To the Darkness
I’m back again, walking through same door, down the same halls, until I make it to my destination. For some reason the door seems different this time. Something feels off about today, but I swear it was just another ordinary day. I knocked lightly like I always do. No answer, that’s weird, normally he answers right away. I knocked again a little more loudly. The door swung open to show a pale, frowning face that belonged to the one and only Keith. His hair was sticking out all over the place. Dark circles were under his eyes.
“Keith are you alright?” My voice was just above a whisper.

“I am ready today.” I could barely hear him because he was mumbling.

“Keith are you sure? We can wait. Don’t feel like you have to. I’m not forcing you….”

Keith cut me off from my pointless rambling. “Emily….I. am. Ready.” He said it like I was stupid or deaf.
“Ok,” I breathed. “Let’s get you ready.” I walked into his room and closed the wooden door behind me; with a loud thud it sealed us off from the rest of the world. His room was dark; the only light that came through was from the edges of the covered window. His sheets were sprawled all over the place. Papers were ripped or scattered across the desk and floor. Pictures and posters were barely holding on to the walls. Some had given up and just fallen to the floor. “Wow,” I whispered in shock at the scene. It looks like a running of the bulls thing ran through his once organised room. I watched him sit on his bed running his hands through his messy hair.
“Ok, you need to shower first, because you look like a mess and you need to be presentable.” He stopped his actions and nodded.

He got up and made his way to the bathroom that was attached. While he was in there I observed his tornado of a room more closely. He had written or spray painted on his walls the words useless, nothing, a nobody, stupid and a bunch of words that I hate so I won’t repeat. It brought tears to my eyes, but I wouldn’t let them fall. I need to be brave for Keith. I notice a frame smashed near the end of the bed. It was a picture of Keith and me when we were in middle school. Before the spacers, before the tattoos, before the black and coloured hair, before the piercing and the band shirts. It was when society said we were normal. I dropped the frame when I heard the door open again. I turned around to see Keith walk in. He was wearing dark skinny jeans, his favourite Theory of a Dead Man band t-shirt and red and black vans.
“Is that what you want to wear? Not that there is anything wrong with it.” I started to ramble again.

“Emily…. This is what I want to wear.” He stated it so calmly I felt as though he had no emotion or feelings at all.

“Ok, let’s do the rest, shall we?” I led him over to his desk chair and had him sit down. I pulled out his eyeliner and out lined his eyes. I also drew cracks and stitches on his face, neck and arms.

“Why do I need this again?” Keith asked raising an eyebrow at me.

“So they know where you need to go,” I stated. 
“It seems really stupid. Did you have to do this as well?” he questioned as he looked up at me. 
“Ya, I did. Didn’t you see me?” That was weird I thought he would have remembered. 
“No, I couldn’t bring myself to. I’m sorry.” Tears were forming in his eyes.
 “Hey mister don’t you cry; I just put on your eyeliner; don’t ruin it and don’t be sorry. I understand.” He looked so torn up about it, but I really didn’t mind.
“Really Keith, it's fine.” He just nodded stiffly and wiped under his eyes trying to miss the eyeliner. I finished and noticed Keith was fiddling with something in his hand. It looked like slightly crumpled paper; but I looked closer and it was a picture. 

“Keith, what’s the picture of?”  He gave me a weird look like he didn’t know what I was talking about, and then he realized what was in his hand. 

“Oo, it’s nothing.” He tried to hide the picture under his leg. 

“Keith, just let me see it.” I tried to grab the photo out of his hand but he moved it out of my reach and got up.

“No Emily don’t worry about it.” I jumped at him and grabbed the photo out of his hand. 

“Hey…Emily give it back; it’s nothing.” 

I didn’t pay attention to him and turned the photo over. It was the photos we took in the photo booth at the charity thing. It was our last photo together. I always keep this photo with me. “I really love this photo.” I smiled down at it. “Do you want to bring it with you?” 
He looked nervous and took a moment to reply. “Yes, I want to bring it.” 

I smiled, handing the photo back to him. “Okay, let’s finish getting you ready.” He nodded slowly. “Get a back pack and pack all the things you want to take with you.”
He nodded again and grabbed his black back pack. He walked over to his desk and grabbed his black note book and sketch book. He grabbed a couple photos of family and friends. He grabbed a couple more books and figurines. Then off his bed he grabbed a small stuffed bear. The little bear had a shirt on that read “Emily”. Then it dawned on me. It was one of the bears we had gotten each other. I had a bear that said “Keith” on it that I took with me as well. I tried to hold back the tears because I didn’t want him to sway his decision to take it or to go.
“Oo…K, so we are almost done; just one more thing.”

“What is it?” he looked really nervous and I knew he knew what was going to happen next. I went and grabbed what I needed and started getting it ready.

“Ready?”

He just nodded slowly with tears in his eyes. I kissed his cheek softly and whispered into his ear. “Don’t worry, it will be over soon.” He nodded and kissed my cheek back. I put the rope around his neck. I opened the window to let the light in. “You sure you’re ready?” 

He nodded. “Let’s do this.”

Once the light entered, we started walking towards it. He grabbed my hand and squeezed it. The bright light shone on us telling us where to go. We followed the light walking until darkness passed and the light took us over.
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