Emotions By Leon Phease
  At first he felt nothing. It was an emptiness that seemed to continue long into infinity. He was indifferent, but he was also stunned. A few seconds passed before the full enormity of the words he had just heard set in. The emptiness rapidly filled with uncontrollable hate and anger. He could feel the sides of body swelling, as if about to burst with an infinite amount of red-hot fury. 

  The rage that he felt was evident on his face. All his features were contorted with fury and an aura of hate pounded out from within him in waves so powerful that the woman was nearly knocked off her feet. For the first time that night she felt fear. Fear that something had been let loose, that she had somehow opened a dam of emotions and it was a matter of time before she was washed away in them. Then she looked into his eyes and saw blinding anger. It was then that the wave of hatred washed over her and she was swept away.

  The clock beside his bed began to beep. The beep was sharp and loud and did not fail to awake the man from his sleep. The man sat up from the carpet and crawled onto the bed. He reached one hand over to the alarm clock and switched it before clutching his head in an effort to lessen the effects of the enormous pain that was pounding in his head. He felt terrible, like he would never be normal again. Instead of reaching for the light switch, the man fell onto his bed and slept once more.

  When he woke for the second time, day had already come. Light streamed in through the gap in the curtains, lighting up a narrow portion of the room. The first thing he felt when he woke up was something slimy on his hands. The headache was still with him, just as painful as it had been earlier in the night. His body didn’t ache as mush as it had when he had awoken from the floor. He supposed that that was due to the fact that he had slept the last half of his sleep on his bed, a more comfortable place than the floor.

  He reached for the light switch, trying to remember what had happened the evening before. He turned the switch and blinked in the sudden light. The slimy thing he had felt on his hands was what he first checked when he could see. The slimy thing he saw was red. The word ‘blood’ floated through his brain and he realized that he had been asleep with blood on his hands. 

  In horror, he glanced around at his room. Blood had been smeared all over his walls and the floor. All the items of his room were now scattered all over the floor, as if someone had ransacked the room. And there was a body, lying on the floor, unrecognizable because of the way it had been killed. The man shrunk back into the corner of his room as he surveyed the death that confronted him. He was in shock, not only at the gruesome murder that had taken place, but also at the knowledge that he must have done it. Every bone in the body seemed broken and the skin had been torn apart in several different places. He knew who the person who had been murdered was, not because he recognized her, but because he just knew. The memories of what had happened flooded back.

  The man remembered being told something he didn’t like. He remembered that the woman had done him harm, lots of it. He remembered the anger and the hate and the fury that had taken control of him. And then he had acted, uncontrollably, with a ferocity that he had not known he was capable of. He had been hurt, and he had been full of hatred, and jealousy, and blinding anger. It had not been his fault, he must have been momentarily mad, insane, not himself. He was a law-abiding man who had never done any harm to anybody ever before. The worst thing he had ever done against the law was to steal a loaf of bread once. He remembered that guilt had brought him to return about two minutes afterwards. It wasn’t him that had done this, it was someone who didn’t exist, who couldn’t exist, who had never been seen before.

  He moved his hand off the bed to lean on the wall and accidentally touched a piece of bone that had pierced the wallpaper and was sticking into the actual wall. A piece of meat was attached to the bone and there was blood dripping at regular intervals onto the floor. He shifted his eyes to look at where the blood was dripping to and saw a small puddle of blood that had soaked into the carpet. Little fragments of the body could be seen all around the room, bits of bone, bits of gristle and meat. It was a horrible sight and he couldn’t bear it. He shrunk closer into the corner.

   There was now serious thinking that was going on in his head. He knew that her had been momentarily mad, he must have been. This was what he could argue once he had been arrested for the murder. It would be also noted that he had considerable remorse for the crime and that would let him off even more. It would still mean a considerable amount of time in jail but he hoped not life. But the event had occurred once. Would it happen again? Could he control his emotions if something like what had had happened just that evening were to occur again? He doubted it. He doubted it not only because of the way his emotions had taken over but also how helpless he had been whilst his emotions were in control. 

  He also felt a considerable amount of remorse and guilt about it. Another Human Being’s life had been taken and he was responsible. Not only that but he was responsible for the most gruesome and horrible death that anyone had ever saw. He shuddered. Tears began to flow down his cheeks and fall onto his T-shirt where they were soaked up by the material. Sorrow and guilt are both also very strong emotions. He felt them take over just as he felt his anger take over earlier. A plan formed in his mind and a decision to follow that plan was reached.

  He was going to punish himself, as he knew that law would not. He was going to show just how sorrowful he was. How had the woman died? The woman had died by being hit repeatedly. Where could that happen where the cause was natural? An image of rocks and the pounding of the sea floated into his mind and he realized just what he was going to do. The sea was ten minutes drive south. There were cliffs by the sea dropped down onto razor sharp rocks at the bottom. The sea was also ferocious there. Ferocious like he had been, full of anger and hate and emotion. Those rocks he would welcome, that anger he would experience. He would show just how sorrowful he was. 

  Ten minutes later he was there standing by the tall cliffs and looking down below into the fury of the sea. He could see the sea smashing into the rocks spraying itself everywhere. The sea was a charging rhinoceros and he was going to be the focus of it’s anger, just as the woman had been earlier when he had been the charging rhinoceros. He knew what the woman had seen in his eyes, she had seen the crashing waves of the sea hitting the rocks. She had seen the power of the water. She had seen all that he could see.

  He jumped and felt a blissful sensation, as if he was ridding himself of the evil that had possessed him. He was riding upon the air, he was flying, and he was purging himself. The rocks jumped up and swallowed him and he saw and felt no more. The wave of hatred washed over him and he was wept away.

