My Dark Beginning
Who do you talk to when there’s no one around?  How do you explain sadness to a wall, or loneliness to a picture?  How do you make people understand the feeling of being abandoned? Of being lost?  How do you explain to people that you’re drowning inside yourself and you don’t understand why?  How can you be surrounded by people and still be so completely alone?

How do you tell people you want to die, and leave you body, and leave your fears behind?

People don’t believe you.  They don’t understand that it is a comfort, that it is the only thing you can count on and be sure of.  They can’t understand its beauty.  They won’t understand that you feel it under your fingertips, dance with it, caress it, hold it, kiss it slowly and softly.  They pretend that you don’t make love to it every moment you’re awake and sleep with it still inside you, inside your head at night.

They expect that you’ll ignore it, while it whispers secrets in your ear, seducing you. They encourage you to fear it, and hate it, but they don’t see its perfect calm.  They cannot feel what I feel.
I need the nothingness to penetrate me, to fill me with a certainty that I am lacking.  Its tongue will burn my flesh.  Its teeth will tear my flesh.  It will push into my desires and fears.  I will be thrust past screaming and loneliness, anger and exhaustion into sweet, perfect, oblivion. 
