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That Night 

The entire neighborhood woke to Mrs. Keaton’s chilling screams ripping through the 

muggy air. Her cries slowly cut through the sleepy languidness of the street, a knife struggling to 

sever molasses. Despite the urgency in her voice, no one in the small town of Destrehan, 

Louisiana, was alarmed. Mrs. Keaton was a living example of the boy who cried wolf, embodied 

in the form of a crazy old woman with an addiction to martinis. 

And so, as Mrs. Keaton carried on, no doubt about ghosts who had supposedly invaded 

her house, Ida clapped a pillow over her face and groaned. She flapped an arm uselessly at her 

side in an attempt to close the open window by her bed but soon abandoned the effort. 

Ida clenched her teeth in anger, catching the fabric of the pillowcase in her jaw, and 

stifled the miffed screech that threatened to escape her lips. Someday, she promised herself, she 

would wail so horribly that even Mrs. Keaton would have to shut her mouth for a minute and 

listen.  

With a grunt, Ida tossed the pillow to the floor and rolled off the bed in one fluid motion. 

She stumbled to the window and leaned on the sill, peering through the gauzy curtain that 

fluttered in the humid breeze. Outside, on the front lawn of the house next door, Mrs. Keaton 

crouched on the grass with her head tilted to the sky. Her howls traveled to the moon and back 

and for a second, Ida pictured Mrs. Keaton as a werewolf crying to her pack.  

Tonight’s shrieks were different than the previous night’s, though. This time, Mrs. 

Keaton refused to calm down. As Ida watched, unfeeling, from her window, doors up and down 

the street swung open and confused homeowners wandered outside toward the woman. Most 
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people were used to Mrs. Keaton’s fits, but Ida couldn’t remember her neighbor ever having an 

episode of this scale. 

“Somebody help me!” Mrs. Keaton’s noises were becoming interpretable words. 

“Somebody help me! Please!” 

By now, Ida’s father, Sergeant Abbott J. Henson, came rushing out from her house with 

his bathrobe flapping as he ran. Still, Ida didn’t move. She didn’t care. 

A self-diagnosed sociopath, Ida was convinced that she was emotionless. Ever since 

discovering WebMD in sixth grade, Ida maintained her prognosis as sociopathic, having never 

truly cared about another person, at least in her recent memory. It wasn’t a condition she 

flaunted, but whenever someone questioned her disinterested demeanor, she offered sociopathy 

as a quick, simple answer.  

The thin wooden door to her bedroom crashed open, banging against the wall and jolting 

Ida from her contemplative state. Her mother barged into the room and, upon seeing Ida’s typical 

teenage scowl, narrowed her eyes to match Ida’s displeasure.  

Cora Henson was a slender woman with large sapphire eyes and perfectly curled hair that 

bounced just above her shoulders. She ran a small boutique in downtown Destrehan, giving her 

the position as the town’s fashion expert. Cora was always perfectly clothed, even at this late 

hour of the night, and never failed to look down on her daughter’s grungy outfit choices, an 

opinion that only fueled Ida’s desire to rebel against her mother’s more classic styles. 

Ida greatly resembled her mother, a prospect she wasn’t too excited about, no matter how 

beautiful Cora was, with chestnut hair and the same large, blue eyes. The only difference was the 
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bleached blond streaks that ran through Ida’s stick straight mane and the significant height 

difference between Cora and Ida, who had always been vertically challenged. 

It wasn’t any surprise to Ida that her mother was already worked up into a frenzy. Cora’s 

emotions were usually at least ten times the reasonable level of feeling and were showcased all 

over her body. Ida found this display of concern annoying and fake since it differed so much 

from her own aloof attitude, but her mother’s persona served as a neverending reminder of 

Cora’s failed attempts to break into the Hollywood movie scene in her youth. 

“Ida,” Cora’s southern drawl was almost inaudible over the noise from outside. Ida 

forced herself to tear her gaze from the live soap opera unfurling next door. “I think Mrs. Keaton 

might be serious this time. She called the police and everything. Who knows, we might have 

some true-crime on our hands.” Cora wrung her hands with worry but Ida only rolled her eyes. 

Her mother had been watching too many cable TV shows again.  

Glancing back to the open window, Ida observed her father kneel next to Mrs. Keaton as 

a crowd grew around them. In the distance, police sirens sung their high pitched tune, which sent 

a nervous buzz through the neighborhood. 

“Ida,” Cora said softly, her tone losing all its earlier hints of woe, “What’s that on your 

shirt?” 

Ida twisted her neck down and pulled her shirt away from her body to get a better view of 

the stain her mother pointed at. Where her hands left their perch on the windowsill, red 

handprints rested in their place, seared into the white paint. The same red also clung to the blue 

silk party shirt she’d worn earlier that evening, a garment she hadn’t bothered to remove upon 

returning home. 
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Cora caught sight of the handprints and gasped quietly. When Ida’s eyes met her 

mother’s, she felt panic travel from Cora’s gaze into her body. She shook off the feeling, hating 

the way it churned her insides, and reminded herself of her self-proclaimed medical status.  

Cora took a shaky breath and looked away. “Get cleaned up and come downstairs to 

watch your siblings. I have a feeling your father and I will be dealing with this drama for a 

while.” She left in a hurry and shut the door behind her. 

The only light in Ida’s bedroom entered from the window. As more lights flicked on in 

the houses across the street, her room grew a tiny bit brighter, but still not illuminated enough for 

Ida to interpret the extent of the red splotches. 

She racked her brain for their origin but found none. It was a rare occurrence that Ida’s 

memory was inoperable, but she wasn’t alarmed. The only thing she could do, she reasoned, 

would be to retrace her steps from that night. 

Ida settled back on one of the pillows that lined the small bench under her window. From 

this vantage point, she could easily keep track of her small bedroom and the events unfolding on 

the street below at the same time. Mrs. Keaton was becoming progressively quieter and the 

flashes of blue and red police lights gleamed on the sides of the houses as the cars approached.  

She breathed in slowly and strained her mind to remember.  

 

Destrehan High School was always teeming with energy, but more excitement than ever 

pulsed in the air that afternoon. The school year was winding down and most seniors had given 

up caring about grades, teachers, and school itself. At that point, everybody who had a chance at 
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a successful future had already enrolled in college for the coming fall. With only one week left of 

education, Beau Carlisle was hosting a huge party that night. 

Beau Carlisle was the most popular guy in school. Ida grimaced just thinking about him. 

His name was on the tongue of every single person in her grade at all times. Beau Carlisle was 

the most stereotypical rich, white southern boy Ida could think of. His perfection was even more 

accurate than Zac Efron’s golden-boy performance in High School Musical. 

When the final bell rang at the end of the day, Ida made a beeline for the bathrooms and 

changed into a new outfit as the school emptied of students. She didn’t feel like going home. 

Instead, she would head straight to Beau’s for a pre-party before the main event began.  

In the dirty bathroom stall, Ida stripped off her black jeans and replaced them with shorts 

of the same color and material. As she pulled the jeans from her skin, a chill passed through her 

body as her legs were freed from the confines of her pants and exposed to the hot air. Her shirt 

was changed as well, and when Ida emerged from the stall, a spaghetti-strap, ocean blue silk shirt 

hung from her small frame.  

Within minutes, Ida was pulling out of the now-empty school parking lot and driving 

south down the main road through town, Ormond Boulevard, toward Beau’s house near the 

Mississippi River. At this time of day, the roads were fairly quiet, occupied only by fellow 

students making their way home.  

Ida’s old car bumped over potholes and grumbled angrily every time she stopped and 

started again at a stoplight. The eleven-year-old Volvo had been a gift from her grandfather who 

had decided to upgrade his vehicle when he moved to Florida after retiring. It clunked along, 

spitting exhaust until Ida reached the end of Ormond Boulevard and the fork that marked the end 
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of the road. From there, she turned right onto River Road and Beau’s antebellum mansion came 

into view. 

Ida wasn’t sure how to characterize her relationship with Beau. He was the boyfriend of 

Lala Keaton, a girl who matched him in popularity and beauty. Lala and Ida had grown up next 

door to each other and lived in Destrehan their entire lives, only leaving Louisiana on a school 

trip in their sophomore year of high school. It was Mrs. Keaton who had brought them together, 

strangely enough, and the girls had bonded over the woman’s mid-life crisis that resulted in her 

absurd belief in ghosts.  

Ever since Lala had gotten together with Beau, Ida’s popularity had suddenly increased. 

She didn’t mind Lala’s relationship, that was the benefit of being heartless, but she detested the 

false niceties of the people who used her as a way to enter the “inner circle.” Ida spent most of 

her time avoiding small talk and almost all forms of communication, but her new social status 

had made her involuntarily change her ways. It was the only reason she was excited for the 

pre-party. Perhaps now she could avoid pointless conversation and focus on Lala and Beau’s 

rambunctious but entertaining friends.  

The black wrought iron gate creaked as it opened automatically for her, revealing the 

beautiful estate inside the fortifications. Tall white pillars rose up from a large front porch at the 

front of the house and stretched up to reach the roof two stories above. A large front lawn set the 

home back from the street and on the other side of the road, an expanse of green grass and trees 

preceded a view of the river. It was cooler here, closer to the water, and Ida allowed herself to 

spend a few seconds soaking up the air before leaving the car unlocked, tossing the keys on the 

passenger seat, and making her way up the stairs to ring the doorbell of the Carlisle residence. 
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The gate would keep out any intrusions and, even if it didn’t, she didn’t much care whether 

sedan was stolen anyway. 

 

The police were inside Mrs. Keaton’s house now and shouts rang out through the 

confused neighborhood. Ida allowed herself to abandon her memory search for a minute and 

internally wondered about Mrs. Keaton. Lala wasn’t with her mother, which was odd, Ida 

admitted, but other than that, she had a feeling all this turmoil was just the community 

overreacting. She figured that Lala was still at Beau’s house. 

An image flashed in Ida’s vision: Lala lying on the floor, completely still, blood pooling 

around her lifeless body. For the first time in seven years, Ida’s heart raced and her pulse 

pounded in her ears. The red spots in her bedroom looked more and more like blood. The 

remaining liquid on her hands had dried sticky and was flaking off. When Ida licked her finger 

tentatively, a tang of salty copper lingered in her mouth even after she swallowed. 

 

An hour after Ida arrived at Beau’s house, she lay giggling on the floor of the common 

room on the second floor of the large house. Being an only child, Beau usually had free rein over 

the property when his father, a successful lawyer, traveled out of town for cases, bringing Mrs. 

Carlisle along with him. Ida was stoned and tipsy at the same time, but not as far gone as Lala 

and the others, some of Beau’s friends from the football team, who struggled to walk in straight 

lines and form coherent sentences. 

Lala danced, flailing her arms, knees buckling and almost falling every few seconds. A 

red Solo cup sloshed liquid onto the floor whenever she faltered, but Lala didn’t care. A waterfall 
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of wavy platinum-blond hair cascaded down her back, lighter than Beau’s color, and her brown 

eyes were closed as she swayed to the music that played over Beau’s portable wireless speaker. 

The other boys watched Lala in a trance, a few getting up to dance with her, but with a 

stern look from Beau, they quickly fell to the floor once again. 

Beau was soberer than the rest of them and he watched like the king of the castle from his 

spot on the upholstered sofa. He lounged, body stretched across the pillows and manspreading. 

Somehow, Ida mustered the energy to hoist herself up and flop onto the couch. She rolled 

onto her side and laughed at her incompetence. Her head rested on Beau’s lap and she could feel 

his stomach move as he chuckled. 

In her right mind, she would know this action was wrong. She shouldn’t have been 

touching Beau, let alone been using him as a backrest, but her foggy brain was struggling with 

discerning right from wrong.  

She wasn’t sure how much time passed before he spoke, but his voice vibrated through 

his body and Ida’s heart fluttered ever so slightly. 

“Lala’s great, ain’t she?” His eyes were trained on Lala, who was spinning in slow circles 

and pouring alcohol from her cup into the waiting mouths of Beau’s friends. She cast a fleeting 

look at Ida and both girls threw their heads back in laughter. 

Bringing her attention back to the conversation, Ida pondered Beau’s words. The 

rhetorical question seemed hilarious to her. Of course, Lala was amazing. She was the figurehead 

on the ship of optimism. Her priorities were straight, her goals were set, and no one had any 

doubt she would make it out of Destrehan. 

“Yep,” she sighed. “She’s something, alright.” 
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Beau grunted his agreement. “I just wish she was a bit more honest,” he said wistfully. 

On shaky arms, Ida pushed herself up and stared at Beau. The contents of her stomach 

swished and did a loop-de-loop inside her, and Ida barely stopped herself from vomiting. “What 

do you mean, ‘more honest’?” 

“She’s not truthful with nobody. Not you, not me, no one.” 

“What are you even saying?” she demanded defensively. It wasn’t any secret that 

marijuana made Ida’s emotions flare-up, all the feelings she tried to suppress. 

Beau raised his hands in submission as if to protect himself from an attack. “Come on, 

now. Don’t pitch a fit. Y’know I’m right.” 

Slowly, Ida felt her burst of anger recede and she returned to a more normal state.  

When Beau could see she had calmed down, he continued his analysis of Lala. “She’s 

lying to you.” 

Ida sat back on the cushions and huffed. The weed vaporizers sat on the glass coffee table 

in front of them and Ida was tempted to take another hit, even though she couldn’t be sure which 

one belonged to her. “What’s she lying to me about?” She asked the question more to humor 

Beau and protect his ego rather than to actually find out. 

But Beau wasted no time in his response. “She says all kinds of crap behind your back. 

She don’t like you no more, she says. She just feels obligated to stay friends with you.” 

Ida shrugged in response, but her face did a terrible job of concealing her disbelief. 

Instead, she focused on Beau’s poor use of grammar, typical for southerners. “She’d never say 

that,” she croaked. Her throat had grown scratchy from the weed and she had a sharp craving for 

water all of a sudden. 
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“Believe what you want,” Beau said, “But I ain’t lyin’. Not like her.” 

“What’d she ever do to you?” 

“She took my life and made it hers.” 

Ida had no response. She was in no position to answer such a ridiculous statement in her 

current stupor. Part of her thought no, Beau was just trying to stir the pot between Ida and Lala, 

but the other half argued that he was being truthful. Maybe she couldn’t trust her friend. 

Beau preyed on the weaknesses of others, this Ida knew, but she had always prided 

herself on her inability to feel, and thus have nothing that Beau could manipulate. In her 

weakened state of mind, however, Ida’s walls came crashing down and her sociopathic 

protective devices did not work properly. And so, when Beau offered her a drink from a random 

Solo cup he handed her, she didn’t question its contents. She didn’t ask where he’d gotten the 

mysterious liquid and the small, white pill that fizzed at the bottom. She didn’t watch him create 

the beverage. But Beau watched Ida as she tipped it back and swallowed every drop. 

 

From there, Ida remembered only bits and pieces. She vaguely recalled Beau’s voice in 

her ear, urging her to rid the world of the horrible Lala Keaton, a pretty princess who pretended 

to be everyone’s friend. She could feel the weight of the knife he’d pressed into her hand, telling 

her to hide it in her waistband until she got home. Lala and Beau’s words floated aimlessly in her 

head. Assembling their meanings to create an intelligible series of events proved challenging, but 

random flashes of Lala and Beau driving her home surfaced, providing a more comprehensible 

narrative. She thought of the burn of her knee scraping the pavement as Beau and Lala helped 
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her up the walkway to the Keatons’ house. She remembered Lala and Beau yelling, arguing over 

Ida’s convulsing body when she lay on the floor of Lala’s tidy bedroom.  

And then she evoked the memory of blood. Lala’s blood. It had spread like water, 

seeping into Lala’s grey carpeted floor and releasing a foul stench into the air.  

Beau had stood over them, stoic, his light hair frazzled and stuck to his forehead with 

sweat. Ida cried, silently at first, and then louder. She cried when Beau wrapped his bloody arms 

around her, when he spoke words that traveled in one ear and out the other, and when Ida 

gingerly reached out and closed Lala’s beautiful hazel eyes. Two bloodstains were left on Lala’s 

eyelids where Ida’s fingers brushed her friend’s skin. 

 

No, Ida thought. She forced the onslaught of memories from her mind, shaking her head 

vigorously as if to dislodge the grotesque images that swept her brain. She couldn’t have killed 

Lala. It was all just a violent dream. 

She reached down and brushed her knee. Sure enough, a dirty scrape stretched across the 

kneecap. 

Ida’s breath hitched. 

She jumped to her feet, running to the en suite bathroom and flicking the light switch. 

Staring in the mirror, she saw the map of her night clearly laid out on her body. 

Blood, caked on her skin, covered her arms, parts of her legs, and her face. It was matted 

in her hair, causing the brown locks to stick off in strange angles. Her face was screwed into an 

expression of horror and her eyes had widened even further than her mother’s.  
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It was all there. The cut on her knee, the blood, the evidence. She was the textbook 

definition of the perfect suspect. But Ida had no idea whether she was the perpetrator. 

Ida’s head whirled back to face the window when the police yelled “homicide”. Her heart 

dropped to her feet. She hadn’t fully accepted Lala’s fate, but there it was, plain and simple. 

Her father’s gruff voice floated into the house as he took charge of the police force, no 

doubt still in his pajamas. The paramedics would be arriving soon to declare what everyone 

already knew: Lala Keaton was dead. 

Ida sprinted down the stairs to the kitchen, tripping over her feet, and sped out the open 

front door. At that moment, she didn’t care what the consequences were. She just had to get out 

of that room. 

Her mother saw her first. As Ida weaved her way through the crowd, Cora made a failed 

attempt to grab her arm and pull her back to the safety of their home. Ida’s brain was working 

overtime. Thousands of scenarios played out in her head, each ending with Ida spending the rest 

of her life in prison.  

Even if she wanted to turn back, it was too late. Ida collapsed on the Keatons’ lawn at her 

father’s feet. 

Seven years without emotions vanished in the blink of an eye. Cold metal cuffs clamped 

down on Ida’s wrists and she was yanked to her feet. She could see parents’ lips moving in slow 

motion, protesting her arrest, but Ida didn’t fight the inevitable. She deserved what she was 

getting.  
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A mustached policeman put a hand on her head and guided her into the squad car. Its 

sirens still wailed, red and blue flashes tinting the world the colors of law, order, and somewhat 

ironically, America, a country that prioritized freedom and justice for all. 

The car door closed with a slam and caught a stray strand of Ida’s hair, forcing her head 

to lie flat against the seatback. Her head twisted away from the Keatons’ house, the home where 

Lala had begun and ended her life. 

Alternatively, she gazed across the street to where a lone figure stood in the darkness. To 

interpret the man’s features, Ida had to squint as the sirens’ lights glinted off a metal object in his 

hand.  

With a knife clutched to his side and covered in dark blood, Beau Carlisle stood watching 

the proceedings. Beau Carlisle with… the murder weapon. 

Ida was done pretending to be a sociopath. It was stupid to have even thought she could 

maintain an aura of cryptic indifference. With every ounce of willpower still left in her body, she 

released a scream that curdled the blood of every person, breathing or not, in Destrehan. Her legs 

thrashed out and kicked the seat in front of her and her neck spasmed, launching her skull 

painfully against the headrest. 

For the first time in seven years, Ida cared. She cared about Lala’s death, her own role in 

the killing, and Beau, who would never turn himself in to the cops. She wasn’t even sure if Beau 

had done anything wrong, and she cared about that, too.  

Tears blossomed like flowers in her eyes and snaked pathways down her cheeks through 

the blood and grime. Ida continued to roar. She would never stop. 
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Maybe WebMD had been right. Maybe there was something wrong with her. Maybe, 

instead of being sociopathic, she was actually psychotic. 

Every nerve was on fire and intense pain took over her body, the outcome of either the 

drugs or her mental suffering. Beau Carlisle would never tell his story to the prosecutors who 

would throw her in jail. She would never clear her name. She could never make things right. 

It was hopeless. 

The car engine revved and they pulled away from the Keatons’ house, Ida’s eyes never 

once leaving Beau. A sadistic smile contorted his face and he presented a sarcastic salute while 

the car with its patriotic lights zoomed off. Realizing her hands were cuffed, Ida cursed herself 

for not being able to send Beau the middle finger in response. 

The cop car’s sounds couldn’t mask Ida’s cries. At least she’d achieved one goal, she 

admitted to herself. After all this time, Mrs. Keaton wasn’t the most deafening shrieker on the 

block. 

Upon realizing this fact, Ida started laughing, which only received troubled looks from 

the police officers in the front seats. Her crazed cackles filled the automobile. This entire ordeal 

was ridiculous. Within the span of a few hours, her entire future had been thrown away. 

Lala was dead. 

It was probably Ida’s fault. 

Possibly, Beau had committed the crime, but he seemed perfectly content allowing Ida to 

take the fall. 
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No one would ever know what happened that night. Lala, the only person in the world 

who knew the truth, other than Beau, was on her way to heaven. Sitting in the back of the police 

car, Ida went over what she did know, which was pretty much nothing. 

Only one thing was certain: Ida wasn’t a sociopath anymore. And she hated it. 


