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 Ed walked on the side of the road in his bomber jacket. School had ended and the sun 

was setting; it bathed the world in its last orange rays. Ed’s life had finally tilted upside down. 

The many years of ill thoughts tainting his senses had made his brain into a warzone. He 

dressed for coming war with society. Every step with his Nazi boots was determined and full of 

hatred. 

The cars sped by so close to him that he could feel the wind suck him toward the street. 

He found himself leaning towards the cars, liking the near-death experience. 

 The sun’s heat made his brow heavy with sweat, his eyes squint, and his forehead 

crinkle. The sleeves of his jacket stuck to his forearms. The safety pins holding the sleeves 

together were irritating his skin, tearing it in small red lines. His sharp, gelled bangs crawled 

into his eyes, blocking out the unwanted world. Each passing car was taking him farther inward 

like the coast on a beach. The cars themselves started veering to the left as they passed, but a 

school bus was flying down the street. 

He saw it from the corner of his eyes, and leaped off his toes in a downward angle, 

where he expected the bus’s wheel. His nose busted open on the asphalt, flooding his nostrils 

with red. His kneecaps awkwardly hit the ground, locking the wrong way. The pain quickly 

reached his senses, but was short-lived. He focused on the bus tire that lay inches away. The 

tread of the tire never seemed more real. The wheel spun quicker than his eyes could track. Its 

sharp lines blurred as it spun in stopped movement. 

The sun’s angle didn’t change. The shadows stayed their length, refusing to grow. The 

beads of sweat under Ed’s arms rushed out. A safety pin on his right sleeve had torn a deep cut. 
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The wetness from the drops of blood felt no different from the sweat everywhere else. The 

wind that ruffled his clothing no longer fought him. As the wheel closed the distance towards 

his eyes, he waited. 

The increasing pressure on his head blocked out his thoughts. The i(n)-4(c)3(re)-2(asin2(h)-411( )] TJ
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became looser in his expressions. He was more zany and comical. Each time he told the story, it 

was funnier, scarier, and more entertaining. 

He began to love himself. He talked casually like to a brother. The heat continued it’s 

seemingly downpour of rain. The scorching felt great. It revitalized him. Like a much-needed 

double-shot of booze, he welcomed it. The bartender was nicer than anyone he knew. “Yes, I’ll 

have another. Look at this fuckin’ guy.” He laughed manically. The heat was more intense than 

ever with each passing moment. He tried to recall the initial heat. “It’s really hard to tell the 

difference without the contrast right at hand,” he said. “Man, and so I’m falling down this 

abyss...” 

 He felt more alive now than he ever did, he thought. His energy was soaring. If he could 

run, he bet he could outrun a car. He was convinced he could out-swim a boat. He even told 

himself he could fly faster than any bird. His confidence skyrocketed pass the clouds. He was 

floating through the astral sky, lying on his back with his hands folded behind his head and his 

leg kicked over the other one. Pure divineness, he thought. His mind began thinking of multiple 

things at once. He was telling his abyss story to himself while flying faster than the birds while 

fucking the girl in class that he always wanted while watching his internal thermometer go up 

past 6000 degree Fahrenheit. He was more active now than he ever was alive, he told himself. 

He was a corporate man with a large Italian handcrafted desk. His file cabinets held all of the 

hard copies. His computer backed up all of his information real-time to thousands of servers 

online. He didn’t need to eat, he told himself. “I don’t know why the fuck anyone would want to 
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be back there.” His story of the abyss was now the funniest thing he’s ever told and the saddest 

tragedy he had ever heard. 

There was no sense of other people. His narcissism led him to a river to watch his 

reflection. He smiled proudly, then sinisterly. He knew he could beat his reflection in a fight, yet 

respected him as a considerable fighter. He complimented himself and it complimented back. 

The bartender of heat explained that he got a new shipment in stock. Ed was as riveted 

as well was the bartender. “What could be better than all of the vodka you’ve been serving? 

You already have the premium liquor. You’re fuckin kiddin’ me. If you are, I’ll brake your fuckin’ 

arms.” He laughed hysterically as he sat on his barstool, rocking back and forth. “Hey how come 

I’m the only guy that drinks here? What is everyone a fuckin’ straight-edge?” The bartender 

shrugged. “Everyone has their own tastes.” Ed looked doubtful. “Well, one taste has to be 

better the next.” He theorized it out in his mind by drawing diagrams, jumping to conclusions, 

and 




