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Cracked

Cracked
                At this point, I don’t care if it's blood or if it’s tears, my face is just red and wet. I slide, despondently,
mentally unable to continue holding myself up, down the most cracked and textured bathroom wall. Though I’m on
the floor, I still see my reflection in the mirror, looking at me, drained, broken, pleading, weak and just plain ugly.
Ugly in its most definitive form: “very unattractive or unpleasant to look at; offensive to the sense of beauty;
displeasing in appearance.”
                 I am displeased in every little chunk that I can carve off of me, in every word I speak, in every
endeavor, whether it be avoiding the inevitable demolition of any one else's joy or just standing. My reflection
recognizes this, those yearning bleary eyes telling me exactly what I have always deserved. I can also see in the
mirror that isn’t there, I am spineless and I dig my nails more furiously into my fleshy scalp. I don’t want this skin, it
wants to come off and I am scratching at it, yanking around. I am being electrocuted on these tiles. I roll around and
scream as my back arches, slamming my head against the wall and onto the floor. It won’t stop and everything is
twitching and straining, but my chest hurts more than anything. It's being punctured and ripped apart like someone is
preparing it for dinner, every knead releases fire and I crave to get it out. I slam my head and bite my arms, but it's
always still there. 
                This pain is my lesson, torture, its what I deserve. My violent touch is all I should ever have in this
decay. A room where calling it as such would be generous. Everything is cracked, the walls have holes, the faucet
has snapped, the cupboards are splintered, the paint is scratched and I’m not going to move. I have plugged into the
floor and it is powering my memories, making them more vigorous and lucid. Making me live in the moments where I
never wanted to in the first place. The light, from my old classrooms, from dinner spots, from conference rooms, of
which I know no other details, but the titles I’d given them and the misery I know I felt there, drive nails through my
chest and guts before the rules of those remembrances allow. It is consuming me, yet I ache to be eaten until there is
a sound humming dully in my ears. At first, nothing but an incidental overture, then it's as harsh as the ring of my
alarm clock, jerking me awake like a bucket of ice water dumped over my head. I see my phone is going off, barely
echoing, balancing on the edge of the wood around the broken sink. I lift my hand, feeling it drag and shake in the
air, to grasp the soft metal, like my fingers are feathers. It’s vibrating nicely in my palm, but I hold it backwards
because I don’t want to see my own face. Someone is calling me and I am getting cold now. I tap the green button
and hear a voice.
                “Hey, are you ok?” she asks me and It’s so quiet and small.
                Silence follows her question, caressing the atmosphere until it’s silky. Warm, like soft hands and lips and
tears spilling quietly down my face. The words are queer and foreighn. They rattle around my head, taking their time
being translated into a different language so I can understand.
                I hold the phone up to my mouth, feeling closer to her muffled, staticky voice so I can breathe in all the
air in the room, only just to whisper to her small soft words, but I can feel the volts pulsing avidly inside my veins.  I
manage,“No,” and then nothing else, but the miserable sobs of a young fragmentary man shooting out like lightning.
Cold tears that cut my cheeks like a blizzard wind shatter me.
 


