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Causes and Outlets

by Allen Jay Deasy

Randy awoke on hia left side, balancing on the edge of

his bed He was just barely in contact with the edge of the enormous, stained in.

wet circle; the circle Randy loathed; the circle Randy created. The familiar sour,

almost musky, aroma of his urine penetrated his senses and shot down his hopes.

He was wet and cold, and his failure and consequent punishment depressed him.

Randy's failure was imminent, yet he had prayed for its delay. Through self

discipline - not drinking a drop of liquid after dinners - and concentration he

had gone three glorious nights without releasing. His effort occupied his

consciousness throughout most of his day. He must stop this childlike act, this

babies habit." "You act like a little baby." hia dad would cruelly lecture at the

dinner table.
, ,

... . .

Randy's sister would keep her head down, pitying Randy when their dad would

start his lecturing. Yet, when needed, she would pull it out and shoot Randy down

in an instant at any time he overstepped his bounds, challenging her in any way.

It was convenient to have as a weapon, working instantly to silence Randy,

making him easily dominated, instantly regressed. He was open defenseless and

vulnerable to all. Randy's problem was his weakness, his fear, his downfall,

his weakness, his fear, his downfall.
,

Randy knew his problem was not physical as his sister had said, mdignant y

defening him against his tormenting, ashamed father. He can t help it. Leave

him alone." she would boldly cry, before running to her room afraid of the

consequences of her insubordination. .

"Don’t you raise your voice at me," her dad yelled after her. P

he wants." He turned to confront the guilty. “You do it on purpose, don t you, to

shame me and your mother. To moke her slave over your sheets every day. to

shame her Sometimes I don't even think you're our son. Our son would never wet

his bed at seven years old. Now go to your room And look at me when 1 m talking

ttt Doi t you dare drink anything either." His riddle followed Randy down

the^hall, "and I'U be up later to make sure you go tonight. There U be a belting in

it
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W
er'stummoting practice to take Randy ^e washjm every

evening at nine o'clock to supervise a before bed unnation. Randy hated thur He

could never go. "Push." his father would cry, loud enough for the neighbors to

he

ptandy would cry and plead that he couldn't go. His father would stare down at

the^oilet basin and Randy's penis, while the cold water ran persuadmgiy on m toe

bathtub and the sink "Well stand here until morning if we have to. Now try

torture. His dad would flush the toilet and tum off the faucets

at Father's demand! and give a dissatisfied acceptance of his offering, which
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tter not go tonight." sufficed for goodnight, as alw«y»-
_
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^ewa^pIl^orthXito and security that would not be Mdb.ck.This

"aredo^l slnty would then rip into him in the morning, cutting his

-Zdfh
yel“='^:rntuP toe stairs. He crtnged ami wished to

looked beautiful bfthrfmorning with her pink robe on and no make up as Randy

oreferred Randy's eyes were terrified as hers met them. He could not withstand

P

h:: "rest,gat'on His position on the bed -Waned eye, reinforced her

nostril's accusation. "No.” she cned angnly and pleadingly.

Randy spoke not a word. She flung his entire bed covers off, eIP°SI"g
J*

e

Kantiy pv ^ arms The cold morning air violated him,

'en
^r.ting

S

hi^o
y
.k
PJ^.s Randv's bared sheet, with a crcu.sr yellow stain

was toe guilty verdict. It changed his mother's face from apprehensior (her usuaj

*
. fVpl to anKer She jerked his protecting arm. flinging him off the bed and

m°™‘"g
|d hardwood floor "You little brat, how could you do this to me? How

0,1

u Ho this?" she cried not expecting an answer. "Haven't I got enough

wTrk to do? Get in that bathroom right now and wash up. you brat. Just wait tdl

your father gets home. You hat* me. don t you? You hate us,^
1
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(Cont. from page 9)

Randy walked to the bathroom weeping. Thi9 punishment he could not bear. His
mother‘9 words lanced his very soul. His stomach was in pain. Randy wanted to

throw up but couldn’t. While he washed his naked body, full of goose bumps from

the crisp morning air, his mother continued her weeping and questioning. Why
does he do this to me? Why does he hate me? The warm water from the wash cloth

cooled instantly on Randy’s body, and the chill it caused and the running water in

the sink produced an intense desire in him to urinate, yet he couldn't.

Randy’s mother was downstairs and his 9tained mattress exposed when he

entered his room, shivering and lonely. Randy pleaded to God to let him stop doing
this to his mother, a9 he pleaded to God every morning and night. Why, he

thought, as a lump rose in his throat followed by tears in his eyes, why do you do
this to me? Randy often blamed God for doing this to he and his mother. For he
loved his mother dearly and would not do thi9 terrible thing to her. He often grew
angry and cursed God for making him do this and for making his mother hate him.

Randy wept.

Upon leaving hi9 house, with the feeling of relief that one gets when leaving a

hostile and uncomfortable place, Randy suddenly felt the daily anxiety of going to

the bus stop. His sister followed close behind, his only defense. Joey Christian

would be there as he always was, even though Randy wished him dead every night.

Randy '9 9tomach ached once again. Fear and anxiety brought the unmistakable

look of vulnerability into his eyes.

A snowball struck the back of Randy’s leg producing intense pain. Another

missed and another grazed his head. Joey and the others had been waiting behind

Randy 's house. Randy ran. HI9 sister faced the antagonists and screamed, "stop it,

you jerks.”

Joey rhythmically sounded, "Look at Randy ru-un. Randy the Panzy. Randy the

Panzy. Look at the baby ru-un. Look at the baby ru-un.”

Randy '9 9ister ran to catch him.

At the bus stop they waited for Joey and his gang to come. Randy’s sister was
excited and angry, adrenaline pumping. Randy stood with head averted in pitiful

fear. "Don’t you listen to them Randy. Joey is a jerk. Fight him back, Randy.

Fight him back."

Randy's sister's words brought neither spirit nor life into him. He said nothing

and cowered, head down, hands in pockets, shoulders and arms protectively flexed

towards the middle of his body.

Joey strut down the sidewalk flanked by two of hi9 buddies, all three had

snowballs in their hands. Two girls stood off by themselves paying attention but

not taking sides. They didn’t know Randy and thought him worthless of even the

energy it took to torment him. He was merely an amusement for Joey and his

friends. Randy had no friends. He sat on the bus alone and ate lunch alone, unless

his sister was with him, which was rare. She had many friends and only bothered

with Randy when he was being teased or beaten, protecting him fiercely. These two
girls only exerted the effort to laugh when Joey would make fun of Randy or when
the other girls would laugh and talk about him.

Randy's sister stood between him and the approaching boys. Her fists were

clenched and her feet were planted in a threatening stance. Joey dared not hit her

with a snowball. "Leave him alone, Joey Christian," she pleaded angrily.

"Look at the Panzy. He has to have a gi-irl protect him. Randy the Panzy.

Randy the Panzy." Joey settled for taunting, for he didn’t want to risk the

humiliation of fighting and possibly losing to a girl.

The two girls giggled.

Randy did not even hear Joey. His thoughts were elsewhere. He yearned to

relieve his bladder and he thought of the pleasantness of arriving home after school

to an empty house — hi9 mom worked until five o’clock. It was his only peace

during the day — when he was alone. Now Randy faced a full day of school. His
stomach would hurt all day and he might throw up again after lunch, an incident

which meant an extra amount of ruthless torment the rest of the school day and
the dreaded bus ride home. The only time Randy was not alone was when he was
by himself.

The cold winter penetrated Randy and he closed his eyes and released his hold

on himself. His urine flowed down his legs, steaming warm relief. He imagined
urinating on Joey. The group at the bus stop looked on as Randy’s urine stain

descended his legs. Hi9 sister was stunned. Joey was astonished. Joey’s look of

astonishment quickly changed to one of satisfaction however, as he 9miled, think-

ing, wait till they hear about this.
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