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 BONE
SOUP

I sat at the dinner table, just opposite a mirror that
reflected my image back at me.

I chuffed... interesting choice for a place to put
it.

I glanced my eyes down quickly at the menu and smacked my
lips with my tongue, hungry at just the names of the dishes that
were before my very eyes.

I quickly grew interested in the dish called, "Bone Soup,"
and I smiled widely, eager to try it out.

I waved the waiter over and he grinned at me, coming by and
holding his notebook in his hand, a pen pressed against the thin
paper.

"Yes, sir...?"

"Can I try the bone soup?" I asked curiously, and he gave a
small smirk, nodding his head as he jotted this down.

I happened to glance away from him, seeing the other waiters
and how they were nearly the spitting image of each
other.

"Is this a family business?" I dared to ask and he looked
back down at me, chuffing a little as he replied.

"No. Why?"

"It's just, you all look the same?"

"You are what you eat, sir," He answered me plainly and began
to walk away without another word.

"Strange man..." I uttered quietly to myself in nearly a
whisper. It was only a few minutes later he placed the big deep
bowl before my eyes, and the smell was intoxicating.

I picked up my spoon and dipped it into the soup, getting a
big puddle of it on my spoon's head and guiding it eagerly to my
lips.

As I tasted it, the flavor swashed through me, exciting my
taste buds and I couldn't restrain myself.

I picked up the big bowl on both sides, and held it up to my
mouth, downing the delicious soup.

The bowl was placed back on the table, and I rubbed my belly
satisfied.

I saw the same man look my way, and I waved at him, him
waving back at me with the exact same movement.

"Are you okay, sir?"

I blinked my eyes surprised to hear that voice coming from my
side, and I glanced back at the waiter... getting confused... very
confused.

"But you were just-?"

"Sir, you were looking at a mirror."

I shook my head, laughing this off, before turning my gaze
back to where he had been, and it was then I realized... I was
him...

Not mentally or anything... but my shape and form had changed
to look like this waiter, all of these waiters.

"What has happened t-to me?!" I begged him, flinching to my
feet and grabbing him at his shirt, shaking him in terror, "What
did YOU do?!"

The man only looked at me, that same smirk on his face and he
only uttered half willingly.

"You are what you eat."

He then pushed me aside, lifting up his top and showing the
bones of his ribs half snapped off... his skin torn from his
body.

"Now, get to work..." He told me, and shoved the dishes into
my hand. I swallowed afraid as I walked back to the kitchen... all
the same type of eyes and faces watching me as I passed.

When I entered the cooking room, I froze at the sight that
was before me.

Identical men, like me now, screaming in agony as they got
their bones snapped off, their hands, their legs.

I looked up slowly at the chef that was cooking this all, the
obesity of him, and he just grinned at me, waving me over with a
flick of his finger.

"If you don't work..." He said to me, chuckling deeply to
himself, "You get cooked... now, pick up your pen and paper and
serve the next customer."

I nodded fiercely full of fear and ran outside, seeing a man
had come in and was sitting patiently at his round
table.

I approached him slowly, and tapped my pen to the paper,
asking him.

"Are you ready to order, sir?"

"The bone soup looks interesting," He said to me and I felt
my blood curdle at his words, "Would you recommend it?"

I smiled awkwardly and told him the truth, "The bone soup is
delicious! That's for sure!"

He smiled at me, nodding his head and I jotted it
down.

I couldn't lie to him, and when I entered the kitchen with
the order, I saw a sharp butcher knife aiming in my
direction.

"Get cooking." The chef said.

"With what?"

"You know what."

I gulped, looking at my fingers, and flinched as I picked up
the knife.

"Tell him," I said as I sliced flesh and bone with the sharp
cold knife, "Dinner will be ready in five minutes."


 BURN

He stood outside in the snow, looking at the cabin with the
family of three.

A boy, a girl and their mother.

The family was celebrating Christmas... he had not been
invited. He was never invited.

He had splashed gasoline on the cabin's walls, and had led a
trail of it to where he was standing now.

The only thought in his twisted
mind, She left
me...

How could this be? He had given her everything, and she had
taken everything.

He lit up a match and dropped the flaming matchstick to the
ground.

It quickly burst into flames that ran up the gasoline trail
to the cabin.

In moments the whole building was on fire.

He could hear their screams... and then, when they had
stopped, he heated his hands against the burning
building.

"Merry Christmas..." He whispered.

 



 ENEMY
WITHIN

 


He could hear the pebbles on the ground begin to shake as he
walked down the street. The earth was calling out to him, the
stones in the ground screaming above to him, only to
him.

He looked around him, seeing the trees calling him, their
branches making sounds, making noise... words.

He stood there, his secondary school so nearby, but he
couldn't ignore the begging voices of the world, her stones, her
trees crying out for him to listen.

"What do you want?!" He yelled back at the world, "Why are
you torturing me?"

And then he could hear it, people's thoughts as they walked
by. He could see in their faces, confusion and
bafflement.


Is he okay?


Where's his head at?


What a disgusting teenager.

He closed his eyes, putting his hands to his ears blocking
the sound. But it was then, the noise started to come from
within.


You know you're the chosen
one, a voice told him and he
shook his head, you have all the
power. Use it.

"How?!" He yelled and he felt his eyes direct him to the
school building just a little away.


Run through the walls, you know you
can.

"I can't!"


DO IT!

The world cried out to him, people watching him. Their gaping
eyes staring at him, egging him on to prove he was the
one.

"NO!" He screamed and sat down, bringing his legs to him and
rocking his body back and forth in pain, fear.


Coward, he
heard the people's thoughts say.


Pathetic loser.

"I'm. Not." He growled and slowly began to get back on his
feet.

He stood before the wall, and with a sudden running start, he
screamed as he collided towards it, being slammed back crashing
into the cement ground.

It hurt so bad.

He lay there, the voices of everyone and everything swarming
his mind. He yelled out for the world to cease, "STOP IT. STOP IT!
STOP IT!"

Soon he saw himself being wrangled as two men put him into
the back of an ambulance and he was driven off, kicking and
screaming, to a ward.

He looked at the name of it as he entered the building, The
Psychiatric Ward.

"I'm not crazy..." He said, as if the idea of it suddenly
made sense, "I'm... I'm not?"

He soon found himself laying in a bed, looking up at the
ceiling, his breathing having calmed down and he was to see the
doctor soon.

They came for him and helped him to the office, a man behind
a desk waiting to meet him.

"Hello, Charlie,"

"How do you know my name?" He asked.

"Your parents told us it."

"Why am I here in the CRAZY ward." He suddenly demanded,
slamming his fist onto the desk.

"You're having a mental breakdown."

"I'm what..."


Mental, mental, insane,
crazy...

All the voices rattled this off in his brain and he grabbed
his head, slamming it to the desk and whispered.

"I'm not... I'm not... CR-RAZ-ZY!"

"It's okay, you'll get better." The doctor told him, "I
promise."

Soon his parents came and asked him in his ward bedroom,
"Charlie, Charlie, are you okay?"

"No..." He whispered, and looked them in the eyes, his own
filled with pain, "They say I'm crazy."

"Whether you are or not, you are our son."

Did that make a difference?

It was weeks upon weeks he was there, receiving care, given
anti-psychotics and medicine. He was numb to it all, but slowly the
voices disappeared and he was becoming himself again.

It was the fifth week that he was allowed to go
home.

He stood at the front bolted doors and soon saw the
receptionist push the button to release it and let him
leave.

His parents hugged him and he walked with a suitcase of his
things out to the car. He turned back once more, to look at the
building and heard a deep voice say to him.


Hope you come back soon...

He was not normal any more. He accepted that... but to him,
it felt the world was the one going crazy around him. And he? He
was the sane one trapped in it. For now... his mind was no longer
his.

It was his enemy.
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