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Article 6

Survivor
by Elizabeth Tuttle
I am a victim. From the moment I began private school and for the
rest of my life. I wonder what if I could do it allover again. I could not
have known that this would happen. I had to see the world for myself, not
what others told me. And this realization brought me to where I am now,
prosperous, alone.
I wasn't always this way. I used to go to St. Mary's Catholic School.
I was a perfect student, raised my hand, washed the chalkboard, always had
my homework done on time. Actually, I was a teacher's pet, a brown noser.
Everyday I'd dress up in my uniform, green, blue, yellow plaid pleated skirt
with a white stiff collar blouse, and try to learn everything. I wanted to
prepare myself for the future, for things I thought were important to know.
I enjoyed art. I liked to paint anything in a Cubist style, especially
portraits. People are so complex, obscure, that to express a person truly
would be difficult. I always painted people who I wish I could be. One
would have Bette Davis's eyes, a smile like Doris Day, or maybe the fire-red
hair of Maureen O'Hara. The pieces never fit to form a whole new me. Art
came easily to me, but I was told that I couldn't make it in the real world
being an artist. I wanted to make it, to be important, special. So I studied
tediously with books about Thermal Physics, Calculus, English. I found
pleasure in book knowledge, I could tell you anything you wanted to know
about anything. "Be like Anne," the teachers would say, "she has a gift."
All of my friends despised me. They hated that I received all of the attention.
While they played Barbie, I played with a Chemistry lab. The teachers
always told me that if I listened to them and studied hard, I would be
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successful, but they never gave me what I needed most.
After I graduated, I was forced into the real world.
No more
protection or security, thrown into a world of cutthroat scavengers.
I tried the nine to five thing. I worked my way from a mail clerk to
an executive's secretary. I never understood then why I moved up so fast.
It was big bucks. It also meant that I was important like I wanted. It was an
offer I couldn't refuse.
I came in early every morning just like I did for school. Always wore
a woman's business suit, dress coat with a knee-length skirt. I dressed for
success. "Good morning, sunshine!" he would say. It wasn't the words that
hurt, but the gestures. He would check me over with his eyes then smile a
sly grin. I felt like he could see my naked body no matter how much I tried
to cover up. "Just fine," I would say softly, excuse myself, and go to my
desk. My boss always asked me to stay late. He would order take-out, said
we couldn't work on an empty stomach. He would always brush up against
me. He liked to squeeze through when I was between the desk and file
cabinet. He would touch my thigh, rub up and down with his hand. He
breathed heavier, faster. I would walk away. He would then pinch me on
the butt. "This is just between us," he would say and wink. I never raised
my voice, I never told.
Other days he'd comment on how I looked. I never questioned him.
I figured he knew what he was doing. I was right. A snake can always see
better in the dark of his lair than his prey.
When I finally smartened up, I went to the top, the head boss. I
walked into his office and told everything, the touching, the comments he
made, all through tears of frustration. He walked over to me and pulled me
close to him for a hug. I fell into the warmth of his arms, starting to feel
relaxed, safe. He stroked my hair just like a mother would do to her child.
"How about I take you to this Chinese restaurant so we can talk at a
more comfortable place," he said. Still wrapped up into his arms, I nodded
my head. "They have great take-out that we can take over to your place, just
in case talking takes all night," he said, sympathetically. Slowly his hands
moved down my back to my waist. I froze. I broke free from his arms and
started slowly walking backwards toward the door. I couldn't believe that this
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was happening. He wasn't supposed to do this. He was my boss, my
instructor, the one I had to listen to.
"What kind of man are you?" I screamed half choked-up. "I don't
need to take this from anyone, not even you! Did you really have good
intentions of helping me or were you doing this just so you could get me
while I was weak? You are all alike, not one decent bone in your body!"
And with that I began to run out the door.
"Did you really think that John hired you for your intelligence?" he
said, calling after me. I grabbed everything I had and left, never to return.
I'm doing well. I won't let myself starve. I own a flat overwhelmed
with paintings, paintings of people I wish I could be, someone better than me.
I sell them for outlandish prices to powerful businessmen. They all come to
my gallery expecting just to look, but always leave with a painting in hand.
I come up next to them and they ask me how I do such great work. I put my
arm through theirs and say, "They are very stimulating aren't they? I start
off slow, holding my brush just right as if I was caressing it to find the right
stroke I need to use to inspire me. Then, I begin to passionately glide the
brush across the surface, up, down, around. When I finish, feel a great
sensation of joy and rest for a while since it always wears me out. So did
you want to buy this one?" I say while pulling myself even closer so he can
feel the warmth of my body.
It has never failed yet. Most all say as they walk out the door that I
have a "gift," that I'm the next Picasso.

20

