someone just lied to me and it’s just become less frequent, due to nobody using it, mainly to avoid the school. I know that they implemented the fifty-two after the incident, it goes down the back streets, around the nearby houses, then turns back to the main street around the corner of the school. People will do anything to avoid the place; like going anywhere near it will cause you to be infected by the students ‘bad attitude’ whatever that means. 
Sitting down on the bus the old lady introduces herself, turns out her name is Margaret, just like Grangran, and her grand-daughter was six years old, how sweet. We talk back and forth for a while, talking about our families, it seems as though she is very blessed and lucky with the family she has, all of them sound, very kind and seem to enjoy spending time with each other. She keeps apologizing for the fact that my parents, aren’t the best and the fact I lost my gran so early on in life. I keep telling her she doesn’t need to apologise for the fact that people aren’t always nice, and that life can just be unfair sometimes that my family wasn’t always like this.
She just says that she’s apologising on behalf of the world that, someone has to be treated the way I am, and proceeded to list off some of the things she has noticed about my character whilst we have been talking. Needless to say, I was as bright as a tomato when we finally left the bus, I don’t think I’ll ever be used to compliments and it seems like she knew this, giving me a small smirk of amusement, nothing like Mr Smiths smirks this smirk, made me feel special, it was friendly, playful and kind. What an amazing woman, I would love if my Grangran was around still, I think they would have been best friends.
Getting off the bus. I notice that, the school is nothing like it was when I left. The trees are bright, covered in lots of leaves which are green. The sign of the school was colourful as if it just had that new layer of paint it had been so desperately needing. There wasn’t a giant barbwire fence and there was nobody guarding the entrance of the gates either, instead there were nice brick walls and two sliding gates that met each other in the middle.  Keeping people out or keeping them in?  I’m not sure the whole thing is confusing. 
“Here we are dear, now that we are where we’re meant to be, I believe It’s time to say farewell.” Margret’s voice breaking the silence that had come over our conversation. Before pulling out a pink hoodie out of her bag, it had little sweet charms on it and was a magnificent light pink colour. 
Then it hit me in one giant wave of realisation, the bus I was just on did terminate years ago, it should be autumn, but it’s spring and the hoodie she is holding, is the same as what my gran gave me on the day of the incident. It’s a one of a kind, she had it commissioned for my birthday, which was a few weeks before the incident and she surprised me with it at school.  It was a big hoodie, and at the time she said I’d grow into it when I was old enough. And I did I usually never take it off now, except for when I’m at school, where it remains in the bottom of my bag. It’s gotten damage over the years, but nothing that I couldn’t fix.
Margret, this Marget Infront of me, is my Margret, my Grangran. I’m in the past, but how? This stuff doesn’t just happen. I should go. Try and find a solution to get back. Or maybe,  just maybe I could stay here instead with Grangran and never worry about what people will say or try to do to me ever again. Wait if today is that day, maybe I could change it, I wouldn’t have a shitty life but an average life, with loving parents, friends, maybe even Grangran! 
But wouldn’t that cause a major deviation in time. I mean that’s what happens in every story, you go back and nothing is like it was before, sometimes it’s even worse! Ok so what do I do, I mean I can’t just let things turn out as they do, I mean what would be the point of having a chance to change the events, if I don’t try to do the right thing, I mean there must be a purpose as to why I’m here and—
“You ok there Hun, you seemed to of space out there.” Margret’s voice called out to me again.
“Who me, I’m fine, totally fine, good as can be, Hehe.”  God why am I acting so weird, I just had a conversation with her not even a few moments ago, I know it was before I knew who she actually was, but still, pull yourself together Bea. 
“Now don’t be so nervous, I’m sure you’ll have nothing to worry about, I know kids can be mean sometimes, but the quicker you’re in the quicker you’re out. Just breath.” Gosh how did Grangran always know exactly what to say.
“Right just breath, got it. Thank you for all your help.” Don’t cry, don’t cry, don’t cry. You’ve got this Bea
“You don’t have to thank me, I should thank you for keeping an old woman like me company, now I should go see my little bumblebee, I love calling my grand-daughter that, her name is Beatrice, but I love calling her my little bee.” Little bee, I haven’t heard anyone call me that since Grangran died. I forgot how much I missed it. I reach over and hug Margret tight.
“Thank you so much” I whispered to her before walking down to the gate of the high school, while she looks surprised by the sudden hug, she just smiles and waves as she walks down the path to the preschool.
This is my chance. I’m going to save her, no matter what. I rush towards the preschool. Just as I got close to the gate though, a searing pain shoots to my head, and I hear the sound of something rolling and hitting the brick wall, did someone just throw a rock at me? I try and take a step forward, but my vision starts to blur and my ears start to ring. No, no, no, no, not again, I haven’t changed anything yet, I didn’t save her! I fall to the ground and my all I see is darkness.
Only to open my eyes to smooth grey pavement. No, no, no, please take me back I need to go back, I need to save her. Ow my head that stings. “You alright dearie? Have a bit of a stumble?”
I look up, Grangran, what’s going on, what happened, how did I get back here, does this mean I still have a chance to save her. Grangran holds her hand out to help me. I slowly take her hand and gets me to my feet, before dusting me off.
“There we are, all better.” Grangran said softly, I quickly thank her and was about to walk away, back towards the bus stop. Margret asks “you heading to the bus stop, wouldn’t be getting the forty-six, would you? Care to accompany an old lady?”
“I would love to” I reply quietly and we slowly head towards the bus stop.



