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Ups and Downs, Glass

          I sat on the floor of the porch of my apartment. With the 3 a.m. August moonlight gazing upon me like a disapproving parent, nervously I opened my new “gift” to experience. The contents of this gift were in a large yellow envelope. A 4 inch translucent thin blown out glass smoking pipe, a green torch lighter, a small clear cigarette baggy full of a white crystallized powder, and a small portion of a straw slipped from the envelope onto my lap. The ends of the straw were cut into a slant so I would be able to scoop the powder without my skin touching the man made substance. 

             I pulled my legs up to balance the pipe between my knees; I scooped the powder into the pipe. Its dust filled my space and burned my nose with my carelessness. An image flashed through my mind; I was digging a crystallized grave in a white, smoke misted cemetery, with rows of cracked unnamed, tombstones with each scoop.  My thoughts focused as I flicked the lighter; the yellow- red flame illuminated my tiny corner that was surrounded by the night’s bitter darkness.  As the flame started to engulf the glass pipe, the substance turned from the thick powdery rocks to this transparent glass lake inside the tiny bowl. Knowing the street name of this methamphetamine, “glass,” the name fit ironically too well. This was the start of my frantic climb up and spiral down from this potent drug.
             I felt the pipe between my lips; the tip was cold but smooth. I rolled the stem of the pipe between my fingers to keep the flame from burning the fragile liquid. The smoky cloud filled my throat with a harsh, jagged heat. Inch by inch it pricked and scratched until my lungs were filled.  Then my lungs contracted as it was desperately tried to battle the smoke for oxygen. My mind divided into two: one side filled with the calming, tranquil serenity it was enduring;  the other side like a locked up child in an entrance- less room banging the walls, trying to tell me to stop as the smoke of this imaginary fire started to consume her.
            Then the white majestic smoke poured out of my mouth into the clear night sky.  Again and again I filled my lungs and polluted my mind with elusive thoughts of calmness and life. As the pipe empted, the sudden alertness filled my body like a bolt of lightning surging through a power line.  All the noises of this night muted in my ears, and not even the content sound of my heart beat was heard. Then I sprang from the ground and dashed faster than light into my apartment. 
           I scrubbed my apartment from top to bottom and what felt like days of cleaning were merely hours. As I stood at the sink in my petite kitchen, I started to hand dry a long slender drinking glass. Then as I reached to place the glass into the sandy wooden cabinet, a horrific pain struck me in the chest. Stumbling, I gasped for breath.  I heard my heart beating. But it was not beating like normal; it was quick as a humming bird but hard like the pounding of a bass drum. My apartment started to spin as the colors of greens, reds, yellows, browns, and whites all began to mesh together in an abstract blur.  I clutched my chest and flung the empty glass into the wall. It shattered as it bashed into the white stucco wall. The pieces filled the black and white tiled floor, and the florescent lights above turned the shards into tiny prisms of light.  Staggering backwards onto the carpeted dining room the images of glass danced and swayed on the floor with the butt of the glass being the center of this masquerade of images. I panicked when the floor twisted and turned like a giant kaleidoscope.  
          My body suddenly weakened, and I fell to the harsh brown carpeted floor. The fall felt like forever in this fiery pit of loneliness, agony, and despair. The scorching winds singe my skin as I hit the ground. My body convulsed with the burning pain, and then my mind started to drift as the words from my body said it was dieing and alone. Those thoughts ran franticly across my mind as I laid stiff like a corpse. A fragile noise started to protrude from my mouth in a raspy, cracked, low- pitched scream as the pain engulfed me. I panicked as I felt every muscle in my body deteriorated beneath my skin. Every thread that was woven on my bones crumbled like ashes and dust trying to escape my mortal flesh.

            The heat left me just as fast as it came, and then the murderous cold suddenly filled my bones.  From the inside out they felt fragile and hollow. To lift my arm off my chest took as much effort as lifting an 80lb. safe. Struggling to turn to my side, the numbness tingled through my hands then into my long pale fingers. I looked at my hands to see if they were still attached, they were there but felt and looked very strange. A glassy aura of light pinks and whites surrounded my hands.  I could feel each individual finger, but it was nothing like when I felt the warm blood pumping through them. I remembered vaguely how nimble and alive they were. In the midst of this terrifying dilution my hands felt like delicate, lifeless glass sculptures. My mind tricked me into thinking if I touched anything they would shatter like the glass crumbled on the floor. The thumping beat of my heart made me shake, as I felt the blood ready to burst from the veins in my body. Louder and harder it pounded in my ears and chest. I closed my eyes not wanting to see the bloody mess that seemed to be taunting me. 
        Then there was silence.  Darkness filled my sight as I waited to see if I was dead or alive. Wondering what was going to happen or is this still apart of the morbid illusion the drug gave me. In the distance I heard a faint soft beat. It started to grow louder, not faster, just louder. Warmth surrounded me like a blanket.  Suddenly I realized this warmth was coming from my calm sweet heart, taping a soft sultry beat. This steady rhythm reminded me that I was alive.  My eyes strained to open as the glaring light blinded me.
           My body felt battered and bruised, like I was jarred around in a car crash. As I pulled myself up to my feet, I hobbled my way to the bathroom. The room was spotless clean but bare. Then I turned and saw a woman I have never seen before in the mirror before me. She had the same silk blue pajamas I had on from the night before, but there were scratches and rips streaked through the fabric. It looked like a dog tried to ripe through me with its claws and teeth. When I looked at my face I did not see the 19 year old girl I had known. An old woman stood there staring at me incredibly beaten and tired. My head was a living moving skull. My eyes were sunken into the sockets, and my sultry hazel eyes were not the bright spirited ones that everyone complimented me on. Black bags clung to my once youthful lower lashes. As I moved my eyes lower I saw my cheeks were pits of blotchy white flesh sunken in like craters on the moon’s pale surface. Then a gasp rose from my lips as I saw the black and green blisters corroding my lips, mouth, and chin. I touched a piece of my flesh; it flaked away leaving hideous bloody black sore.  The woman before me was disgusting. My memories echoed back to the early hell I placed myself in. I shudder at the demons that were left behind in my head, and the blackness that corroded my soul. This chaotic warfare I struggled with is a memory that I will never forget nor never engage in again.
