
Barely There 

Cars from the highway filter the sun and cast incredible shadows on the trees. Shadows so unnatural that my adrenaline first warns that they are cast by enormous beasts whose growls are drowned  by the humming and the buzzing of the highway. Between the ever-changing dark patches of shadow, bare  branches sparkle, reflecting the fierce setting sun's last stand. Everything now, trees, shadows,sunlight, –it all seems to dance chaotically, creating a sort of visual, symphonic dissonance. 

For a moment my mind is at peace with itself through the serene chaos of nature. The pandemonium in my head dissipates. It's simple really; my thoughts are chaotic, and nature is chaotic; we cancel out each others’ worries. Crunch. Crunch. Crunch. Finally my boots have found the twinkling patches of frozen grass that lead to my cabin. I'm getting so close that I can detect its scent of cedar and simmering venison through the smell of cold earth, decaying leaves, and stagnant puddles. When I left--when did I leave?-- I left pine burning in my fire so the black smoke would guide me home. I am looking forward to the warmth and a steamy bowl of venison stew.

Few like me have the luxury of looking forward to something. Like me. Like the wretched homeless women and men who wait outside bars and clubs to tug on the accessible guilt of inebriated college girls. Homeless like those who’s angry childhoods attacked their futures in their infancy , the dark souls who sit at the edge of public places while the rain erodes their skin. There are too many people surrounding the homeless. I've traded people for trees that guard my sanctuary, standing tall and indignant against my dead mother and her dead, dead, demons. Together trees shield my cabin from nocturnal ghosts who slither from the city to raid my subconscious for bruises or cracks. 

At last. I have reached my cabin. I built the entrance on my northwest wall so when I open the thick cedar door I see the fireplace and my bed to my right and the cabinet that guards my food to my left.  The jagged strobe inside comes from fire. I have no windows, only candles in sconces affixed to the walls. The fire is stabbing at the air from the southeast corner, still heating my dinner. A deer-pelt rug covers most of the cedar floor. 

Before I eat, I sprinkle salt around my room to ward off anxieties; they are a gateway for evil. The serpent twilight slowly devours the dying sun until the last shard of light sighs into blackness.The waves of cold  flood me with dark before my mind can attempt lucidity. Apparitions of horrible, unthinkable scenarios torment my eyes. There's a throaty murmur from the shadows that crescendos as the shadows crawl together to form nightmarish silhouettes that show me scenes from my mother's death--the horror on her face, blood, screams, everything. It all starts with a black movement in the corner and a voice that seems to float in the air . . . hello? 
