
 i layed face down on the couch, i rested my face on one of the pillows 
and waited. after a while an annoying odor came from the corner of the left cush-
ion that smelled like liquor. the couch was soft and comfortable. it was black and 
patched up with several band titles. the arm-rest had a piece of cloth that read the 
ramones, and the one next to it read Black Sab- bath. The stuffing that was 
sticking out of the small ripped opening was tickling my arm. the 
whole couch was sorounded by safety- pins that held bits of 
fabric together and loose thread unraveled from every-
where. The white yarn on the fabric looked like 
animated stitches.  The machine 
started to buzz, i could hear the 
adjustments being made. mo-
ments later i felt a thin 
piece of paper set on 
my back, it was pressed and 
pulled off. i turned and 
thought it looked like a master-
piece already. He asked me if that was 
fine, i nodded with a smile of mischivios 
satisfaction. his tattoos told a creative story. 
There were so many, they all crowded up together 
looking like a shirt. The word in the center of his chest 
was written in english writing that read �rebel�. Each letter 
was delicately curved and crafted with significant details. The tribul on 
his left arm wrapped around his elbow to his chest. The barbed wire tat-
tooed on his right arm was the best one of all. it started on his shoulder and 
wrapped around his whole arm. The spikes buried his skin and blood drained down from 
the slit open flesh. the red gave a vibrant tone that made it seem real. The wire 
was shaped and shaded perfectly it made the spikes look sharp and painful. the needle 
started to pierce my skin, i took a breath and buried my face on the pilllow. i was 
suprised it didn�t hurt, It felt like a feather was being run across my skin. I relaxed 
and thought about how ironic this was, the daughter of two very conservative and 
prude parents conceived a noncomformist, rebellious, and uncivilized offspring. the 
clock set 5:45pm it had already been two hours. the needle started to feel deeper and 
bigger. It felt like this would last forever. The patch that was pinned to the couch 
started to bother me. The safety-pins stabbed my right thigh making it impossible 
to stay still. The pressure on the back of my neck made me perspire. 
 He was finally finished. He applicated some antibiotic ointment and smoothed it 
evenly over the drawing. I felt relief i thought it was finally over but at the same 
time thought about my next choice. He placed a paper towel over it and adjusted it 
so it wouldn�t move around. standing up was a challenge, my joints were locked and 
stiff. He started to explain the cares and precautions for the next two weeks. i 
thought to myself that was a lot of responsibility, i already had enough trouble 
remembering to feed my cat. I left with a big smile. I realized how breaking this one 
rule i had automaticly violated every rule my mom had ever made. I thought rules 
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