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Dark Bonds, Blind Us From Light
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Sullen sorrow in a hollow husk. Haggard hopes by one shameful touch. Dripping dread, smelling sweet and sour with tasteless lust. A folie à deux is perceived as everlasting gain. While the truth in the scene shows prominent pain.

Glaring at my hands, I pondered. Am I here? What is it that proves my point of existence? Is it the lustful flesh that intertwines one's moral values with that which surrounds us? Is it based upon the soul that inhabits my body? Nay, I say. For it is the very essence of my BEING. It’s to be seen as if the day and night can be seen at once. An overlay, some would say, or a filter to live by or play. Daily, it is a continuous fight to gain the strength of a clear understanding.

The perception of my surroundings was a form of solace. Yet, it was the bars to the prison I was rotting in. My sweet torment was nothing more than a room. Consisting of dirt-stained walls with fingerprints, forever showing the impression of memories. The carpet was torn and smelled of mold. The wood floor rotted through underneath. White and black mold danced fervently at the corners of my room, as condensation ran down the walls. Feeding the fungus that fed on my soul. Furniture that is deemed of use for me was nothing more than a bed and a bar. Sleep, eat, drink, repeat. A clean bed, with white linen and a pristine pillow. But the bar. The bar was nothing but a place to contemplate my life, verily, while I still feel low.

Looking up from my hands, I glared across the room. Focusing my eyes, I looked to the bar in front of me. Dust and dirt filled my vision, causing a hazy film over my eyes. I couldn’t see clearly. Seemingly, a silhouette of a man was in my viewpoint. I yelled out to the hazy void, “Who is it, so darkly, standing in my room? Surely, you know this room is mine. But, behind my bar, it’s you I find.”

An exasperated voice called back from the silhouette, “Certainly, you must know who I am, Tony. Within that frail, weak, and pale frame, you must have an idea of what, or who I am.”

Shakily, I sat up in my bed, sweat dripping down my back and goosebumps covering my skin. Heat rushed through my skull while cold chills swept over my legs. Nausea and dizziness washed over me. Weak with fear, I turned my legs over the bedside and stood up. “Who, or what, no matter the case. I fear you not. Now leave this place. No apparition, nor ghoul will threaten me. Not once, or further. Even if you seek my soul in passionate fervor.”

“You’re sickly, Tony. Your thoughts are beyond you. As your mind is filled with filth and waste, so are you. Not only is your appearance, but so is your grace. You’ll never see the light with a blinding gaze. For a meek man, no, a boy, darkness is your only chase.”

“I mire in what you say. Truly, you do sound familiar.” I shuffled to the bar and sat down, looking at the ground. Fearing to see what was haunting me, I lifted my head slowly. Gazing in front of me was nothing. Nothing but a mirror, revealing the true menace. The apparition was nothing more than visual trickery. It was a reminder that I was alone. Alone with nothing but the mental chains holding me back.
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Losing Grip
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The sweat-saturated seats on the plane reeked of rancid meat. The smell of rotting flesh, excrement, and mildew hung heavy in the air. I thought to myself how blue jeans were a terrible idea in a situation like this. They stuck to my skin, and with every movement, I could feel how moist the underside of my thighs was. The slickness of my thighs within my pant legs brought me to a further state of unease. I felt as if I couldn’t breathe, slowly suffocating due to the tightness of my red shirt. It was as if my clothes could sense my anxiety, further driving me into madness.

I dipped my index finger into the lip of my collar and wiggled it around to loosen it from my neck. I flapped my finger back and forth in my shirt to create a gust of wind to flow down and cool me. It didn’t fill me with any relief or lessen my anxiety, so I yanked my collar forward. Pulling it away from my neck, stretching and ruining my collar in my fit of anxiety. I could feel Caroline staring at me as I frantically looked around. The searing, burning tingle rolled along the back of my neck like a hot ember leaping from a fire. I quickly turned to my right and saw Caroline staring at me, blankly. I stared back. The reflection of the lights made it difficult to focus as they created a glare from her blonde hair. Almost as if someone took a cellphone and directed the sun on a beating hot day into your eyes. My eyes started to tear from the pain that began.

She was bewildered; my frantic state seemed to have put her on edge. I had to know how she was feeling to calm my state of mind slightly. “Look, I know I can be a little much at times, but I don’t feel right. I can’t explain it. The smell inside the plane here is making me nauseous, and I feel like something bad is going to happen.”

“You’ve been saying that a lot lately, Katherine. But you want to know something? You need to calm down. It’s getting ridiculous. You’re in a constant state of paranoia, and it’s unhealthy,” Caroline replied nastily.

I didn’t know what to think. I could trust she would understand. Every time I had an issue, Caroline was there to support me. Why was today any different? Something didn’t feel right. “What are you saying? I’m just explaining to you how I feel. Yeah, maybe you’re right. Maybe it is a little unhealthy. But you want to know what else is unhealthy? The way that you constantly nitpick me for the slightest issue I have.”

“Go ahead and play the victim, Kat, that’s what we all know you’re good at doing. You blame everyone but yourself. Ever thought, for one minute, that you could have a part in any of your problems?”

“What are you talking about, Caroline? Don’t sit there and try to tell me how I should feel. You helped make me feel this way. Tormenting me with your judgment. Bullying me for my looks and convincing my friends I’m nothing but trash.”

The other people in the cabin turned to look in our general direction. They all seemed to have a look of no concern, just staring. They had no expressions, portraying no emotion. Like what a mannequin would in a store display. Blank stares with pale and colored faces. Eyes widened, sucking the life and excitement you have to offer from your soul. It made me sick and uneasy. I continued to survey the crowd visually, hoping to find someone whose eyes reflected the life in them. Nothing though. No one proved to fit the bill. I needed to look at Caroline next to me. Maybe I could find some solace in her, even though she looked the same as them earlier.

I turned my head to Caroline slowly and lifted my head. The smell of rotting flesh returned quickly. It was so pungent and strong that I became nauseous. Dizziness followed. The rush of saliva dripping from my mouth, as if a cat were in heat, made it hard to swallow. The feeling of fear overtook me as I stared into what used to be Caroline’s face. I started to choke and shudder as I went into shock. What used to be Caroline’s face was nothing more than a dark void now. Nothing more, nothing less. No jagged rips or tears. No bullet holes or torn sinew. Just an empty void. Her head was intact and would seem normal. Except for the fact that her face looked as if it had been cropped out. I was terrified. I tried to scream, but nothing came out. No air. No noise. I still couldn’t figure out where the smell was coming from. Could it mean something? I jumped into the aisle, in hopes of gaining some distance between us. I continued to stare at Caroline, but she continued to sit in the same spot, the same position. No effort to get up or move. I looked around with no surprise; everyone looked the same. Frozen in place. What kind of disturbing reality was I in? I was panicking. I closed my eyes and lay my head in my hands. I started to scream, crying out,” What is going on!?”

A tightening grip wrapped around my wrists. I looked up to see Caroline standing there, with the void still filling her face. The smell was strong again, invading my nose. A strong wind started to escape the void that was her face. A sound was escaping the void weakly. It sounded like a voice. Even though I was filled with terror, I felt as if I had to focus my attention on this voice. What was it saying?

“Wake up,” the voice said softly through the void. “Wake up, wake up, wake up.”

Everything froze in time. I couldn’t feel anything, as if I were completely paralyzed. All I had was my vision. In my relative view, all I could see was Caroline, or what used to be her. As I was watching her, I could see her skin slowly flaking off piece by piece. The walls and the seats behind her began to follow the same, showing nothing but complete emptiness. Piece by piece. Flake by flake. Little by little. I watched her, and everything blew away into nothing. Just darkness, loneliness, and sadness were left. I felt weak.

With nothing around to hold me up any longer, I could finally let go and rest. As I fell backward, I closed my eyes. The smell of rancid meat and putrid sweat filled the stagnant air around me. When I opened my eyes, I was home, in my bedroom. I felt wet and sticky. I was drenched in sweat. Confused and worried, I sat up to ground myself. Swiftly, I looked over to my alarm clock to see what time it read: 3:37 a.m. My heart stopped. I grew sick with worry. Rays of light from the streetlamps peered in through the blinds on my windows. I looked over into the kitchen and saw smoke. I ran to the doorway and said, “Good thing I woke up, I could have burnt the house down. The bad thing is, now the food is toast.” I walked over to the oven to see if there was anything damaged due to my negligence. Opening the oven door caused a plume of smoke to waft out into my face. I waved the smoke away and investigated the inside of the oven. It looked like there was no damage to anything serious, other than the sustenance I was hoping to fill myself with. Burnt, jagged, filled with holes, and unappealing. Something we had in common. How sad. Hot flashes and unease washed over me shortly after, following a cold chill that shot down my back. I thought to myself, when was I ever going to wake up from this nightmare?
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