Catharsis


As the man pressed the corresponding button on his laptop, he was rewarded with a brief crescendo of a whir as his computer came to life.  Slumping back onto his bed, his fingers mechanically sifted through a list of familiar songs.  Pausing briefly, he selected a playlist and settled into a more comfortable position.  As the lyrics entered into his ears, a slight shiver ran through his spine, slowly spreading through his body.  He breathed a sigh of relief.  This was exactly what he needed.


“Last call for societal knockdowns

Measure my endeavors loosely based on someone else’s song

Melodrama and a bottle 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”

He instinctively inched into a nook and pulled the covers all the way up to his eyes.  His eyes adjusted from the glare of his screen to the relative darkness in his room.  “Still too bright,” he groaned to no one in particular, sitting up and flicking the light switch to its “off” setting.

He started to close his eyes before he snapped them open, realization flooding through his body.  Whenever he closed his eyes, he always started thinking – and he hated what happened what he started thinking.  Not wanting that to happen, he instead tried to focus on his ceiling, vainly trying to find something to engage him.  Noticing the paint, he attempted to amuse himself, thinking about how gravity caused miniature white stalactites to form.


It didn’t work.  His mind wandered back to high school and he thought about his life then, with its never-ending feelings of awkwardness and constant fear of social rejection.  “What had I been so scared about?” he whispered softly.  Compared to his life now, he thought, his concerns back then had been so trivial:

Would wearing this make him more popular?  Did it accentuate his physical attributes? Wait, what physical attributes?  Maybe he should go to the gym more . . . Forget that, how was his hair?  Was it the appropriate level of interesting without being off the impression that he tried too hard?  He didn’t want to over-do it.  Would this hairstyle give him the “relaxed but trendy” aura that he so desperately craved?  Would it get the attention of the girl that he crushed on?  Why couldn’t he be more like that guy over there?  After all, at the tender age of sixteen, of course, that guy over there definitely had life figured out . . .

But that’s right, he thought.  He had gotten past that phase in his life, with its nagging doubts, omnipresent gloom, and masochistic angst . . . Hadn’t he?  The ex-teenager was now a college student with worries that replaced his previous fears.  He was far more jaded by life now, far more removed from the quibbling concerns of high-schoolers.  He had goals and dreams and aspirations.  He had a sense of purpose, a raison d’être.  He was beyond the teenage stage of his life, he reasoned to himself.  Momentarily placated, he drifted back to the present, only to notice that a new song was playing.

“You showed me life and lived nothing less

Cause you’re so above me


I’ll take my time; your memory is bliss


The angel above me


When I look at the stars, they shine of your eyes


The sky – it burns so bright with your presence tonight


Yet you’re so above me and I cannot fly


To the angel above me I long to be with.  With . . .”

The young man allowed himself a short sneer of a laugh.  Even now, holed up in his apartment, listening to music in an attempt to “cleanse his soul”, he still couldn’t bring himself to think of her.  The irony of the situation did not escape him: here he was – still willing to extol her virtues to any of his friends that were still willing to listen – and yet he couldn’t bring himself to think of her when he was in the alleged comfort of his own home, preferring reminiscing about yesteryears and lesser problems.

The worst part of this whole situation was that he knew exactly why he acted the way he did: when he was talking about her to his friends, he was reliving each moment that he shared with her.  This way, he could recall every late-night phone call; every lame inside joke; every pointless, wonderful text; every time he got that inexplicable, warm, content feeling in his chest – and, in the process, it made him feel like they were together once again.  He couldn’t help it.  He missed the smell of her shampoo, the feel of her hand in his – even the sound of her steady breathing.  And now that he was alone, he wanted to spend as much time in the past as possible because, in the present, she wasn’t in his life.
“Tonight the headphones will deliver you the words that I can’t say


Tonight I’m writing to you, a million miles away


Tonight is all about ‘I miss you’


Tonight is all about ‘I miss you now’


And I can’t forget your style, your cynicism


Somehow it was like you were the first to listen to everything we said


My smile’s an open wound without you


And my hands are tied to pages inked to bring you back”

A relationship had to work both ways, he thought.  While he had been too scared of committing, she had been the opposite – willing to give this connection they shared a chance to take root and grow.  It was this fear, this irrational fear that he hated the most about himself.  He was scared of the possible pain, the possible joy, but most of all, he was scared about the possibilities.  How easy it would be to just continue living life the way it was now, he mused.  His mind immediately countered, “And how unfilling.”


He couldn’t help it, he reasoned with himself.  He was human after all, and while he thought that he needed to become something mutant, something extraordinary in order to be worthy of her affection, it was here that he made his biggest mistake.  He had found a girl that was willing to accept him for all his faults, all his fears – everything that made him who he was.  She wanted all of it . . . and he responded by brushing her aside.  And now he was left to trying to trudge through the muck of his failure, while she drifted above it, going on with her own life. 


“Far past these roads


There is a place


Where all our precious dreams remain


Some day I know


I’ll find a way


To keep myself from holding on


Stay awake with the sound of my voice


I’m restless from the silence in the air


I want to be somewhere I can see the roads


A place where every time you breathe a wish comes true


I want to be where love is real


And memories of distant days come to life again


Inside this room


Time will stand still as long as


We’re not aware of change


The world outside


Leaves me behind by myself


There’s no mercy for those who hold on”

He paused, stiffening for a split second.  It was true though, he thought.  There was no mercy for those who hold on.  It’s not like she was going to come back if he stayed here and dwelled on his past failure.  

How ironic, he thought.  Here he was, pretending to be an experienced and worldly adult, free from all the quibbling concerns that his former self faced as an adolescent – when, really, all he was doing was covering his previous fears with a new layer of more pressing, immediate concerns.  All he was doing was running away from his past.


He thought back to his yesteryears and forced his mind to relive them, to really relive them.  And what he saw astounded him.  True, he saw an awkward youth, unconfident in anything and everything he did.  But he also saw a youth filled with hope and life.  A youth moving forward with his life, filled with the firm belief that one day, everything would be better – that one day, the puzzle pieces of his life would rearrange themselves into a form that would finally make sense, and it was with this conviction that the youth faced life and took step after step.


Remembering Pandora’s Box and how curiosity had unleashed all the evils in the world, he also remembered how the one thing that had been left inside the box to combat all those evils was hope.  And maybe, he thought, just maybe, it wasn’t that bad of a trade after all.  Humans can’t live without hope.  If there’s no hope for the future, then there’s point in living out life in the present.  With that sentiment in mind, he started dialing the number to her cell phone, each tap of his finger filled with the same conviction that he had as a child.
