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	Lurching towards the door, I threw it open and ran from the house that I was so unfortunate to call my home, with my mother’s angry voice bellowing out after me. Her voice was a deafening thunder in that tiny house, empowered by rage and resentment, but sickeningly tainted with alcohol that lingered on her breath and choked her words with a shrill rasp. Every word, every torturous, hateful comment she spoke to me burrowed its way into the depths of my own soul. Insulting my entire being with horrific affronts, I sometimes hated myself more than I did her for letting them get to me. For letting the tears reach the brim of my eyes and allowing her to witness it. I hated it.
	As I ran further away from the house, letting the adrenalin fuel my every desperate stride forward, her voice gradually faded into a mere echo in the distance. It became simply an undertone of my footsteps. The endless, rapping of my footsteps that kept in sync with the rapid beating of my heart till the high subsided and renounced itself to pain. I ran till the burning sensation that originated from the soles of my feet had wrapped itself around my calves, climbed up my thighs, twisted my stomach in a painful contraction, and grasped my lungs in its firm hold. Finally collapsing to the ground, I remained there, on my hands and knees, gasping for breath in deep, agonizing convulsions. My head was swarming with so many thoughts, I hadn’t even noticed that I’d disconnected myself from my senses. Once my heart calmed and my breathing slowed to a more natural pace, I opened my eyes into narrow slits, as if afraid the nightmare I had just run away from had followed me to continue in its delighted torment. Lingering tears blurred my vision and I quickly blinked them away. 
	The moment I opened my eyes, my senses came flooding back to me in an overwhelming rush. It was as if they were trying to make up for that short time in which I had been so wrapped up in my own thoughts that every other aspect seemed only to be a dull drone in the humane consciousness of my mind that I’d rejected in order to find some sort of relief from the pain. I now noticed the dead grass prodding into my fingertips and the palms of my hands, the faint bitter taste of blood in my mouth, the sound of silence that hung thick in the air. In response to the continuance of quiet after my waiting for some immeasurable period of time, I finally lifted my head to get a sense of where my body had taken me while it had been disengaged from my mind.
	A number of various stones, in a diverse assortment of shapes and sizes, littered the ground around me. A short distance away from me I could see a small, dilapidated fence that encompassed the area. I soon found that I had unknowingly strayed into an old cemetery. I’d noticed it before, being as close to home as it was, but never had I come so close as to breathe in the scent of such antiquity that emanated from the brittle, dusty stones that inhabited it. The atmosphere seemed different here, in this derelict graveyard of forgotten bones. A sense of calm, but not peace, encompassed me like a blanket, soaked in a deathly silence that arrested the attention of every nerve in my body. And yet, it was relief. A much welcomed and accepted liberation from the unbearable distress that constricted me to breaking point nearly every time I was at home. The headstones were unhealthily aged and had obviously been left unattended for decades. One resided directly in front of me. An unattractive, simple rounded slab of rock that pertained no originality or uniqueness from the rest, but I somehow felt it held a source of importance. I felt drawn to it, in a purely inexplicable way that could not be construed as anything but insanity. Still, I didn’t care. In consequence of the abrasions on my feet, I crawled, slowly edging closer to the brink of the tombstone. The engraved writing had withered away with the years and was nearly completely illegible to my eyes. Long cracks routed up along the sides, branching off into a million tiny fractures. With the very tips of my fingers, I touched the base of the deserted memorial, very tenderly and cautiously so as not to worsen its already pathetically feeble state.
	In a strange way, I felt that I could associate myself with this place. We were harboring the same burdens, suffering the same hardships. And at that thought, I recalled my drunken, abusive mother and neglectful family I knew I would sometime have to return to. The invincible depression that would always weigh down my every hope or cheerful thought.
	My eyes strayed back down to the ground, my sight dropping to the lifeless earth beneath me that contained the corpse of someone who could rest. Someone who was at peace, away from the troubles of reality and the world above ground. Someone who could not be hurt by the harsh words of others or the physical violence that I myself was sometimes forced to submit to. Now, a new feeling welled up from within my chest. It was a somewhat foreign feeling I hadn’t quite been introduced to in my time of life. I pressed my hand down into the grass, letting the base of my palm dig into the cold dirt. “I envy you.” The words crept hesitantly from my lips as if it were a sin to say such a thing, but the truth in my voice was undeniably evident. So, in defiance of a force that I didn’t understand, and refused to succumb to, I repeated, “I envy you.”



	Lying, lying, lying in the hollow emptiness of dark, and never receiving an ounce of rest. It would be maddening to anyone who was not so conditioned for such circumstances. But we were made for this. Creatures of no descent, who had no right remaining in the world of the living, and who were forced to do exactly that. I was utterly alone in my world of despair and nothingness. But I wasn’t alone. I knew there were others like me, not a dozen feet away from my exact position. I could hear them sometimes. But I derived no comfort in knowing this. I am alone.
	Lying, lying, lying in the middle of the crossroads, unable to see, unable to hear, unable to feel. I retained nothing of the former ‘me’ that I knew once was. But… sometimes, I could catch a glimpse, a fleeting flash of a moment that could last a century and still not be enough. A very small prick of an old wound that had never healed. I had resided in this dark oblivion for so long, though there was no way of knowing just how long, for I had forgotten how to measure time. It was not an easy task, and so I clung to every sparing moment that would reveal a fraction of a memory to me when it came. I remembered brutality, hatred, despair, hopelessness, loss. I remembered ungenerous hands reaching out for me only in seeking harm for reasons I could not comprehend. These were people that I wanted to be able to trust, that I wanted to be able to depend on, that I wanted to love me. I remembered trying to run from it, but they always caught up with me, and hopelessness would always find a way to nestle back into my heart. Most of all, I remembered pain.
	And I clung to these emotions and spiteful remnants of a past life because… because I have been dwelling in this black cell that acts as a prison, never allowing me to venture out and seek something to want, for so long that I’ve forgotten the meaning of words, the feeling of touch, and the thoughts that I once hid from. And even in all this remembrance of such terrible pasts that I once thought was going to destroy me, I find myself longing for them. I do not breathe, and still I miss struggling for my every taken breath. I do not speak, and still I miss being at a loss for words. I do not think, and still I miss wishing that I could not.
	I simply want to feel something.
	In my pondering, I sensed another form nearby. A source of disturbance reached me that told me whatever it was, it was above me, trying to tell me something. Air compressed down on me in a constricting wave, though I could not feel it in the typical sense of the way. A voice finally reached me. I was unable to hear it, but I knew what it was saying. I could have mistaken it for my own voice, for it was sounding my exact desires. I had to remind myself that I had no voice of my own, not anymore. So, with a voice that I did not have, I spoke to the creature trying to reach me. “I envy you,” I whispered in an unheard echo. “I envy you.”

