Catharsis

The computer whirred to life as the man pressed the corresponding buttons on his laptop.  The speakers blared out the first song on the playlist.  The man slumped back onto his bed as he let the lyrics wash over him.  He was in the process of self-catharsis.


He had locked the door to his room and closed the lights.  To the outside world, it seemed like he was sleeping.  To himself, he had never felt more awake.  He felt the firmness of the bed as he sat on it.  His toes curled over and slightly clenched the blue fabric of his covers.  His fingers brushed over his coarseness of his jeans.  He brought his knees to his head and draped his arms over them.  His hair felt the soft breeze of the open window.  His ears caught snatches of the song.

“I keep telling myself, I’m not the desperate type.

But you’ve got me looking in through blinds

Sitting out dances on the wall

Trying to forget everything that isn’t you.”


His mind remembered why he was pretending to sleep, unfortunately.  His thoughts drifted back to her, and he felt unbearable pain.  He clutched the fleece that he was wearing.  The tears came.  He couldn’t stop him.  He bitterly recalled the feeling of her head on his shoulder, the curve of her eyebrows, the shape of her smile, the pert shape of her nose, the deepness of her eyes.  Almost in the same instant, he thought of her boyfriend – the man that he admired, respected, loved.  The man that he knew he could not betray.


Then the hatred came, the self-loathing.  Why did he have to fall for her?  Why did it have to hurt so much?  Why was the pain so unbearable?  His mouth tasted the saltiness of his tears as they found their way onto his tongue.  Why wasn’t he stronger?  Why couldn’t he contain himself?  Why couldn’t he stop the tears?  The man desperately wished that his roommate didn’t walk in.

What a stupid thought, he realized, and he began to berate himself again.  The moments that he shared with her made him feel so energized, so unbearably happy.  His friends told him that he never stopped smiling around her.  He told them they were fools for he already knew that.  He admired her, respected her, loved her.  He didn’t need anyone to tell him that.  He was well aware that the happiest he was was when he saw her for a split second.  The hellos that they exchanged on the street as they passed each other made him float all the way up to cloud nine.  The snatches of her perfume that he was smelled were enough to make him euphoric.

He paused his reverie.  His mind realized that the song changed.  Something new blared out of his speakers.  He sought to recognize it.


“I’m all out of faith.


This is how I feel.


I’m cold and I’m ashamed.


Illusion never changed


Into something real.


I’m wide awake and I can see


The perfect sky is torn.”


He was cold, he realized.  He covered himself with a nearby blanket.  He loved him.  He loved her.  He was out of options.  As perfect as everything was with her, he couldn’t have her.  She was already happy with another, and he couldn’t do anything about that.  Except for one thing.  Be happy that she was happy.  Could he do that?  Could he do such a noble thing?  Could he love from afar?


The song changed again.  His mind sought to recognize it.


“Last call for societal knockdowns.


Measure my endeavors loosely based on someone else’s song.


Melodrama and a battle of wine.


Yeah, here’s to self-expression.


Here’s to everyone that’s dead.


Bring back the days that fell behind.


I’m all wasted conversations


In the corner of an empty room.


So don’t ask me out.


Don’t make me try.


‘Cause I don’t want to


I don’t want to let you down.”


Could he love from afar?  He had to.  He didn’t want to let her down.

