Do angels fly higher in the dark?

Black is my mind when a new day has come

Black are the tears when I cry

Come here and take my hand, join this misery

The fallen angel will set us free.

For My Pain “My Wound is Deeper than Yours”
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Prologue

Why? What happened?

Did you really want this? 

No?

Why couldn’t you?

Did you have a lack of courage or somebody simply made you do that?

Maybe you were looking for a shelter…

And maybe you couldn’t wait anymore.

And I left here - a miserable ghost of the past. 

All of us need some time, we need a true belief.

Don’t go away. 

It’s not the way out!

The exit is somewhere near. You just have to know where to look for it.

You chose a wrong destination. The mistake is in you.

And I

I’m a witness of death. With my hands tied behind my back.

The time goes by quickly and you leave.

You go away into the emptiness and you’ll never return. What are you looking for?

Do you even know? I really doubt that!

Who’ll help us?

Somebody certainly will, we just have to wait.

It’s not so difficult to drown; it’s much more complicated to swim out.

No!

The lie is everywhere. And you can’t master it, because it masters over you. It destroys the shatters of you. And you keep silent. It must be painful. But you don’t feel. You forgot.

You forgot your past, the juvenile dreams of your future. They vanished silently, leaving emptiness, which will never be filled. It rules within your hearts and you don’t contradict.

Do you know who you are? Or you don’t care?

How could you submit that? You don’t even think about that…

Everything is already decided. The stream takes you somewhere with a great speed. But where?

Does it really matter for you?

You can see the light, but it’s only an illusion. There’s nothing there.

You lose your faith and hope, which have been living in your hearts for many years.

And you cannot bring them back.

You can’t stop the time. You can’t rewrite the history, the history of your destinies.

 I’m a blindfolded soul with my hands tied behind my back. I have no where to go… I simply watch the cruelty of this world trying to help someone, but I never managed to do that in a proper way. I’m between heaven and hell. And I don’t really know the reason of being here. 
My life ended in a one moment when someone shot at me and a vicious bullet showed me the way to eternal torments. 

There were lots of people at the cemetery. 

All of them came to say goodbye, though more than a half of them were strangers to me. They never cared about me; they only sucked a life out of me. But there was one familiar figure in the crowd.  He really came to say goodbye… He knew that we’d never meet again. 

The tears were dripping from his beautiful grayish – green eyes. He was the only one who really grieved. 

“I’m not guilty that death has done us apart and I will never be able to say how much I love you”, - I wished he could hear those words.

I looked at a place where he was standing after some time, but he left. 

A silly boy! I know what you’re going to do. But that’s not the way out.      

I saw him standing on a thin windowsill. One step separated him from eternity.

You should have seen his crazy eyes! He didn’t realize what he was doing. 

A tall slim figure vanished in the darkness and only memories remained from him. From a guy I used to love and cared about so much. 

 * “Another night, another demise”, - familiar words came to my mind at once.

Why are we dying? What are we dying for? For love?

They buried him not far away from me. We’ll never meet again. It’s over.  

· Hey! Who are you? I haven’t seen you here before… - I heard a tuneful girlish voice calling me.

· I’m… Well… I kinda stuck here… And I don’t really know what to do, - I replied after some time.

· I see. So you don’t have any mission, do you? 

· What are you talking about?

· Okay, okay, you may join me if you want. And I’ll show you something.

We flied high above the clouds: I and my twin – soul (if it’s possible to call her that way). She was a little suicider. She decided to leave the cruelty of this fuzzy world… Well, I don’t really know the reason.

I just feel that we have something in common.

- I lived in a small town, where everybody knew each other, - she started talking after some time, - I loved one guy very much. And though he was much older than me, we had a kinda… CONNECTION! That’s the way I call it, - and she smiled with a bitter smile.

· I loved him more than my life. Well, it’s not just words as you can see, - she continued. 

· But all the people in my town thought that we were a kind of a freak couple. They couldn’t realize what He found in me! They envied! And then… There was a car accident and he died. Without saying goodbye. I suffered and all of them teased me. They laughed at my sorrow, they despised me. And I thought: “Why should I live here among all those heartless creatures if I can join him in death?” 

· The razor blade helped me to find the way out… But …oops! ... A misfortune again! Sometimes it feels like I’m cursed… So now I’m waiting for the Final verdict from above…  They don’t accept the suiciders, you know…

· My story is rather simple in comparison to yours. I was shot. And I don’t even know why and by whom! We were returning home late at night and some robbers approached us. They had guns. Maybe I did something wrong, I started running and they shot at my back. The most awful thing is when somebody hits from behind! And my guy… Poor… He couldn’t bear my demise. He jumped out of the window. And I saw that.

· Gosh! I’m sorry.

We flied to some strange city, where there were lots of similar houses.   

· Well, this is it. Look, - she pointed on the window of a small room right under the attic. 

I started watching.

A handsome guy was writing something on a sheet of paper in a great hurry. His ash-brown locks were falling in a form of a cascade on his shoulders. I approached him and looked at the paper from behind. He was writing poetry. Good.

I waited for some minutes until he finished and then listened to his lyrics. To be honest I’ve never heard such beauty before.

      -    Venda, come here. I have something for you, - he said after some time.

 A beautiful dark-haired girl with a towel instead of clothes came out of the bath-room. Her hair was wet and water was dripping down from her body. She sat down, took a cigarette and started smoking. A guy didn’t really pay attention to the way she looked like. He started reading. 

Venda listened attentively. She seemed to catch every word.

· Good! Very good, - she said, - but we need music, you know, something romantic. I’ll call Olven. He must work something out. 

· Don’t you believe that I can compose something worthy? It’s very offensive to hear that you appreciate Olven better than me. 

· No, stupid. It’s because Olli is more experienced than you, - and she walked away to the kitchen. 

· She thinks that I’m a little boy, who can do nothing without her. But I’ll show her who I am, - tears appeared in his eyes. 

· Those two are the musicians as far as I understood, - I shared my observations with my soul-twin, - but I didn’t notice something extraordinary except that a girl doesn’t really care about the boy. 

· You should watch them attentively! Believe me; you’ll se a lot of interesting details!

· But how can I find if I’ll need to talk to you?

· Call me: Sanna. And I’ll come.

Venda sang the poem in a beautiful low voice. They had a rehearsal in their own flat. 

I got to know that the boy’s name was Alex but Venda usually called him Alexi. 

And there was Olli. He was a tall slim man with ash-blond hair. His face had a fair complexion, I’d rather tell pale and high cheek – bones made it look a bit firm. His grey piercing eyes examined carefully every inch of Alexi’s face. Olli didn’t like him as far as I understood. 

Olli played the guitar and Venda sang. Alexi was sitting before the keyboards trying to arrange the melody. They looked pretty good together.

· We have a performance tomorrow; - Venda looked so happy pronouncing those words. 

· So?

· Aren’t you glad? It’s a great chance for us to become popular! There’ll be lots of producers and people from the recording companies. Where’s Olli? We must play at least three songs!

· I don’t know. Why do we need him? Can’t we do without him? – Alexi felt a bit offended.

· No. We need him. He’s a very important member!

· Oh? And what about me? I write lyrics! What would you do without me?

· Don’t be silly. I love you. Why are you jealous?

· I’m not.

· So, what’s the problem?

· There’s no problem.

· Good, - and she kissed him.

There were a lot of people in the club. A new band was going to play. Everyone wanted something fresh & extraordinary. And my three friends were going to deliver something new.

After the performance the fame came to them. They received lots of offers from well-known recording companies. And then it began: crazy gigs, after parties, photo-sessions, interviews.

And the more attention they received, the more Venda and Alexi were growing apart.

Basically she didn’t love him; she just used him for her own purposes.

Very often she & Olli were hanging out somewhere. And all the attention was paid to them.

Nobody even remembered about the sad & mysterious keyboard – player. After some time they gave him a dismissal, so he had to work elsewhere to earn his living. 

I watched Alexi very often sitting on a bench in the haven of their city & watching the sea in the evening. 

He drank a lot. 

Once he returned back home late at night. He murmured something all the time. I saw something metallic in his hand. It was a knife.

Not again!

· Sanna, - I called as loud as I could.

She appeared in a one moment.

· He’s going to kill himself. I don’t want to watch it. I want to stop him. Make me real!

· Honey! It’s useless. I can’t make you real.

· No, you can. I know that! You lied to me. You’re not a suicider, you’re an angel & you came to watch me, right?  I’m not so stupid! MAKE ME REAL!

· How did you know about that?

· I’ve seen enough, believe me!

· Okay as you wish.

 In a one moment I felt a floor under my feet. Such an incredible feeling!

Alexi was sitting on the bed with a knife in a one hand & a bottle of wine in the other. Tears were dripping down on the floor. I touched him.

He looked at me with a great surprise.

· Who are you?

· I just came to help you, - I replied.

· No one is able to help me. My life is useless.

· Don’t say that. Your life isn’t useless until it is important for someone.

· But it’s not important even for me! – He said with despair in his voice.

· And what if I say that it’s important for me.

· How can you say that, if you don’t even know me!

· Believe me, I’ve seen enough. I won’t let you kill yourself. Give it to me. 

He surrendered in a one moment. I embraced him. And we were sitting silently till the morning.

· I’ll help to bring everything back, - I said. – Of course if you need it. There’ll be no betrays anymore. Do you want it?

· Yes! I’d love to start everything from the very beginning. Without strangers.

· Okay, you’ll forget about me. But you must remember the only one thing: suicide is not the way out!

· I’ll try.

- Venda, come here. I have something for you, - he said after some time.

A beautiful dark-haired girl with a towel instead of clothes came out of the bath-room. Her hair was wet and water was dripping down from her body. She sat down and prepared for listening. A guy started reading. 

Venda listened attentively. She seemed to catch every word.

· Excellent, - she said. – I know you can compose a brilliant melody for these lyrics.

· And what about Olli?

· You can do it much better! – She kissed him & went to the kitchen.

· I love her much more than she can imagine, - he thought.

· Are you glad? – asked Sanna after some time.

· Sure. I feel that my life … a sort of life… is not useless anymore.

· I have a surprise for you. Do you want to see it?

· Why not.

She brought me to the dark chamber. A man was sitting of the coach, but it was so dark that I couldn’t see his face, only the figure.

Suddenly the darkness disappeared and I saw my guy. He was smiling at me. And his grayish- green eyes were sparkling like stars.

· I thought I would never see you again, - he said.

· Me too, - I could hardly speak.

· Now we’ll never leave each other, I promise.

· I wish it were true.

THE END
* - the quote taken from “Every Time I Die” Children Of Bodom (“Follow The Reaper” 2000)

