
Moron: Chapter 4

1
When Moron entered the room for his Creative Writing seminar, he instantly recognized the girl
sitting at the desk in the back right corner. Trying not to trip, he walked over and sat down next
to her. Her midnight hair was in a high tight knot on the top of her head and she sat with her
hands folded, prim and proper, mocking no one in particular.

“Hey, I remember you,” said Moron.
“Oh, yeah?! From where?” she said too loudly breaking her school girl character.
“Last year, sitting by the basketball courts.”
“You’re telling me you saw me sitting on the fucking grass a year ago and you still

remember it?”
“Well, I guess when you put it like that…” said Moron.
“Is this going to be a problem? You sitting here I mean. I don’t need you getting your

drool all over me.”
Moron was unsure whether to laugh or move or blow his brains out. Their first

assignment was to write about a personal experience and Moron chose to write about seeing
her for the first time. When they got their papers back, she turned to Moron, her eyes squinted
like a cartoon detective.

“You didn’t happen to write about me did you?”
“What? No. Of course not,” said Moron.
“Oh my God! You did. Let me see that.”
“No, I, okay, but…”
“Give me the paper or I’m calling the police.”
Moron handed over the paper and she made a show of putting it into a plastic folder and

carefully putting it in her bag as if it were evidence. Moron didn’t sleep that night. He had never
been more embarrassed in his entire life. Okay, maybe when he told the student working at the
clinic that he was there for AIDS. But this was a close second. Why did he give her the paper?
He could have just lied. Well, he tried to lie, didn’t he? He just wasn’t very good at that or
anything else.

There was a letter waiting on his desk when he arrived at class the next day. “FOR THE
ATTENTION OF MORON ONLY. ALL OTHERS WILL BE PROSECUTED”. He glanced over at
her before he opened the envelope and she sat statue still, head forward. Inside the envelope
was his paper with a sticky note stuck to it that read:

This was incredibly LAME!
(but I kind of liked it)

Next time ask for my phone number you FREAK!
-CECILIA

“So, can I have your phone number?”
“Don’t ruin the moment, Moron. If you behave, we’ll see,” said Cecilia.
After class she said she needed to go to the post office and asked him if he wanted to

come. When they got to her car, a discolored hatchback that looked like someone had taken a
hammer to, he noticed a strange bumper sticker on the back of her car.

“Is that a Pittsburgh Pirates sticker?”



“Yeah, so what? I like Pirates. It was on the car when I got it.”
“But they’re a baseball team. Did you buy it from someone in Pennsylvania?”
“Oh, shut up. Just get in the car,” she said.
Moron walked over to the passenger side door and tried to open it but couldn’t.
Cecilia started giggling. “I forgot that it doesn't work. I have to open it from the inside.”
“So, you’ve got a car with a Pittsburgh Pirates decal and a broken door?”
“Yeah, and what do you drive? A fucking tricycle I bet,” she said before she burst out

laughing. He didn’t tell her then, but he didn’t have his driver’s license. This made things worse
when she found out a few hours later. She continued to ridicule him for that and other things, but
seemed to enjoy his company. Over the next few weeks she was always asking him to join her
on uncommon errands. Chameleon shopping at the pet store, buying a power drill from
someone on Craigslist, or giving a ride to various senior citizens in town. All old people seemed
to know her and everytime Moron considered this he’d laugh harder. Why were these things on
her to-do list? Why was she the way she was? He didn’t know and didn’t care.

She hated movies, the only TV shows she watched were on the Bravo network, and the
only music she seemed to be aware of was the NSYNC Christmas album that she kept in her
glovebox year round. He tried to show her how to use the internet to convert any song she
found on YouTube to an mp3 for her iTunes and she didn’t pay him any notice. When he
checked her iTunes the only songs in there were from the NSYNC Christmas album.

On one of their many trips to the aforementioned pet store he told her that he once met
TV personality and animal conservationist Jeff Corwin. Apparently he had already told her that
anecdote on a previous visit and so this was her immediate response:

“Okay, so you met Jeff Corwin. Big deal. Stop acting like you met the fucking president
or something.”

It was the hardest Moron laughed in his entire life. He knew he was in deep shit. Totally
in love. Did she feel the same way about him? When he asked if they were boyfriend and
girlfriend she told him not to be a geek. When he asked if they should make it Facebook official,
she deleted her seldom used account in protest. Everything she did was funny, but it also made
him question his sanity.

2
Cecilia insisted on teaching Moron how to drive. The fact that she herself was the world’s

worst driver was irrelevant.They’d go to a big parking lot after class and she’d watch him scoot
around. Sometimes she’d yell at him and other times she didn’t seem to be present at all. One
time she fell asleep. Sometimes he’d yell at her. These weren’t serious arguments, they were
playful more than anything, and could have been avoided all together if Moron had just got his
license at sixteen like everyone else. He told himself he avoided lessons out of apathy but once
he was behind the wheel he realized he had been subconsciously putting them off because of
an underlying terror. Humans weren’t meant to have something so big and so full of metal move
so quickly. Anytime he’d reach over 10mph he’d brace for impact. She made him get his
learner’s permit and take the road test.

The lady that was to conduct the examination looked familiar but Moron couldn’t
understand why.

“I think I know her,” Moron whispered to Cecilia. She came along because they required



a licensed driver to accompany you and bring a car you could take the test in.
“You think you know the woman giving you the test? What the fuck are you talking

about?”
“Stop. Don’t make me laugh. I’m sure I’ve met her before.”
“Moron, are you telling me you had sex with the DMV lady?”
“No, but, that’s it! That’s it! This is the woman my roommate, my first roommate, the one

that died, brought home to our dorm!”
“There’s no way.”
The woman then came out of the back and walked around the desk, still flipping through

forms on her chart. “Okay, kiddos. Let’s get this over with.”
After the exam they parked back outside the DMV building and the woman asked Cecilia

if she could give them a moment while they went over the results. When she exited, the DMV
woman addressed Moron sternly.

“You know you blew through a red light and failed to signal during your three-point turn?”
“Yes. I’m sorry about that.”
“Hmmm. What are we going to do about your test? It was one of the worst ones I’ve ever

seen. Are you just doing this because that girl is making you?”
“Yes.”
“Yeah, you really shouldn’t be behind the wheel. Make me a promise, will you? Don’t

ever drive unless you absolutely have to.”
“You’re passing me?”
“Yeah. Who am I to judge?”
“Honestly, thank you so much. Are you doing me a favor because of Will?”
“Who the heck is Will?”
“We were roommates last year. You came over to the room. He fell out of Chief

Thunder’s Red Hawk Drop?”
“Hunny, I have no idea what you’re talking about. Quit while you’re ahead.”
When he explained what happened to Cecilia, she was happy that he passed the test

but even happier that he wrongfully accused a grown woman of fucking his exploded roommate.
Moron never gave up believing that it was actually her.

3
It wasn’t all fun and games. One night when they were out at a party a shady guy came up to
speak with Cecilia. He had a rabbit’s foot of a mustache and body that looked like melted ice
cream in a plastic bag. Moron was able to put two and two together and realize they had some
type of history. When the degenerate left, he asked her who it was. She told him just a friend.
Moron proceeded to mope around long enough for her to continue the conversation a few
minutes later.

“Is there something you want to say, Moron?”
“No. I guess I was just wondering if…”
“You want to know if I fucked him? Is that it? Why are you being so weird? Just ask me if

you want to ask me.”
“Yeah, then, did you?”



“Grow up. Of course I did. I’ve fucked this whole university. How about that? How about
you? Which sea urchins here have you fucked, huh?” She stormed off away from the party and
he wasn’t sure what to do. Five-minutes later he still didn’t have a plan of action, so he just
started walking in the direction that she went. A mix of Déjà vu and nausea swirled through his
intestines, his face plastic with confusion as he wandered. In some ways he knew even less
about her than that first day he saw her.

Later that night he stood in her doorway apologizing, lacking assurance that it was even
the right thing to do. She told him that she didn’t want to talk to him but that he could call her
tomorrow. When he got back to his room, he started to explain the argument to Hank and
Corrina, but then decided it was all too stupid to articulate. He and Cecilia were fine the next
day.

4
Cecilia and Corrina got along like two peas in a fucking pod. Hank had his reservations about
her. To be fair to Cecilia, Hank only liked two people in the world which meant there was a 1 in
3,420,000,000 that he’d let his guard down around you. Plus, Hank and the others who
sometimes gave disapproving glances didn’t get to see the side of her that Moron saw. They
didn’t get to see how playful she could be. The two of them would lay in bed and she’d use
anything she could find as a prop for a bit, including Moron’s uniquely sharp hip bones. She’d
say you could slice meat or cheese off of them and then do a parody of a guy at a deli saying “I
got a pound of pastrami right ‘ere” and continue to mime, cutting the pieces on Moron’s hip. All
the outside world focused on was their arguments.

They got into some bad ones. One Saturday night Cecilia slapped Moron in public and
the next morning he couldn’t remember why.They made up as they usually did, in denial that
they were becoming a constant downer on everyone’s evenings. In denial that their relationship
was virulent. Just as things were approaching their nadir, Moron’s mother came up to visit. He
asked Cecilia if she’d like to meet his mom and Cecilia said she would. Moron had been so
prepared for the alternative response that he didn’t know what to say when she accepted the
invitation.

“Don’t make it weird.”
The two of them went on a couples date with Moron’s mother and Rodge. It was the only

time he ever saw Cecilia unsure of herself. She must have been in some state of hysteria while
she was getting dressed, because she showed up to the restaurant in a brown blazer with a
yellow blouse underneath it, unmistakably the outfit of a saleswoman for honey. When he
whispered to her and asked if that’s what she was going for, she spit out her water. Moron’s
mother and Rodge were on their way to the table and so she had to hurry to try and clean it up.
Cecilia wasn’t whoever they were expecting. They were probably expecting someone closer to
Corrina, someone who could move interchangeably between different personality types with
ease. Cecilia’s wheelhouse consisted of girls her own age, outcasts, hermits, meandering
octogenarians, lizards, post office employees, and pirates. Cecilia’s wheelhouse didn’t include
parents or step-parents. She sat at the table as quiet as Hank Howard.

“Excuse me, miss. You look like a gal that might know where I can get my hands on
some honey,” said Moron to Cecilia on the drive back to the dorms.

“Stop,” said Cecilia.



“Come on. It’s funny.”
“They didn’t like me.”
“Yes they did. They like everyone. Did you see the size of the belt clip Roger had for his

cell? You could fit a rotary phone in there,” said Moron.
“I’m sorry,” said Cecilia, pulling over. “Can you get out and walk the rest of the way?”
“What? That’s crazy. I’m not doing that,” said Moron.
“Listen, I'm not trying to be a bitch. Please, can you get out of the car? It’s only a ten

minute walk from here,” said Cecilia.
Moron shook his head and stepped out onto the sidewalk and she was gone before he

turned to look. He played the events of the day over in his head and was sure that he couldn’t
have done anything better. At this point he’d usually be drowning in inexperience, but for once
he felt he had a pretty firm grip on the situation. This was it. They were breaking up. Can you
break up if you never said you were boyfriend and girlfriend? Fine. They were “ending things”.
What bothered him most is his mother would blame herself if he let her know the news straight
away. He’d just lie to her. It wasn’t like it would be the first time. Everything was settled in his
head. He’d be in a fake relationship with Cecilia until the end of the summer and then let his
mom know it was all over.

Except it wasn’t over. Moron tried calling Cecilia three times that day and sent ten text
messages. She didn’t respond to any of them so he just got under his covers and watched his
It’s Always in Sunny in Philadelphia DVD sets. The next day she called him to join her on a trip
to a pawn shop.  She said the guys that work at those types of places give women more money
if there’s a man with them- something to do with them not wanting to get accused by the
boyfriend of bidding too low. Out of all the guys to bring for muscle Moron wasn’t the best pick,
but she ended up getting fifty dollars for a necklace. The pawn shop man surprised them. Not so
much by his actions but by his appearance. They were expecting some meaty slob with his
sleeves rolled up and crumbs of food embedded in the hair on his arms. Instead they got a
gentleman that looked exactly like Abraham Lincoln. And so, he became one of the many
characters in the world of their inside jokes, another thing to reference in the secret lexicon they
were creating. Just like Moron’s hips were meat slicers, Cecilia was a honey saleswoman, and
the lady at the DMV fucked his dead roommate, they’d now consistently mention Abrascam
Lincoln. Moron didn’t feel like they were on firm enough ground to ask where the necklace came
from or why she was selling it. They didn’t talk of jewelry or of lunches with parents. They just
kept creating fake backstories for Dishonest Abe. Cecilia then took Moron to the movie theater
to see Hot Tub TIme Machine (which he assumed was her way of apologizing).

5
Where was school in all of this? It was wonderful. Moron read some books that changed his
entire perspective on the possibilities of the English language and others so bad he felt he could
write better ones (even at age twenty with a shaky grasp of grammar). Each page was
encouraging in its own way, especially considering he had never read a single book assigned to
him in high school. Instead he opted to use sparknotes.com and any other summaries he could
find on the internet. The joke was on him -it turned out that literature was a pleasure he’d been
denying himself for far too long.

Moron’s professors took a shine to him as well. What he lacked in fundamentals he



made up for in creativity. No one had previously seen anything of the sort in him. In junior high
art class, when he was given a ball of clay and the possibility to build whatever he liked, he
made a boulder. College freed from something within him, a cage unlocked never to be closed,
an animal so hungry that it couldn’t be leashed.

There was a slight problem, though. Sometimes when he’d check his notes at the end of
the day he’d find troubling doodles in his notebook. They were in his hand writing but he didn’t
remember writing them. They all said “LEAVE”. Whether it was his subconscious or a message
in a bottle from a future version of himself, he didn’t know, but did it matter? Some part of him
was explaining what he needed to do. Yet, it wasn’t that easy. What both the world at large and
the covert agent in his own head didn’t understand was that things could work between him and
Cecilia. When they were alone, everything was perfect. It was other people that seemed to set
her off. If only they could win the lottery and live in a mansion and avoid the general public. They
would live happily ever after.

“I’m going to get a 5-Hour Energy, do you want one?”
“Moron, I guess we should just say we’re boyfriend and girlfriend, right? Isn’t it easier

that way?”
“Yes. Definitely,” said Moron.


