Breathe Me

Folke Sphenstein
May 7, 2006

Breath in, breath out. There's a rhythm to this. Never, never, I'll never do it again. I promised. I promised everyone until the weight of my fucking broken promises was too fucking much, until I broke, until blood ran down my arms and I realized I had done it again.

I knew when I did it. I knew when they couldn't go down fast enough, when half the bottle disappeared. When a few fell to the floor. When they began to dissolve bitterly in my throat. I knew, as surely as I felt the release coming on, the darkness obscuring the corners of my vision, that I would come back again. I knew the flashbacks, the guilt, the fear would all come back. Like sex in a broken relationship, the release was a temporary plunge into feeling normal. It would all come back.

I can hear how she moves when she's downstairs. A bottle smashes against the floor, she stumbles over a chair on her way to the bathroom, she retches into the toilet.  


He left again last week. Last week it was broken ribs. Fell down the stairs, I'll tell them. What about the burns? I put an ice cube over salt on my skin. No, no. That would be crazy. Just a little burn from the stove, just a little accident. Soon she'll come up looking for me. 

... And maybe this time she'll find me. Maybe she'll see the blood pooling on the floor and she'll smile. At least her work would be done for her.

The thought of death excites me. Ha ha. Isn't that funny? God, I'm fucking crazy, come take me, pull me back before I follow this too far.


No one's coming. 

I'm so weak. So pathetic. People deal with this, and worse, every goddamn day. So my dad leaves, keeping us on this emotional fucking roller coaster. So my mom beats me. I hurt myself and I hurt everyone around me. I'm a weak, pathetic piece of scum.

I can feel it now. I hunger for it. Just the anticipation brings release. My warm blood flows. My face burns. The cool blade is in my fingers. My hand is steady. A clash of cold on hot, a jagged scraping. A little deeper. I lean back, the pleasure overtakes me. Ha ha. Like sex again. Breathe out. I feel better. 

I won't hurt myself anymore. I won't hurt her anymore. God, I know I've hurt her. How can I say that I love her as much as I can love – it's just that I can't love? How can I tell her that the last image in my mind will be her face, her smile holding me captive when I am set  free? How can I tell her that I'm so, so sorry .... 

Never, never. I'll never do it again. I won't be here to ever do it again.

Saturday, May 7, 2006

He's not answering the phone and I should probably call someone. 

Why should I fucking care anymore? I just want to forget that there was ever anything between us.  


Just yesterday there wasn't anything between us. 

You were pressed against me as though we still loved each other. But somehow, it was different. Breathe in, breathe out in frantic rhythm. There was no passion, no tenderness. At the height of your frenzy, a little gasp escaped you, and then I understood. I was just another way to get some release, I was just another blade. I could see the marks on your skin. Some raised, those were a few days ago, last week, last month. Some fresh. You winced when my skin would brush past them.

Damn. Why did I let myself do that? I could make myself believe it was like before. Before I found you on the floor lying in your own vomit, before you went to her because she's been through it too, before you cut me out of your fucking life and forced me to watch while you slowly faded away, left me to guess when you wouldn't show up in school for a few days. Is that you caring? God, I should hate you. Instead I hate myself.

I should call someone. I should call her. You'll answer if it's her.

My arm itches. Impulse tells me that smashing my fist through the window would make a satisfying crash. I'm tired of being there for you only when you want me. Only when your self-loathing hasn't taken complete control, only when you can feel some remorse for what you're doing to the people around you. I'm tired of believing that you're entirely the victim, tired of treading carefully around your emotions so you don't go and off yourself in the bathroom. I'm sick and fucking tired of seeing you with her.

Does that make me selfish? Could I possibly be anymore goddamn accommodating than I am now? Should I just step out of the way and let you slice open your veins and swallow a bottle of sleeping pills and just forget about the life when we cared about each other?

In my other life, it's the weekend. The one before AP Exams. The one before State Solo & Ensemble. I should be focusing. There's a month until graduation. I should be out with friends, savoring the time we have left. 

Instead I'm sitting here with a gun, and my last words will be a pointless recollection to you. How did it ever come to this? 

We got Senior Banquet tickets together, remember? We were voted “Most Likely to Stay Together.”And then you went with her, with the tickets we bought together, while I stayed home. You treat me like shit and I still care. God, how pathetic. 

But tonight, I'm done with you. I'm done with caring. I'm done with feeling. I don't want to remember you when I do it. But all I can feel is your arms around me the first time we danced together, your skin against mine the first time we lay together, your lips on my ear the first time you whispered that you loved me. Oh, breathe me into you, fold me into those memories, that's all of you I want to remember when the shot goes off ... 

