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In the dark

I’m so tired, sitting here in this dank cell, listening to the leaky faucet just outside my door. The bars in my puny 12x12 window cast a strange shadow on the floor. It was fascinating to watch the constant strobe of light that made the darkness flicker and twist like the intimate dance of an African woman. I had little else to look at, my square cell was nothing but cement and a tiny drain set in the center of the floor. I know it’s the center because I once measured it, from each wall, even the ceiling. One side is slightly slanted too; I use to watch blood slowly eke its way across the floor, running in the tiny groove caused by the uneven leveling of that one wall. I could see myself in the blood sometimes, before I bled dry of course, I saw myself and I knew who I was, back then, now I don’t.

 I know my hair is brown, sometimes it gets caught in my eyes, and I know the center is black, natural, not dyed. Sometimes I would even let myself see more, see my shame, two wolf ears where my perfect human ones should be, one scarlet and one gold eye. One for the pain I’ve suffered and one for the light I could never bring. I didn’t have much to do in here, I sat and watched the shadows dance, remembering once when I was free to dance my own dance, instead of here, inside this tiny little cell, in this tiny little hallway, surrounded by tiny little cells exactly like mine.

 I remember once, when I was out there, taking advantage of my life, wishing for my death, never knowing how bad death would be, I remember seeing a movie. It was a funny movie, I laughed at it, because people died, they leapt off a pier into the ocean. But that’s not what I truly remember, what has sunk into my brain, what has gnawed at the roots of my soul is what they said in the movie. They said that hell was repetition. I laughed then, because we all know hell doesn’t exist, that there is no god, no heaven, no hell, no Satan, no good, no bad, no nothing.

 I was stupid, stupid and alive. God how I wish I could be stupid and alive again, the chance to make mistakes, to run just to run, to abuse my body and not care. Because now I know how true that movie was, hell is repetition. Everyday I wake up in a corner of my tiny little cell, staring at the dancing African women, with the leaky faucet drumbeat and a chorus of screams. 

I forgot to mention the screams, and that was silly of me, because they are very important. I listen to them a lot, and wonder what it was like to scream; it’s slipped my mind after these long years of sitting and watching the shadows dance. They begin every day at three o’clock. Of course, I could be wrong, there’s no time frame here. A minute for you is an agonizing hour for me, but I reckon it’s about three o’clock when the screams start. It doesn’t matter whether it’s three in the morning, or three in the evening, because in hell there is no sun. It’s always night here, night with its obnoxious crickets, sweet grass air and cold moon. 

Eyes watch you in the dark, I know, I use to be a pair of those eyes, watching, waiting, wanting. But that has nothing to do with the screams. It’s a song really, I listened to them once, and I wrote down the notes in my own blood. I wished for ink but I had none, so I cut my arm to write the notes on the burning glacier at my feet They rise in pitch, they have their own tempo, but most importantly, the African women dance to the screams with the leaky faucet drumbeat. It’s because of these screams that I can see the beautiful dance at all. Without the noise, without the knowledge that someone, somewhere, outside, was still in pain, I wouldn’t be able to thrive off such an obscene beauty as the naked women twisting and moaning on my cell floor. 

I could remember twisting and moaning, when I had passion, but it was never really passion, I know now I was only punishing myself, because I could not understand human feeling. Sometimes I throw myself against the walls of my cell until my skull breaks and my brain is jostled, so I can forget for a time, forget that I have a tail, and the two wolf ears and my eyes, evil and goodness, separate, never whole. I could’ve been something; I could’ve been a great werewolf, except my blood was always tainted.  I think that’s why I eat my own, I want to take their blood, their bodies, I want to be perfect, to cover up the tails and ears and eyes. That’s why I hurt him...I knew I was trying to steal his innocence away; anger was the only thing I could feel for him. 

I tore his body to shreds, looking for what made him so perfect, why the fates chose him to be one of the lucky werewolves, not a monster that couldn’t live a day without drugs, or a night without human flesh. I never found it; I never found what was inside him that made him so wonderful, so I took it from him. I robbed him of his sanity. He loved me, and I hated him, I still hate him. I hate him just as much as I hate myself, even now, as I watched the beautiful African dances, I still hate myself, what I am, what I became. I could’ve been something; I could’ve been perfect.


I guess something was different today, because I felt different, not sullen or vengeful, I felt motivated. I felt well and strong again, strong enough to stand and step forward into the dance with the African women. I didn’t stop the play with them, because I didn’t want to dance, the cold cement burning the souls of my feet. I didn’t really want to look out my 12x12 window, to put my hands on the slick bars and remember how I had thrown myself headfirst at the false freedom, cracking my skull wide open and tearing half my face off. I did it anyway, pushing my face against the red steel and looking out into the tiny hallway, ringed by equally tiny cells, all like mine. 

I saw him there, walking down the hallway, huge against such a painted backdrop. My lips moved without thinking, I spoke for the first time in centuries. I felt stupid and alive again. This man brought my mortality back, and that man had a name.





“...Cyanide...”

