Walking Away

Standing here at the car wash, a month before school begins, and all I can think is:

It’s coming back.

That same evil beast that comes again and again.  Always relentless.  Always now.  It is the end of the summer.  It drove my last girlfriend to madness.  And it killed the two before that.  This time I am lucky.  With only myself, no significant other, it is only me that will be raped this time.

I can live with that

I always have.  Not that I haven’t dreamed of stopping it.  Sometimes my mind drags out fantasies.  Maybe I’ll shoot the black beast in the head with a big ‘ol .45.  Or drop it off a building somewhere.  Or perhaps just walk it out into traffic.  Ultimately, though, that means the beast wins.  It takes me, and then mind fucks a few others as well.

This time it will just get me.  Probably.

I can feel it watching me.  It knows I was having fun.  It can tell when it needs to strike.  This time I see it though.  I never looked at it before.  The machinations within its skull are visible.  They creep out in the way it slithers.  The way it stalks me.

I can’t let it get my friends.

It eats those close to me as surely as it devours me.  The sick pleasure it derives from the destruction of these lives is enough to make an east London punk vomit.  It will get me.  I can save my friends.

I can walk away from them.

It is the beast that won’t walk away.

It will make me walk away one day.  Like Hemmingway.  He walked away.

With a shotgun.

