Creature

I hear it; it’s calling me out, pain, and misery. What? Oh know… what’s this? My throat, it’s tying up, into little knots, squeezing and turning. Oh, here they come. It’s the first wave of them. Tears. No, I’ve done this before; I’ve been through this once before. I couldn’t find a way out then. Well, there was one way. Physical pain. You may have been there, hell, everyone probably has. The razor, or the box cutter; Sitting there, I can see it, it can see me. Piercing it’s way into my mind. No, That’s not my way out this time. No… last time it wasn’t good. Friends, thank god for friends… they talk to me, hurt me if I do it, keep me from doing it… ever again. So no, I’m not doing it… I’ll just think of something else… friends. Stephanie… Myra… Brianna… Brandy… friends… Oh no, this isn’t working; they all have a connection of some sort to the problem. The reason I’m like this, how I am right now. Damn, they’ve breached the gates. Here they are, streaming down my face, I can taste them on the corner’s of my mouth. A salty, sorrowful liquid; but what’s this? Hate? No. I don’t hate her for it. I can’t “hate” her for it. It’s my fault; she didn’t do anything. She gave, she gave and she gave, and in return, I grab her little heart, standing over her. I squeeze it, it’s splits into multiple pieces, and I toss it at her, Laughing and laughing. It’ lands in her lap, she tries to piece it back together, crying, screaming. Me? No, I’m just laughing, I’m a horrible thing, a horrible … creature for this. She tried, and I tried. She wanted it; she loved me. Me? No, I couldn’t, I tried, but there was nothing. I want her to hate me; I want her to let me go. I want her to pretend I was never there. Is that going to happen? I don’t know… Now she’s sad, and angry. All these things in her life, hate her. I was her escape; I was her one way out. Me, the one person that had no feelings for her, the one creature that helped her feel better. She’s running, toward her escape. There I am, a creature standing there, at the exit… at the open door. She’s almost there, running, fast as she can. SLAM! I shut the door, slam it in her face, she slides to the ground… the door, in front of her. Pain, she feels it, seeping through her face, into her heart. Then she hears it, Laughing from the other side of the door. A horrible creature, laughing at her misery. How could she love this thing? I don’t know. But it knows why it doesn’t. Too much, no I can’t. Don’t do it Anthony, don’t touch anything. Razors are out of reach; Box cutters are hidden from site. What are you doing? You stupid creature sitting there, feeling like crap. How do you think she feels, huh? She is empty, everything has turned against her, and here you are. Sitting here, worried about yourself and what misery and pain you’re going through? Pathetic, you really are a creature not even worthy of life. But I tried! I tried to love her back, I searched every point, everything. I couldn’t find anything. There’s nothing to cling to nothing large enough for a relationship. Ok, well you tried right? But seriously, you stupid creature you talk on the phone with her all the time, you constantly flirt. You set her hopes so high, and you Drop them like a bomb, smash them against the ground. Now you feel upset that you might start hurting yourself over what you’ve done to her? You are a creature. I am, I’m just a pathetic creature who took a soul from a girl and destroyed it. Nothing, that’s what I’m worth, nothing.

