Gift

It was slowly getting dark when she proudly got off the train. She looked beautiful that night and was perfectly aware of it. As she walked down the street as if it were a catwalk, a young man was approaching her. She looked him in the eye and concentrated. What a babe. She arrogantly smiled and went on. This was exactly what she had expected.


From the first time she realized that she was somehow more perceptive (not sure about your choice of word here) than she used to be, she had made major progress. Every day it was much easier to listen to what people were thinking. She spent the last few days mostly at home, sitting by the window and practising on the passers-by. It was tragically funny to know people's stupid thoughts. Sometimes she didn't know whether to laugh or cry, for example, when she heard that brawny boy thinking of his deep fear of rabbits. Now she was looking forward to exploring the minds of her friends, and especially their thoughts about her. She couldn't  wait for the jealous thoughts of the girls and the horny remarks of the boys. She looked so hot that night!


When she entered the pub and turned around the corner into the main room, most of the people were there. She made the smile of a rock star entering the stage and greeted everyone overconfidently and seated herself at the table. Wow. Sexy. Gosh, that bitch's here? Oh, yeah, star's coming. What was her name? Didn't need to see her tonight. Could fuck that body. What? She was confused. There were too many voices! She didn't know which thoughts were only thoughts and which were said out loud. She turned to her best friend and tried to talk to her, tried to concentrate only on her and ignore the other voices. What is she thinking? She looks like a whore. Everyone hates her. Couldn't she act normal for once? What? Her best friend thinks this? No, no, that's not possible. She ran out, straight back to the train station. She was trembling. The only safe thing now she could think of was her home and her family. Maybe they would be back from their trip by now. She loved her parents and her sister and did they love her! She turned her head to the corner of the wagon. God! She almost vomited. What was that sleazy guy there thinking about doing to her!


It was all too much. She ran out of the train and hurried home. They were there, thank God! She flung the door open and hugged her Mom. “I am so happy to see you Mommy!” “Me too, honey.” Yeah, holiday's over. What happened to her?  I bet she broke something. Oh, and that mess in the kitchen! Why do I have to have the worst daughter in the world? Why can't she be like the younger one? 


No! Her mom? No! She thoughtlessly ran out of the flat crying and headed directly to the rooftop.
I'm just an ordinary college student with a big mess in my head, which combined with some of fantasy results in thousands of stories and verses running around in my brain. Then sometimes, when I'm not too busy with procrastination, some of them get the chance to land on a piece of paper. Or in Word, actually, 'cause you know it's easier to let the Windows Search find it for you than look for a lost paper in the mess of your bedroom.
