July 7th


“I'm a man,” I murmur while the mirror is staring at me, pity barely visible in the sharp, smooth surface of the glass, still bathed in the warm light of dawn. It has way too much sympathy in it to tell me it thinks otherwise, though not a single person around me has ever had any trouble with mocking and looking and talking and downright bullying, and that goes on until I meekly turn to go away. 


Perhaps after me there always comes another human being who gets their own, personalized introduction to the fun of being on the receiving side of intense verbal torture. Perhaps sometimes, they are just like me.

August 14th


I want her so much I feel it's going to burn me.


When we first met, I took a deep breath (a miracle: I remembered to breathe), and perhaps in that one breath a supernova shot out of her gaze to land in my lungs, so that they can never really fill with air when we're close.


So every day we meet I swear I'm going to tell her, but I don't. And every day, while I'm trying to form a coherent thought in my head, while my lungs can't be bothered to function and my head is light (star-light, I'd say, were I a master of puns), she smiles at me with warmth in her eyes, but I can't take any more warmth!, so I give up and smile back at her.


There are no butterflies in my stomach; there is only a single star, ending its life in sharp,  bright outbursts of agony.

August 24th


Red hadn't meant love until she put it on her lips, and it hadn't meant pain until she told me I should, too.

September 3rd


I'd always thought dying was the one-time labour you need to go through so that you can achieve peace; that it is the worst thing to go through to meet the final reward. Oh, I was so wrong.


Dying was actually the kindest thing that happened to me on the day of August 31st, and perhaps the kindest that has ever happened in my life. After the eighty-second kick, my eyelids finally shuttered my eyes, just a second earlier wide open and exposed, irises blown with adrenaline; with the eighty-fourth my limbs went numb, and with the ninety-first I smiled as my head decided to retire. The last thing I remember was the sharp taste overflowing my senses, and oh, red means blood, too.


No, the worst labour is coming back to life, and if anyone knew what it takes, they wouldn't ever mention the idea of resurrecting even a single being in the history of the world. It's not even that it hurts, because it obviously does; just imagine entering a cosy room with a calming interior consisting of your favourite colours – and it seems like home, and then just before you sit – being suddenly pulled out without explanation. By ears and eyelashes and all the most fragile parts of your body, with claws ripping it all out. That is not a good comparison, because there was obviously no cosy room, just nothingness – yet being pulled out hurt just the same.


I think the supernova might have left along with my consciousness.

September 16th


Here I am, back from the dead. Hello, Jason, hello, Alice, how has your week been? Yes, I'm fine. No, I can walk by myself. Yes, it's okay. Please don't stare at me like I'm a ghost, or else I'm going to pick up a knife and you'll see it falling right through my hands.


She's here, and perhaps the dying star is dying in me still, not having succeeded in struggling its way out of my body. At least now I know how it feels.

September 20th


The star isn't the only one who wants to escape my body.

September 29th


The mirror stares at me in disbelief, and I can almost hear the “what have you done!” waiting on its lips to be said; but it has no lips, so it simply watches me as I retreat into my room, steps small and unsure. While I master the strength of mind, my body weakens until it turns into ashes, and I don't mind the sacrifice. 


The supernova is silent, perhaps focused on burning its remains and passing its flames on to my very soul. The ache gets quieter each time the tip of my finger calmingly strokes the back of my throat. 

October 3rd


I am officially eighteen. I am an adult.


...what?

October 7th


Today the mirror stares at me differently, as if something shifted, but I am not sure what: the fact that I'm getting weaker and thinner is something we both have got used to, but it still looks at me in a way I'm not familiar with and that confuses me.


Maybe it's the fact that my curse of the second week of each month has vanished and isn't about to come back any time soon. That doesn't make me happier, but it also doesn't make the quarter of each month miserable.


I haven't seen her in days, and red slowly becomes replaced by blue in my head.

October 21st


Anger is boiling deep down inside of me, and I only wonder if that's me or just the supernova; we both are frustrated to get out of the body as soon as we can. As the body gets smaller and smaller, its walls pressing into us and choking us, both I and the star spiral into depths of hot pain.


Maybe the dying I experienced wasn't dying at all, just a quick simulation thereof. Human beings die in many ways, and I wonder if there has ever been a person who tried as many ways of dying as they could, just to wake up again. Someone reckless enough to go to their death; loving life enough to come back to it. Just like lovers in those American chick-flicks.


Why I was brought back, I wouldn't even begin to wonder. The only thing that gives me even a tiny spark of hope and of will to live is red. And red was by my side when everything else left, enclosed in the small space of my soul, trying its hardest to leave the body. But no, it was stopped, and the disappointment was even bigger than the actual sadness of being alive.


But perhaps now, when small, smallest particles of me leave one by one, when consciousness is only a matter of seconds on the bright yellow clock in my room – perhaps now I am dying truly and painfully, as I had expected.

October 23rd


“I'm a man,” I hear my own whisper as the mirror reflects my body, no stare and no commentary of its own. It's just me, now, and the thought is oddly unsettling. I feel uncomfortable under my own stare, yet the way the mirror looked at me seems to have made it all easier; it hadn't seemed like that before it stopped.


I look down and all I see is space. Space fills my stomach and my bones, long ago hollowed out, and space fills my brain; I can't look into my own head, but the very way I feel means only emptiness.


It seems like my angry star brought company along.

November 1st


My leg aches pleasantly while I'm walking home; my heart aches unpleasantly when I notice her waving her hand at me and smiling. There is red on her lips, and my whole vision narrows down to that point, and I just cannot stop looking. 


Then, as my stare still unwaveringly stays focused on red and red only, I say, “I'm a man.” She looks up at me and the red gets swallowed by a frown on her lips, so I catch her stare, and God, does she look concerned. But then her lips open, white teeth peeking out from between, and in a voice close to a whisper she says, “I know.”


My lungs ache, and only after a minute do I realize they feel horribly empty. My breath hitches when I finally fill them in with air and I blink; she smiles at me sadly and kisses me, close-mouthed and delicate, just a small touch of lips. And I am still breathing.


My supernova has finally got home. 

