Smile

“Amelia, Amelia." A voice coos. “Look at what you have done.” I have blood on my hands. A deep, true crimson. It's wet and sticky, coating my palms and forearms, dripping and pooling onto the pavement below. My palms face toward the sky, panic and anxiety coursing through my veins.
 Blood. Where am I? What have I done? What have I done?
 “Amelia.” He says again. “Look at what you’ve done.” I look through the haze of my eyes and toward the ground. A body. A man. The blood. So much blood. He is contorted in a way no person should ever be. I stumble backwards, my breath hasty, trying to get away from the gory scene. 
“Shut up, Bubba! What did you make me do?” I shout, and as I do, I trip. As I fall, my eyes immediately go towards the dark sky and the brick buildings that surround me. And smack!~ My head cracks against something heavy, and my world goes dark.
When I was a child, I would sleepwalk. I would wake out of my slumber and trudge towards the front door. I always heard someone knocking. Someone had always called my name and I always knew I had to open the door. I needed to open the door for him. To turn the cold metal of the lock, to hear it click as it opened. Only to be face-to-face with the same man. His skin was always tight, smooth. And his face was always locked in a tight smile, teeth and gums grinning. Yellow and rotten. 
And even though somehow he was smiling, his eyes would not. He was slender, thin, with skin that seemed to be shrink-wrapped around his bones. I knew that under his shirt, I'd be able to see all of his ribs. The first time I sleepwalked and saw his grinning face, he introduced himself to me as Bubba. Bubba, my friend.
Without fail, my mother would grab me and yank me out of my trance, and he'd disappear. She would tell me no one was there in the first place. But he was always there, whether he knocked or not. For 24 years, Bubba has always visited me. He was always there. Waving to me outside on the street,  in stores, and outside at school. Where I least expected him to be, he'd be there. I never thought anything of it, just that he was my friend. My best friend. He'd tell me secrets sometimes, tell me what to do when I was struggling, helping me. And no matter what I did, how cruel I was to others or even to Bubba, he would be smiling, and that brought me great comfort.
I blink my eyes open, warm hues of colours are bleeding into the dark morning. They are hazy and unfocused. I groan and sit up, the back of my head pounding and throbbing. I reach up and touch my skull; my hair is matted with crimson. I am lying upon a pile of garbage next to a dumpster. Thank God something broke my fall.. I take a deep breath and try to make sense of what’s happening. 
Did I take my meds? I know that's stupid, so why do I do it? Why did I think it was smart to be out here alone without taking my medication? I pick myself up and wearily take a tentative step towards the man. There he was, crumpled and matted to the ground, his body stiff and frozen. His neck contained a deep, thick gash. Did I do that? He looked to be in his late forties, with short brown hair and unseeing hazel eyes that were fixated on me. Unmoving, and yet seemed to be judging me.
“You're dead,” I whisper, “I didn't want this either.” I drag him to the pile of garbage and kick him under. I move under the hazy morning sky and walk to my third-floor apartment. I unlock the door and immediately go to the sink in the bathroom, turning the silver faucet and watching the blood wash itself away, turning to rust. 
I look up at myself in the faded and dirtied mirror. My olive skin is pale, and my dark hair matted. I don't recognise the girl in the reflection. Her eyes are deep and heavy, and she looks as though she's older than she is. Smile, Amelia. I tell myself. All I can manage is a crooked grin. Not happy or reassuring in any way. Then I hear it.
 Knock, knock, knock. 
Faint at first, like it's miles away. Seconds pass, and then I hear it again, closer this time. 
Knock. Knock. Knock. 
“Amelia,” I hear as I walk toward the cramped living room, as I turn the corner  I'm greeted with a smile. Bubba. He is sitting outside my window on the fire escape. He waves me over with his long, slender fingers. I open the window with a heavy thud, and a gust of wind blows through it, blowing out the stale air in my apartment.
“What are you doing?” I say sternly, even though I don't really like to be mean. His face is slick with sweat and grime.  
“It must be tough.” He blankly states. His voice is thin and wiry. “All of this devilry.”
“What are you on about?” I responded. His smile widens and brings his fingers to his neck, as he motions it across it slowly. 
“The man, what of the man?” He is hunched over himself staring at me, blankly, always smiling. I shudder and back away till I back into the coffee table scattered with junk making it rattle. I look at him, locking eyes. And this grin, this man, my friend. Tells me what I must do. I am not a bad person. Right? Right? 
My vision comes back into view from black to a hazy grey like TV static. I drag the hazel-eyed man from the alley out of the trunk of my car in the dusk of the evening. Canopies of trees look down upon me, scowling. A hatchet rests in the palm of my right hand.
 I grimace at the sight of the body. The hazel eyes are still judging me and I glare back at him. Stop that. I look behind me and see that bright yellow smile, and Bubba waves. Turning back to the body, I slowly raise the hatchet above my head. THUNK. I step on the body to get the axe out of the thick bone and raise it again. 
THWACK, CLUNK, CRACK. I continue hacking until the body below me becomes unrecognisable. I throw the hatchet aside, panting. Each breath is heavy. I look down at myself; blood, like velvet, coats my shoes and shirt. Staining everything a deep red again.
“Amelia.” I hear behind me. There he is again, Bubba moves his hand to his lips, hooking them onto the corners of his mouth. Mimicking a grin from ear to ear. Showing the thick decay of his teeth and stretching his skin around it. “Oh, Amelia, don't forget to smile,” he remarks sweetly, thin like always. “Smile there will always be something to smile for.” and he cocks his head at me waiting. 
Oh, and how I was smiling. I couldn't stop myself, oh, how happy I am. I start to laugh, cackling that cuts through the deep woods of the forest. Silencing the scowling trees, and the spinning world. My smile is just like Bubba's, wide, with teeth and gums grinning. How happy I am to finally be smiling too. 
