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 David awoke in his own urine. His foggy eyes wouldn’t clear, not by his knuckle rolling 

around his eye or rapid blinking. In haste, he jumped to his feet and spotted the time on the 

microwave. Disorientation met his aspirations, causing him to stumble back and forth till his 

body met the carpet ground of his apartment. Small brown ants scurried up and down the 

fibers like climbing over clouds, following them at twice the size were black ants with grotesque 

long limbs and antennas. David slammed his fist down on one, but it crawled through his hand. 

He rose, flailing his hand into the wall till the creature vanished to the ground. He checked the 

time again. His head leaned back and plummeted forward in a sneeze. Green muck shot out his 

nostrils up to his eyes and covered his lips in film. He swiped it away, splattering the mucus on 

the wall. Ants careened around the running liquid, crawling up towards the ceiling. David 

checked the time. The numbers on the microwave blurred. 

 “What fuckin’ time is it!” he roared. 

 His right fist curled tightly, swung out, and came inward, cracking his own jaw, spinning 

his neck. Hunched over, he rubbed his sore face. 

 “What day is it?” he sobbed, crawling up his closet mirror with his fingertips, seeing a 

nude, pale body. His wet eyes and red cheeks betrayed his self image. He launched off his feet 

into the mirror with his face. Small cuts appeared, seeping their red. He turned to the sink and 

grabbed a fistful of gel and pulled it through his dry hair, covering his face in wet shards, hiding 

the cuts. 
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 A smile crept through his face of self admiration. He pulled on his clothes and boots. His 

eyes searched vehemently through the cluttered apartment. and saw the shine of steel. He 

took the blade and walked out the door into the night. 

 Plastic-faced demons roamed the streets in droves. 

 “It’s Halloween,” David said, pondering, gripping his knife. He quickly fell into pace, 

following his smaller brethren. 

 “Ding-dong.” 

 David looked to his comrades – Spider-Man, Batman, and a priest. 

 








