
DOPESICK
by Beau BlackCrow

The gangly arm of the asshole on the left flew at me. It wouldn’t have
gone unseen if I had scored, but it is what it is. The real problem facing
me  wasn’t  the  arm  anyway,  but  the  fist  attached  to  it.  I  remember
smelling the faint odor of piss. 

Pain  heaped  on  top  of  pain  in  a  dogpile  of  sick,  vomitous  shit,  all
exploding immaculately in a single second. And in that perfect moment, I
stumbled out the window. 

Falling is not the scary part. It's less scary when, prior to the fall, your
guts  are  twisting  and  your  veins  feel  like  someone's  pumped
hydrochloric  acid  into  them.  A  soft  quiet  serenity  eclipses  you  when
you're falling five flights. There's only one path left to you: the vicious,
nasty killjoy of that abrupt stop at the end. The realization sends nerve-
wracking  screams  through  mind  and  body,  and  everything  becomes
unreal as your hypothalamus pumps a city sewer-full of chemicals into
your system.

Right before the sudden stop at the end I remember thinking: How does
an eighty-dollar drug debt equate to a trip out the window?

* * *

I  lay in the tenement’s dumpster, covered in my own blood and shit.
Looking around and finding nothing less disgusting, I used a rotten baby
diaper to wipe the blood off my face. Yeah, it was gross. But I had worse
problems to worry about.

An alarm was going off deep in the folds of my dope sickness. It  was
strong enough to get my attention, but it wouldn’t be enough to save
me. In that moment of weakness, it  was obvious that I  wasn’t strong
enough to save myself.

I  felt  like  my body was baking at  a  hundred and fifty  degrees.  I  had
emptied the meager contents of my stomach, and a painful fit of heaves
pummeled my aching bones as a gnawing sense of dread arose within



me: Something was seriously wrong.

How could anything be more wrong than what had already happened? 

I didn’t know, but it was.

* * *

I’ve  been told  that  I  was  found the next  morning by a  pair  of  tired,
hungover garbage men. In a sudden and selfless act of humanity, these
heroic gentlemen had wasted precious phone minutes to call 911 on my
behalf.  This  self-sacrificing  act  summoned up a  whirlwind  of  minions
who hastily transported me to the only place a person in my condition
could go: the hospital. They might well have been saints, the way it was
explained to me.

Inside,  I  suffered  a  scourge  of  depression  regarding  my  salvation.
Anything  else—death  included—would  have  been  more  fitting,  more
purposeful, more interesting, as stories go. My thoughts went in loops. I
should have died. But meanwhile,  somewhere in the depths,  another
loop kept pondering: why had my minuscule debt brought about such
mob-like enforcement?

The joke was on me, really: all I had accomplished was paying a visit to
the guy that I owed. The punchline was: I actually had the eighty fucking
dollars!

It  had  been  a  weird  day  from the  start.  Randomly  overcome with  a
feeling  of  sudden  and  uncharacteristic  responsibility—some  vestigial
adult instinct having its way with me—I had decided to pay off my debt. I
knew I could always catch up with Zoe later anyway, and Zoe  always
scored. Pussy is a powerful key to a drug dealer’s front door, sometimes
even better than money. After all, the dealer is the most popular guy at
the party, and the fucker knows it.

The Suboxone soothed the kick, which was nice, but it really didn’t help
me in the long run. Thanks to my junky persuasion, the staff  flat-out
refused to give me real  painkillers  for  my broken bones and internal
injuries.

Hospitals are about the worst thing some do-gooder can do to me. Sure,
there are sick people there, and everyone has some kind of feeling about
that. But my feelings about hospitals range from delight—like a kid in a
candy store—to sheer revulsion at the oppressive staff of sadists who
work those halls. At the moment, I was experiencing first-hand the pent-
up domestic wrath of a sicko orderly who had me strapped down and



handcuffed to the rails of a stiff hospital bed.

But in the grand scheme of things this wouldn’t be a big problem. Their
attempts to subdue the withdrawal had left open a variety of strategic
possibilities. And so, immediately after the fat black nurse bitched me
out for knocking my Jello off the small, inadequate table—leaving in a
predictable huff to retrieve the ornery orderly, I shot into action.

Ripping out my saline IV revealed that the needle was plastic. I  felt a
brief lapse of respect for the nurse. That vein had been hard as a rock for
months;  it  was  dangerously  close  to  collapse.  This  would  not  do.  I
needed something metal.

The search continued.

Suddenly Zoe was in the room, surprising me with a string of incoherent
noises as the door swung shut behind her. Tears streamed down her
pallid cheeks; her cute little nose was dripping snot.

I felt like I was in some kind of dramatic stage production. She obviously
felt  the  script  needed  some  babbling,  because  that  was  all  she  was
doing. I couldn’t make out any of her words; they rolled out of her filthy
mouth  like  butter.  And  then  she  was  all  over  me,  hugging  me
desperately.

I suppose I should probably tell you about Zoe.

Zoe is the kind of girl who will fuck your best friend, and with his stink
still fresh on her skin, kiss you and profess her eternal love. She’s like an
ingrown hangnail that just keeps poking away inside your shoe. But you
get used to it, and somehow you forgive her.

I focused on her face. Her features danced with frenetic energy on her
oddly-shaped head, and something clicked inside mine. It was as if my
eyesight had been blurry the whole time, and in that one single breath I
could actually see her. She was working over the handcuffs, cussing and
spitting.

“I  don’t  even know why they put those on,” I  dumbly explained.  My
voice sounded far away.

Zoe’s  gaze  darted  nervously  back  and  forth  as  she  unstrapped  the
bindings on my feet  and chest.  She reminded me of  a hummingbird.
Stuck in a jar.

This was the moment her voice came into focus and I heard real words:
“Ya gotta get the fuck out of here, baby. Your boy Henry has been talkin’



a lotta shit.”

“Shoving  me  out  a  window  wasn’t  enough?”  I  asked.  Seemed  like  a
rational question.

“He said you jumped.”

I laid my head back. “What’s he going to do? Throw me out this window,
too?”

When she was finished and I was free, a stupid plan began forming in my
mind. Zoe was unloading a mass of clothing from a dirty brown paper
bag onto the bed. Her plan involved disguise, clearly. A logical idea. But
the plan I was carelessly crafting involved the hospital’s pharmacy.

I’d like to say that everything that happened after was all her fault, but
the cold reality was that I had already been planning my break.

Before I fell to heroin I had a very special set of skills; the kind of skills
not everyone can attain. These skills had been very useful in the past,
especially when raiding pharmacies. I was prepared to use them again.

But stark reality hit me with my first step toward the door: I crumbled at
once,  smashing  to  the floor,  frame shaking  in  slow motion from the
impact and causing more harm. Startled, Zoe made a feeble attempt to
pick me up and failed; I flopped helplessly back to the cold linoleum.

“Get a wheelchair!” I demanded. One way or another I was getting out
of this hospital. And sadly, it seemed, it was not going to be with several
beautiful plastic bottles of Dilaudid or Oxycodone. There wouldn’t even
be Xanax.

Still my mind persisted: Why would we leave the hospital without drugs?

In a few hours I’d be sick again, after all, and who knew how I’d get my
next fix?

Being a junky is a lot like being a vampire. When the undead has blood,
all is good. When it doesn’t, people die. Being without smack feels like
death,  too.  Hell,  sometimes  being  high  even  feels  like  death—that’s
more of a good death, but death nonetheless.

Zoe went off to obey my command, leaving me drooling on the stark
peppered floor. I laid there and wondered: How could I have sunk so
low? But  it’s  never  that  simple.  There’s  no single  thing that  causally
initiated the cascade of lost nights, cheap hotels, and needles sticking
out of my arm. That useless thinking was what got me into trouble in the
first place.



And I hear what you’re thinking. Don’t give me that!

The only thing self-reflection does is make you feel bad. For example: If I
hadn’t second-guessed myself about scoring and foolishly attempted to
pay off my debt, I wouldn’t have even been there to be hulk-punched
out the window.

So in that  strange downtime while  Zoe was off  getting  me a  chair,  I
wondered  what  would  happen  if  I  remained  in  the  hospital.  Could  I
escape the steel-tipped dick? What would life be like, without drugs?

Thankfully sweet Zoe saved me from more harmful self-reflection as she
slammed  haphazardly  through  the  door,  and  soon  we  were  blazing
down the hallway toward the elevator. I don’t know how we made it,
but somehow every orderly and nurse on the floor was busy somewhere
else. 

Once inside the elevator I made a suggestion. “I think we should hit the
pharmacy on our way out.”

She  looked  down  at  me  nervously.  “What  are  you  talking  about,
asshole? We’re getting you to somewhere safe, you fuckin’ lunatic.”

“But all those drugs would make us safe and happy…”

“Just shut up,  man.  Don’t you think you’ve gotten yourself in enough
trouble?”

That’s when the elevator doors opened, and we were face-to-face with a
cop. He climbed into the elevator and gave us a glance. Zoe kept it cool.
Quick as anything she pushed me out into the hallway, nearly tipping me
over in the process. My heart started racing and my mouth went dry as
the cop stepped out to help her right the wheelchair, and the doors slid
shut to prevent his reentry. He was with us now.

The hallway began to tunnel in on me. My breath became labored. The
cop was yapping away to Zoe, but I couldn’t tell what he was saying. All I
could hear was the thump, thump, thump of my blood as it rushed away
from my heart, which was pounding like a piston in my chest.

The cop walked with us down the hallway.  I  could feel his  suspicious
eyes burning into my junky soul the whole way. My thoughts were fuzzy.
Something  about  the  pharmacy,  but  then  again,  no.  I  was  barely
conscious  by  the  time  we  got  to  the  exit  door.  To  my  complete
astonishment, the cop smiled at us both, then he held the door open for
us, and helped us outside.



When the door was safely closed between us again, I spat on the curb.
“Fucking stupid pig.”

Zoe just  shook her head and continued to the taxi  stand around the
corner.

There was some confusion in the cab. Apparently her big plan had been
to get us bus tickets to California, but I had other plans. It took some
convincing, but eventually I got her to agree to a cheap motel. After all, I
had eighty bucks, and there was no fucking way I was paying that jackass
Henry back.

* * *

The only hotel we could afford was the type that charged by the hour.
They don’t really hold to the same payment rate anymore, but they do
still  exist. By that time—whole minutes later—I had already forgotten
about the soggy blood-soaked bills in my pocket. I mean, why should I
pay if she was willing to do it, right? It’s just logical. Plus, if worse came
to worst, I’d have enough to get well later.

Zoe gave me that look again, but eventually she coughed up the money
for the room.

It  was  a  desperate  kind  of  little  room.  Walls  covered  in  fading  red
wallpaper,  blotched  with  human  stain.  Cockroaches  roaming  freely
about the floor, scurrying for shelter when the door opened. Something
about the smell reminded me of the night before.

I couldn’t walk without using Zoe as a crutch, so I plopped down on the
bed and laid back. I was amazed that I’d made it. My breathing returned
to normal, and my damned brain started having ideas again.

The pain  would be returning soon. I  knew it.  The dread was already
grabbing me by the soul, and I found myself crying; a deep, therapeutic,
rain of tears.

Zoe quizzed me about the sudden outburst of emotion. I croaked at her
in a cracked and feeble voice until she got the gist, and then she ran off
into the night to solve the problem.

I must have cried myself to sleep, because I was awakened by the feeling
of my guts cramping, and then flipping over. The Suboxone had worn
off, and Zoe was nowhere to be found.

Thankfully my phone had survived, though how it had remained intact
and with me was a total mystery. I held it to my ear. The cool feeling of



the plastic on my skin snapped me into focus. I was dying; or at least in
my mind I was, and I made the only call that I thought would save me.

“Jeez, I just got the cash and I’m going to score. Give me about an hour?”
Zoe said, hanging up.

An hour in hell.

My eyes drifted to my midsection, where angry blotches of purple, black
and brown bruising had tattooed themselves on my torso. This wasn’t
normal bruising. It was deep. I began to panic.

The feeling of my breath—the pushing of my lungs against my ribs—
suddenly caused an explosion of unbearable pain. I tucked in, taking very
shallow breaths, and tried to get out of bed for some water. The act of
resting my foot on the ground shot sharp razor waves through my body
and distress sent me heaving uncontrollably, each heave bringing a new
wave of pain.

For the first time in who knows how long, my actual situation eclipsed
the din of my perception, forcing me to get real. Overwhelmingly real.

I was.

I was aware.

I was aware that I was in serious trouble.

It was too late. Any help I may have received… that had all disappeared
when I went out those  hospital doors. I’d made the decision, and there
was no turning back.  I  wondered if  I’d  die there,  in  that  piss-stained
motel room. What a joke that would be.

I urged myself to lie perfectly still. Good idea, but useless advice when
you’re dopesick. Your body won’t stop cringing; your muscles spasm and
your stomach keeps trying to expel the poison. I’ve always wondered
why my body avoids heaving while I’m actually taking the drug. (That’s a
partial lie. My first time shooting up, I vomited rivers of food and bile.
But after that horrible night, it was like the greatest love story ever told.)

Love is the word. When the drug first becomes one with you, it’s the
most romantic, pure form of love you can imagine. You always want to
be together, and your lovemaking is filled with a passion and joy that’s
practically holy. But then, as always, your relationship begins to take on
new faces in  time.  She begins  to get  jealous  when you’re away.  She
becomes more demanding, forcing you to do things you’d never have
done prior to the affair. By that point you realize your romance isn’t all



that romantic anymore. You’re yourself trapped with a violent domestic
abuser, and it burns through your body every moment of every day.

And  the  damndest  thing:  even  with  that  whole  track  running  on  a
subconscious loop in my mind, another part of me was still wondering
when Zoe was showing up with the dope. And How had she gotten the
money for the dope? And Did I really want to know?

I  stared  at  the  clock  on  my  phone.  Seconds  passed  like  hours,  then
stopped moving altogether. At some point I became aware of another
presence, and looked up.

There was a strange little man perched on the edge of my bed, near my
feet.

I  found the strength to raise my arm and rub my eyes dry. I  blinked,
hard.

The snide little bastard winked back at me from beneath bushy black
eyebrows. Two silly little horns stuck out of his forehead, mostly hidden
by a tangled mop of dark rat-like hair. Similar hair grew in tufts all over
his body.

The hairy little man wore no clothes.

I  protested.  “You  don’t  hallucinate  kicking  heroin.  That’s  a  fucking
cocaine thing.”

The little man rocked back and forth, apparently ignoring me.

A  sharp  pain  shot  through  my body  and  my eyes  were  wet  again.  I
yelped  out  in  pain  and  wiped  away  the  tears,  screeching  through
clenched teeth. When I could see again, the little man was gone. In his
place was a broadening line of light as the door swung open, and Zoe
walked in with another bitch in tow.

I squinted at the two of them. “What the fuck?”

The other girl was much prettier than Zoe, in a whorish kind of way. I
mean, who am I kidding, right? She was obviously a whore—but then so
was Zoe, technically speaking. A part-time mistress of the night. But Zoe
only blew men for drugs, never anything else that I knew of. She was
quite proud of the moniker she’d earned for herself: 'Strawberry,' they
called her.

She blathered at the new girl  for a while, some shocking thing about
shades  of  lip  gloss,  and  went  on  rambling  around  the  room  until
stopping at the side of the bed. “See I told ya,” she said. “He’s all broken



up.”

The other girl leaned over me. Her honey blonde hair dripped about my
face, tickling it, and her voice cooed: “Poor baby. Mama is going to fix
it.”  And then,  right  there  and  then,  she  whipped out  her  fixin’s  and
began cookin’.

Zoe had brought home an angel. 

I  deduced that the girls were already high, which explained the extra
hour taken for their return. Part of me wanted to be pissed, but when
that  angel  shot  me up—I  swear  to  fucking  Christ—I  heard  trumpets.
Then everything went white, and then everything faded 

softly… 

to… 

black…

In those moments, the world disappears. A warm glow covers you. The
womb had to feel like this. Your pain, your anxieties, your cares, all float
away into a dream. You can’t tell if you’re awake or asleep, and dream
creatures come to you.

And at that minute, on that day, in that piss-drenched room, who else
would come to me?

You got it: the naked little man. He was standing astride me, one foot on
either  side of  my head,  cackling.  Then the little  bastard  began doing
some kind of dance, shaking his cock and balls back and forth in rhythm.

Did nobody else see this?

My body was both drained and limp, and I struggled to find the strength
to push him off. To my side I could hear the girls moaning. They were
going to town on each other  right  next  to me. Neither  of  them was
paying any attention at all, and this little fucker was shaking his balls in
my face!

The little man then began to sing:

 Svmer is icumen in 
 Lhude sing cuccu! 
 Groweþ sed 
 and bloweþ med 
 and springþ þe wde nu! 
 Sing cuccu!



“What the fuck are you spouting, you little gnat?” I barked.

His  song  done,  he  looked  me  straight  in  the  eye  and  delivered  his
message: “You know you are going to die.”

Then he disappeared.

“Who are you talking to?”

The angel’s voice sounded husky and far-away, as Zoe’s middle finger
twitched in her wetness. But she wasn’t really looking for a response;
her head fell instantly back to the pillow as she let out another moan. I
craned my neck to look over at them. Holy shit. Both these women were
fucking hot, there was no denying it.

That’s  when  the  worst  fucking  imaginable  thing  happened:  My  cock
stood  up and took  notice!  How I  was  even able  to  get  a  hard-on is
beyond me, but along with the raising of  the old flag poll  came less
celebratory effects, as a jolt of pain cattle-prodded me from my nuts to
my stomach.

I cried out and spasmed. The angel jumped up, knocking Zoe off the bed
with a loud thump. She  knelt beside me, her perfect tits filling my view
and quieting my mind. Zoe rolled around on the floor, laughing.

“I must not have given you enough,” the angel said. And just like that,
she began cooking me  another fix.

They call it a “fix” for a reason. Without it, you’re broken. The only thing
that is gonna fix you is the dope.

That’s what I felt at that moment, even with the throbbing in my guts
and balls, that angel was gonna fix me. I’d be all safe and happy again.
But when the door slammed open and that huge peacock of a man ran
in, I began to feel like being fixed was not in my destiny anymore.

“What the fuck is goin’ on here?” the pimp shouted, causing the angel to
drop the rig.

Fast as lightning she jumped up and made a feeble attempt to calm the
hulking man, but he sent her flying against the wall with a backswing of
his arm, punctuating it with “Shut the fuck up, ho!”

I looked down at the rig. It was just outside my reach.

The pimp removed his ridiculous hat and sat on the bed next to me, his
large, bulbous hand reaching out to grab the needle. He spoke to me
softly,  mock  compassion  in  his  voice.  “Looks  to  me  like  you  were
shooting up my dope,” he said. “But I can be a fair man. Pay me the two



thousand dollars you owe me, you can have the girl  and the dope, and
for a bonus I won’t throw you out the fucking window.”

Sometimes my mouth does things that I don’t want it to do. “That would
be ironic,” it said.

Suddenly got very interested in what I was saying. He leaned in closer,
one ear  turned slightly   toward me. “That wouldn’t  be some kind of
white boy dope courage,  now would it?”  he asked.  “I  would hate to
think that you were being sarcastic when I am being so magnanimous.”

It’s strange the things you pay attention to when your life is about to be
snuffed out. My attention kept blurring away. I was aware of Zoe, still
rolling around on the floor, rambling cluelessly: “Did someone come in,
or did I forget to close the door again?”

The hulking fur-lined man poked me in the chest. “You listenin’ to me?
What about my cash?”

I was pretty sure there was no way out of this. So I just shrugged. It
could have been because my body was broken beyond belief,  or just
because I was high—that was some damn good shit the angel shot me
up with—but honestly,  I  was just tired. I’d been tired for a very long
time.

“Look white boy, I am trying to be fair here,” said the pimp. “You rented
my property, now ya gotta pay.”

Just then the angel sprang into action and ran over, desperately trying to
pull the pimp off me. 

The  man didn’t  hit  her  this  time.  I  heard  him retort  in  exasperation
—“What the fuck?”--but I couldn’t make out the rest of the words; I had
just thrown up blood into my mouth and I was struggling to hold it in.
When the pimp turned his attention back to me I knew the blood was
the least of my worries, and in a panic I spewed it all out.

This caused all manner of calamities to spark off like a chain reaction:
The pimp bolted up and stumbled to get out of the way of my splatter,
tripping over the angel, who had just gotten to her feet behind him, and
the  two  of  them  pinwheeled  crazily  backwards.  The  little  hairy  man
suddenly appeared again, and he howled with glee as a gun fell from the
pimp’s waistband and went off with a BANG—startling everybody—as
the pimp slumped to the floor, and the angel tumbled out the window.

The shot  brought  Zoe back  to  her senses.  She stood up slowly,  half-
whispering. “Holy fucking shit… You killed Ho-Man…”



The pimp was crumpled near the window, staring into space with the
numb expression that was his last. Zoe took several steps toward the
body, moving into the broad beam of light that poured through the still-
open door. The room had gone silent. Even the little man had nothing to
say.

But  that  wasn’t  the  last  of  it:  That  pecker-head  hotel  manager
downstairs had heard the gunshot, and in a heroic, red-necked attempt
to right all the wrongs of the world he’d bounded halfway up the stairs
and fired his shotgun at the first thing he saw—which happened to be
Zoe. The shell hit her in the center of her chest.

It was my turn to yell—“HOLY FUCK!”--and I hit the floor.

And right there in front of me was the needle.

And right there next to it was the gun.

I stared at the hole in the crotch of Ho-Man’s slacks. Blood had begun to
spread from the entry wound, puddling under the dead pimp. I couldn’t
tell where the exit wound was but it must have torn through something
major: not many men are killed by a bullet to the dick.

The  hairy  little  naked  man  hopped  down  off  the  bed  and  squatted
beside me, gleefully giggling.

I grabbed the gun just as the hotel manager stuck his skinny bald head
into the room, face a mask of shock and horror, to stare at poor Zoe’s
corpse. I shrugged and took the shot.

Then I picked up the needle.

The world was tunneling again. I was about to pass out.

The raspy sound of the little man’s voice resounded through the room.
“Now cracks  a  noble  heart,”  he  said.  “Good night  sweet  prince;  And
flights of angels sing thee to thy rest!”

Motherfucker was quoting Shakespeare to me.

* * *

I awoke with smoky blackness wrapping around me in snake-like coils.
You know the feeling when you close your eyes; everything is black, yet
you still feel the depth of three-dimensional space around you? My body
was  like  a  memory  that  I  could  feel  but  couldn’t  see.  All  pain  had
disappeared with the mortal coil, along with all pleasure, and my first
response was a feeling of longing for the high that I had lost.



A disembodied voice sounded off nearby, floating across my being like
the sound of nails on a chalkboard. It had no discernible gender. The
speaker too, was swimming in the darkness.

“Why is everything black?” it asked, followed by: “Hello?”

My mind went hazy and a deep harmonic noise arose, undulating in my
ears—if I had any ears, that is—as the voice continued echoing in the
darkness: “Hello? Hello, anyone there?”

“I’m here,” I responded.

There was a moment of silence.

“Did some asshole shoot me?” the voice asked.

It was Zoe. Holy shit, it was Zoe!

“Well he didn’t kiss ya, that's for sure,” I replied.

“You died too?”

Another voice washed over me: “Who’s fucking talking? Show yourself!”

And then another: “I’m over here. Can you see me? I can’t see you.”

Being dead was the single most devastating event of my life—or so I
thought at the time. I wasn’t a believer in anything. Hadn’t given death
much thought, actually. But the mere fact that I was still thinking at all
suggested that my belief system might need a bit of an overhaul.

Frustration and anger began to mix together like a cocktail, flaring up
inside me. This wasn’t fair. It wasn’t right. I hadn’t had enough time to
sort this shit out.

I shouted into the darkness. “You're a dick, Ho-man! This is your fucking
fault!” After all, at least to my mind, he was the greasy cock-hole who
had started the whole thing spiraling.

“Who the fuck are you?”

Responding was the last thing I wanted to do. That pimp had literally
sacrificed all of us for his fucking game, and now we were dead.

Fucking dead.

I think it really dawned on me then. A collision of realities crashed in my
mind, stopping my sullen reverie mid-stream. Voices ended, time froze,
a  few bright  flashes  of  light  moved hypnotically  in  the distance.  And
when it was all complete, I was left with the acute certainty that I was
utterly alone.



* * *

The blackness in  front of  me was warping into huge twisting tendrils
sporting  thousands  of  eyes;  they  opened  and  shut  as  they  wrapped
around me. Wisps of strange-smelling purple smoke drifted between the
writhing tubes of darkness.

It didn’t have a voice, but I could tell it was a monstrous thing. Big as a
building.  A  mountain,  maybe.  If  I  had  been  embodied  I  would  have
pissed myself for sure. A singular vulgar truth suddenly struck me: It was
evident  that  I’d  walked off  the  cliff  into  the  great  unknown—but I’d
done it mindlessly: no intention, no  direction.  My consciousness filled
with the taste of irony.

This is my just reward, I thought.

The thing wanted me to choose—I knew this somehow—but it wasn’t
offering me an actual choice. There  was no choice to make, because I
didn’t  believe anything. I started feeling frustrated, and I could feel its
frustration mirroring my own. It was like a machine shuffling between
options in an infinite loop, its mechanical mind unable to make a choice,
until…

A flash of light announced that a decision had been reached. There was
no choice but for me to return to where I’d come from.

Returning felt like falling in space (if one could quantify the experience).
Dark things swarmed around me, taking little bites. I tried to scream, but
I had no air. Anguish, embarrassment, and pain flooded through me as
my vision became a kaleidoscope of  torturous  memories,  leaving me
with the acute self-awareness that I was a piece of shit.

As I fell through empty space with dark little creatures feeding off me,
something thought-like spoke to me, and I knew a mistake was about to
be made. I didn’t know how or why; I only knew that I was meant to be a
ghost, and that wasn’t going to happen.

My  awareness  gleaned  the  feeling  of  momentum;  faster  and  faster
around me the visions grew. What was small became large; what was
large became small.  A rainbow of colors over-buffered my sight and I
moaned in elation at the sight of it: The space inhabited by our universe
was so small… 

Massive worlds existed beyond our perception—entire dimensions;  so
much  more than  humanity's  feeble  existence  had  ever  guessed.  I
experienced the Demiurge itself, mutating and morphing the reality of



Earth. Bright glowing glyphs of all shades covered my entire spirit like
sponsor decals on a racecar. It  was all  beyond my understanding, but
this knowledge had been burned into my soul.

The sudden stop at the end of the fall reminded me of a similar moment;
one that felt like it had transpired a millennium ago. Only this time I
didn’t fall into a fucking dumpster. This time I fell  smack dab into my
own damned body.

* * *

I  found myself surrounded by darkness again, only this kind was very
real. Stainless steel walls imprisoned me: I was in a box. I wasn’t sure
what kind of box, but I was sure it wasn’t pine. A bitter cold crept down
into my bones and I yelled: “HEY! GET ME THE FUCK OUT HERE!”

I  struggled,  I  kicked and shouted,  but  no one came, and after  a few
moments of confusion and flash violence, my spirit settled back into my
body. My awareness went dim and pleasant as my heart flared back to
life, and I could feel the comforting blur of heroin in my veins.

It became clear that during that special time when the cosmic nod was
supposed to have happened, I had actually died. Now… Now I was just
high. It would wear off, I would need more, the cycle would continue.

I groaned, overwhelmed by the realization that I’d come right back to
the same nightmare: The monkey on my back had returned.

I braced and pushed against the sides of my container. I don’t remember
hearing the sound of the square metal door as it opened, but suddenly
light was streaming into the box. The slab beneath me let out a well-
greased moan, and then I was sliding out into the sickly fluorescents,
free of the freezer.

Morgues  are  about  the  most  depressing  place  a  person  can  find
themselves  waking  up  in,  and  this  one  was  worse  than  most.  But
fortunately for me there was no one in the room—besides corpses.

My brain felt  like that proverbial  egg in a frying pan; I  could feel my
thoughts being rearranged. I knew that a big mistake had been made,
and the idea that someone might discover it worried and nagged at me
until I forcefully pushed it out of my mind.

I realized I was standing still, gazing at the cold blue corpse of a gutted
woman on an examination table.

Thing is, my eyes weren’t really taking in the sights; not in the usual way.



I saw flows of colors dancing through the air, and certain objects glowed
like  magical  clues  in  a  videogame.  Those  objects  which  had  been
handled more often had a warmer sort of glow about them. I could both
see it and somehow feel it.

The woman’s blouse was open and the front-clasp of her bra had been
undone. Someone had exposed her breasts for fondling; I could tell by
the magical glow.

I  glanced  around,  noting  other  signs  of  perversion  like  psychic
fingerprints  left  at  the  scene  of  the  crime.  Rubber  bands  had  been
stretched around the cocks and balls of the male corpses to either side.
A  variety  of  unusual  objects  had  clearly  been  inserted  into  multiple
orifices of multiple cadavers; too many to count. And on a large steel
table in the far corner, someone had attempted to make two corpses
fuck each other.

I  moved toward the elevator at  the other side of  the room. Actually
that’s not exactly true: I just sort of appeared there. I had no recollection
of walking the distance between those two points.

I was standing there trying to figure out what had just happened when
the elevator doors slid open, and I found myself face-to-face with a very
shocked necrophile.

The man’s hair was greasy, and his pale skin reflected a sickly glow. He
staggered backward, hyperventilating as he stared at me.

I tried to reach out and calm him but the effect happened again, and I
found myself standing directly in front of him. It was like I had instantly
phased out of space  there and popped back in  here,  with no time in
between.

He fainted.

I wasted no time. Quickly rifling his pockets I found two hundred-dollar
bills and a smartphone. I decided I should drag his unconscious body out
of the elevator, but was surprised to find that he had already moved
before I could make any attempt. All I had to do was think it.

The brown paneled walls  of  the elevator  seemed bad-tempered,  and
cracks in their surfaces revealed the blackness of space behind them. I
didn’t understand what that was about, but it hardly mattered. I was too
busy trying to escape from this damned hospital  for the second time
today.

The elevator began to climb, its motion born of a thought. The sudden



action  seemed to  reveal  a  hidden relation  between space and  those
other  dimensions  that  I  had  witnessed  on  my  way  down.  I  stood
completely still  as the metal cage began moving, fearing for a second
that I might fall through the floor and die again—and the prospect of
going through this all over again sickened me.

Now that I had seen the truth beyond the veil, would there be different
results?

Had I changed my perception in such a way that the fate of my eternal
soul might at last find a home?

I only knew one undeniable fact:  I  didn’t  ever want to return to that
blackness.

The jaunt up the shaft seemed to take forever, and I pondered my new
existence along the way. What was the exact  nature of that existence,
now that I had stepped beyond the “normal” realms of humanity? Did
the rules still apply to me at all? Did I have any other powers? After all, it
wasn't like I really knew how to teleport; it had just sort of... happened.

It was all very philosophical. Metaphysical, even. These were the type of
thoughts I used to shrug away from, but now I found them engrossing.
My  mind  had  perceived  a  greater  reality  behind  the  one  that  once
represented the limits of existence. In all directions around the meat of
our blind bodies, invisible creatures floated just out of sight—and they
had always been there.

The doors slid open and a foyer of people turned in my direction, but I
couldn’t tell if they were  seeing me. A quick explosion of energy and I
was gone from their gaze.

* * *

I  found  myself  outside,  reborn  into  the  pale  light  of  morning.  The
strangeness  of  my new  being  was  inconvenient,  and  movement  was
awkward. I spent some time willing myself to take a step, then another
and another until I finally fell into a rhythm, triumphantly mastering the
art of walking again.

People of all sorts strolled mindlessly around me, staring straight ahead
and moving slow as zombies as I made my way down the street. Most
paid me no notice, but a few turned and stared in my direction. That’s
when I  realized  that  I  could  be seen—at  least  by  some people—but
uncomfortably: I was naked. Worse still, those glyphs I had seen burnt
into my soul were now glaringly visible on my body; they had risen like



angry scars in my flesh.

The horror  and discomfort  of  walking naked down the street  caused
several of my glyphs to begin glowing purple. Shock registered on the
faces of the nearest zombies, and they all began milling away quickly.

An odd sensation overcame me, and the zombies stopped reacting. My
glyphs had done their thing, and I had become invisible to the mindless
creatures.

I was now attracting a different sort of attention.

Figures  of  all  shapes  and  sizes  began  swarming  around  me,  their
sorrowful memories flooding my mind with despair and hopelessness.
These were people who'd been fated to my original predicament: spirits
of those who had held no belief in life. They all radiated the same tragic
energy, having endured one simple decision—the very same one I had
failed at in life, over and over again.

Adrift from options they waited forever in a careless purgatory of their
own making, mourning lost lives and lost chances. They were ghosts,
cursed to wander the world of  man,  invisible and mute to those still
living.

I moved on quickly, blinking out of that space, and found myself down
by  the  river.  I  walked  down  the  cement  sideway,  wondering  what  I
should do. Cool as my new existence was—blinking in and out wherever
I pleased—a distant threat lingered beyond my active thoughts, like a
thorn in my shoe that didn’t hurt enough to remove, but aggravated
nonetheless. 

Man, how jaded was I? Did I just compare a nervous warning about the
fate of my soul with a minor pain, the same way I used to compare Zoe
to a hangnail? Had Zoe—or anyone else in the entirety of my fucking life
—ever meant anything to me at all?

With that uncomfortable epiphany swimming in my brain I sat down on
an equally uncomfortable green bench, when who should appear but
the little  naked fucker from the night  before!  He watched me as if  I
couldn't see him, saying nothing, with a comical look of contempt on his
face.

I broke the silence. “You don’t have to pretend, little man, I know you're
there.”

He gave an awkward giggle and announced, “You are in  soooo much
trouble!” Sounded practically giddy about it.



I stood up and began walking down the path. “You are so full of shit,
little man. I can't take your word for anything.”

The little man called after me: “I wouldn’t go that way if I were you!
After all, I did warn you you were about to die.”

I stopped. “But I am not dead—am I?”

“That is up to you.”

I looked toward where I'd been heading, the old drainage tunnel under
the Big Bridge to the north, and back at him. “It's totally safe. I used to
sleep down there, fuckwad.”

The little man bowed dramatically. “As you wish. If you make it out, I will
be here.”

I had no idea what that meant, but I was soon to discover it.

* * *

The drainage tunnel was constructed out of cement, and buried deep in
the ground next to the river. The temperature dropped several degrees
the moment I entered, causing clouds of steam to drift out of my mouth
with each breath. I wrapped my arms tightly around myself to stave off
the cold.

It  wasn't  unusual  to  find  others  taking  shelter  here,  but  tonight  the
tunnel contained more than just human occupants. Black misty forms
writhed around the oblivious bums, sucking energy out of them in liquid
slurps. Some kind of inky tar was rising up out of the ground to climb the
walls like vines, producing hostility and discomfort among its victims.

The bums appeared oblivious to all of this as they slurped away at their
Night Train, or Mad Dog, or whatever shit they were imbibing.

I found that if  I  moved slowly the blackness receded from me: it was
somehow repelled by my presence. Stranger still, the bums nearest to
me seemed to become free of their torment for a brief moment as I
approached—a temporary clarity dawning in their eyes—and then fell
back into senseless stammering as I passed by.

For  some reason the cave reminded me of  something,  I  didn’t  know
exactly what. It was something from before the abrading of my anxiety:
a subject so secret I knew I was not supposed to talk about it—not to
even think about it—and so I focused on the scene immediately ahead.

I soon came upon a large gross creature, a demon by the looks of it,



feeding itself from a huge spread of revolting dishes. Its skin was the
color of burnt wood, and stretched too tightly around an obese frame.
Its bulbous eyes were a jaundiced yellow, its breath smelled of death
and vomit,  and its  cock was an enormous barbed piece of meat that
seemed to move on its own.

The  creature  slowly  turned  its  massive  carcass  and  spoke:  “What
random impossible waif comes harking upon my door?”

I didn’t respond.

“It  fears the utterance of word and action.  Mayhap it  comes to thief
away me’s tasties with its greedy little hands?”

“Just passing through, dude,” I said, hiding my fear.

The demon became haughty. “I'z eat your skull and twist your guts into a
pie!”

“Just. Passing. Through.”

Its  language  suddenly  became  clear.  “Pass  through  faster then,  soul
light,” it said with a hint of threat, before turning its attention back to its
feast.

I took its advice and picked up the pace, but the fucker betrayed me. No
sooner had I gone ten feet when Its fetid purple tongue shot out and
wrapped itself around my waist. The demon was pulling me back! My
vision rotated like I was spinning in circles, and when it stopped, I found
myself face to face with the beast.

Slobber dripped out of his rotten maw, in long slithery strings of mucus
and puss. His fetid yellow eyes had two pupils apiece and they were now
leveled at me, preparing for something horrible.

As the beast pulled me closer to its maw, I wondered again about the
extent of my powers. No better time to find out.

Extending one arm before  me I  lashed out with my mind,  projecting
every ounce of anger and frustration and hate I could summon.

To my amazement, flames of red and yellow fury shot forth from my
hand, and whatever they touched was annihilated. Human and demon
alike screamed out in horrible wails; the smell of burnt flesh and trash
assaulted me, causing my eyes to water and my stomach to heave. 

But the beast was not dead, and its massive tongue grabbed me again,
shoving me into the nearby river.



I  flailed  desperately  against  the  freezing  water,  but  the  massive
pseudopod kept pulling me under. I could feel my life drifting from me
again, and I watched as the soft glow of the tunnel lights drifted farther
and farther away, until a sudden mass of white energy came swirling in
around me and I was swooped up high into the air.

The bitter  chill  plunged  straight  through my wet  clothes,  making me
shiver uncontrollably, and my breath escaped me.

* * *

I found myself coughing and gagging at the top of the Big Bridge.

Hundreds of feet below, the vehicles of innocent bystanders roared by,
oblivious to anything out of the ordinary above them. But up here, right
before my eyes, there hovered the most exquisite specimen of beauty I
had ever seen. 

She wore fine white Arabic robes, her burqa allowing only a small peek
of  her  stunningly  green  glowing  eyes.  The  effect  left  much  to  the
imagination, but I didn’t have time to fantasize about what lay beneath.
A pair  of large white wings with black tips flapped slowly and calmly
about her back.

Before  my  mind  could  catch  up,  her  voice  spoke  rhythmically  and
harmonically from beneath the burqa: “What are you doing?”

I had no idea what to say. I mean, what the fuck was there to say? I was
so lost in the twilight zone I didn’t even know my name anymore.

She spoke again. “Is death something that you wish to return to? I would
be happy to assist you, if that is your wish.” Her voice danced on the
wind.

I stammered out, “I... I... just fucked up. I don’t want to go back there.”

I looked up at her, and that pair of inscrutable green eyes stared into me
for a very long time. There was no discernible emotion that I could read.

“Are you an angel?” I asked.

Her voice snapped out like a whip. “All you earthlings are so predictable!
You never think about the lies and means of the collar. NO! I am not an
angel! Angels are the functions of the enemy. I am something different.”

“That isn’t very reassuring,” I said.

“I’m sorry to offend,” she replied, taking it down a notch. “You can’t be
blamed for your sleep. You think that you are a mistake, yes? But I say to



you truly that nothing is a mistake. Everything is an act of the Pleroma’s
light.”

I felt like an idiot. “Sorry, I don’t know what that is?”

The  vision  of  beauty  went  silent,  turning  her  head  upwards  for  a
moment before returning her gaze to meet mine, and when she did,
whole galaxies of disappointment poured into me through those magical
eyes.

“Oh,” she said.

I shrugged.

Her voice sounded like a frown would look. “Maybe next time,” she said.

There was a brilliant light, then immaculate darkness.


