“100”

They are the insufferables. They are those who are bled dry of all tears, tears which become only dry monuments to their torture. They are those whose scars are jagged and deep, invisible to the world behind a shield of smiles and humor, scars whose torment hemorrhages through the cracks in that shield. They are those are who are broken, beaten, and showcased for all the world to see as defeated, as symbols to an underside of humanity long forgotten by those of better fortune. They are those who dance with agony and pestilence before the gates of hell under the watchful eyes of a pacified Satan, a group whose horrifically impressive misery is known to few and experienced by fewer. It is they who are imprisoned in a booming darkness they cannot escape, that they cannot understand, and they cannot fight. For every 100 of those people, I hope, there is one who will stand against the tide of darkness for them, one who will carry upon themselves the agony those who cannot stand alone.  One who will stand against that booming darkness bravely and wear those scars etched freshly on their heart. I can only hope that I have found my 100 people. My scars are many, and those of others are many more. My affliction is that of others, those wonderful people who’ve given me so much in life. I am here only to bear their pain-a modern pseudo-Jesus. Don’t stop my bleeding, don’t heal my wounds and scars, don’t dry my tears, and don’t carry the pain for me, because if I stop trying, my 100 people will be left to surrender to their own terrors. They are my insufferables, and they cannot surrender. I cannot surrender. 
