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I say to you now that this is not the reality I hoped for. 

That what I worked my entire life for 

has shattered like a glass vase tipped off the counter. 

Its remnants across the hardwood floor of the dining room. 

The vase glittering 

against the otherwise deep brown planks 

tacked down with cheap nails. 

What I had worked for, 

bled for, 

cried for has betrayed me in the worst of ways. 

It stabbed me in the back 

and cut my stomach open.

Gutting me like a fish. 

Then reality left me there bleeding on the street

 with my mouth agape,

and my eyes are glassy from tears.

 Silently screaming for some sort of relief. 

It’s my fault though. 

I should have never thought that I could live a fairy tale. 

That I could escape from my own captivity. 

Of course I could not, 

and I should have realized that, 

but I didn’t want to.

Instead I blocked out all the possible negative outcomes in my mind.

And when I left, 

reality hunted me down and dug in its hungry claws. 

Chased me

 and dragged me through the loose gravel of the street, 

under the lamps and stars overhead.

Killed me, 

tortured me, 

and punished me for leaving. 

But like I said. 

It’s my fault.

 I was standing across from his angry eyes, 

and bushy eyebrows. 

I leaned back 

trying to get away from the threat at hand. 

Trying to make myself less threatening 

as to not antagonize, 

or provoke her. 

I closed my eyes 

against the hot red irises

that wanted to tear me apart. 

I tried to be careful. 

I tried to follow the rules, 

but I just ended up on the floor, 

on my ass, 

With red pooling beneath me. 

My head aching, 

my eyes swollen shut, 

and the blood in my mouth 

running down my throat 

and choking me. 

So he pulled me up by the collar of me shirt 

and dragged me along 

for I was too weak to stand, 

or walk on my own. 

I didn’t start it though. 

I played along 

like the good little prisoner they wanted me to be.

 But they got angry 

and called me a kiss ass, 

they called me teacher’s pet, 

mocked me, 

 then they threw me into the mud

and dropped a boulder on my head. 

After, she dragged me away, 

she laid me out on a stiff board. 

Cleaned me, 

wiped my face with a cloth 

the way the woman did with Jesus.

 She held my face gently 

as she continued to look over me. 

Her hard eyes staring into me, 

past my wounds. 

He looked up, 

back into my face. 

Restrained me 

and pushed me down onto the board, 

and crawled over me. 

She looked away from my face at that moment. 

She pushed my shirt up. 

He brought his hands to my sides, and squeezed. 

When I cried in pain the hands stopped their pressure on my body. 

Then I felt nothing, but sweet warmth, 

and I was swaddled like a child. 

I wasn’t safe, 

far from it, 

but I was safer than I ever had been 

in the fortress that kept us in the real world, 

and not in our fantasies. 

She picked me up and dropped me back outside where the hounds were. 

I thanked her without saying words. 

Tears streaming down my face 

as they came for me 

with their teeth bared.

They had beat me till I was black and blue.

I felt beautiful           

morbidly beautiful.

Later in the night, 

or was it morning? 

I think it might have been in the evening. 

Either way I woke up. 

Rose up from the dirt, 

and made my trek to my room in Hell. 

I laid down on the cold floor 

and let the fire consume me.

I burned sleeping, 

not like it mattered much 

because I’ve been a walking dead man from the start, 

burning alive since I was five. 

With angel wings 

she opened the door for me.

Hugged me close and whispered in my ear.

He nurtured me. Stroked my hair

And played with my finger tips. 

I felt love

Loved

Exposed all at once

Burning up a fever

Shivering and my teeth chattering

I felt like I was attaining frostbite

She let me go and kissed my face.

He put the chains back on my arms and legs.

Shackled me with cast iron, 

and prepared me for the feast.

Sat me down at a table with twenty, or so.

Crammed us in, 

and left us alone to fend for ourselves.

Survival of the fittest

And those who are the strongest, 

or the smartest

live the longest

Those who are weak, or dumb

Get ripped apart and eaten

Common knowledge

Eat, or be eaten

It’s feeding time

Ding            Ding

Ding            Ding            Ding

Ding            Ding            Ding            Ding

Ravage me whole

I told them

I begged them

But they want others to suffer

They want everyone to be tormented

The more a person begs for something here

Likely that they will never get it

And I begged to be eaten

I don’t want to live in this Hell anymore!

Let me go!

Please get me out of this place!

Eat me

Eat me.

Eat  me.

Eat me!

EAT ME!

I BEG YOU!

PLEASE!
I DON’T WANT THIS DAMN HELL ANYMORE!

just make it all stop.

But no

They don’t listen

No they do

They did

Everyone is listening all the time

The only ones who aren’t are the bitches

Slaves with collars on their necks

I’m not a slave

Never was

Don’t need to be one to be here

Not a leader here either

Not strong enough

Not nearly smart enough

But I know how to live

How to stay alive

I’m neither and nothing here

So I sat down by myself with an arm

I ate, I fed, I consumed

Like the devil taking life

What are you talking about again? 

You know that isn’t right.

You are the devil.

Yes

That is right. So so so so

Right

I’m the devil

They all leave me be

Because they fear me

… What I might let myself become

Fear me!

I’m the motherfucking devil!

now be condemned for your sins

And it was beautiful. Harmonious and calm.

Soothing

I floated in the shallow depths of the pond

Warm with the sun on my face

The image from the books that he showed me

Crusted red washed off and bled into the water

I decided that I hated it

I wanted it so much that I began to despise it

So I lit a match and threw it in

The Lake Of Fire

How fitting it was in that moment

So I cried in disappointment and resentment

Resigned to the fact that I was there

And I was not going to leave

That I was going to die

But

I was already dead

I placed my right hand against the bar closest to my left side.

Sweat dripped down my face.

I licked my chapped lips. 

My fingers tightened until they turned bone white

And they started to bleed

Held on though

Though

Didn’t let go till he pried my hand off

Stayed there in that crouched position

Position

With my back soaking wet

My hair sticking to my forehead

He swung open the door

I stared at him

And his red eyes

She came closer and sat before me

I didn’t say a word

I was foolish back then

I should never had lost trust in him

I should never have trusted her

From the start

He took my hand

Helped me to my feet

And gave me a paper cup filled with water

I had looked down at it for possibly five minutes

Before I drank it in gulps

I was considering drowning in it

I learned a long time ago here

That you can die in a small puddle of water

She walked away from me

But not before she kissed my face

Good bye

Goodbye

goodbye

Bye

See you again

Next time

Maybe with tears down my face

Or lashes on my back

Or broken hands

No longer able to function

He turned around

But he never did make eye contact

With me

After I had said those things

I wonder why.

Maybe it was guilt.

Leaned back

Rested my head against the brick wall

Held the cigarette between my bloody fingers

Blew the smoke from my nose

As water dripped from the tips of my hair

I watched the storm

Blurring everything

The pattern of it on the ground

The smell of dew and damp

Heavy in the air

Scared of water

Trying to rush at me

But they couldn’t

Too afraid of drowning you see

See

See

See

Yeah I’m not afraid

I’m not afraid of drowning

That’s

Well

A 

Maybe

No

I’m not afraid of water

If anything I would rather drown

Than burn alive in a cell fire

Cell

Cell

Cell

Fire

Fire

Cell

Rain

Water

Drowning

Burning

Burnt

Burn

Alive

Living

Dying

Grim reaper comes for all of us

Sooner, or later

He’ll be coming for me

Hell will be coming for me

What’s worse than being here?

I wake up every day at dawn

Clean my teeth with the thin plastic toothbrush on top of the toilet

Dunk my toothbrush into the clear water of the shit stained porcelain

Then I scrub

Then I take the cup of water one of the guards give me with my breakfast

Always after the toilet is used

Swish, gargle, and try to take the shit taste out of my mouth

Spit into the toilet

Then I eat the bland dog food with its thick, bloody gravy

Stretch out

Rub my eyes and face

Use the last remaining water to wash my important bits

A cycle I use everyday

Scrub, rinse, and repeat

I sound like shampoo instructions

Not that I would actually know

Born here

Really just repeating what the guards talk about

I always listen past my cold bed

I close my eyes 

and imagine what they have lived through

Slow

sometimes fast

And quiet

Soft caresses that reach deeper than my bones

Into my soul

Fingers pulling at my heartstrings

Tightening my muscles till I have a heart attack

And my heart itself

It beats
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