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ABSTRACT 

 

​ Death, as a means to survive is a fictional story about the internal ramblings and 
preoccupations of people that are all interconnected in one way or another, whether that is 
because of their thoughts, their physical relation with each other, or just the fact that they are all 
humans. This is a story where the author challenged himself to explore the minds of troubled 
individuals and, by doing so, created a world full of either hopeless people, delusional people, or 
just people that believe in the transformative power of life. The author’s motivation for this story 
was his endless quest to understand human emotions, as well as the desire to construct a 
narrative that comprises different points-of-view and different ways to understand the reasons 
we exist. The author has always been fascinated with approaching his fiction with a 
psychological and surrealist point-of-view, and thus, this story reflects his desires to do 
something for which not only he could connect to, but a bigger part of the audience could as 
well. Themes of the story include depression, anxiety, existentialism, romance, religion, 
psychological warfare, and the questions of mortality that plague every person head once in a 
while. This is a work that comes from the heart and soul of someone obsessed with humanity. 
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​ “Josephine Mayer died.” 
 
​ Those were the words that pierced through his heart on a chill night in June. 
 
​ He couldn’t believe it. Josephine was the professor that first inspired him to truly feel 
something. To truly understand what the purpose behind his dreams were. The last time they 
talked, he wanted to show her his newest story. 
​  

Of course, that never happened. 
 
And it is then, at that moment, where he started to think about the past. Did he feel proud, 

accomplished, or anything at all? He didn’t know. 
 
His hairy legs were tired and hurt, his eyes could barely see anything that was shown in 

the portable computer, his hands were craving for a softer touch, and all the while, this guy 
named Jeff Buckley was shouting in his ears. 

 
“It’s you I’ve searched so hard for 
Don’t want to weep for you 
I don’t want to know 
I’m blind and tortured 
The white horses flow 
The memories fire 
The rhythms fall slow 
Black beauty, I love you so” 
 

​ It seemed like all he had loved up until that point was all some sort of black beauty. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ Oliver Mayer was born to a middle class family. His mom settled in a small suburban city in the middle of 
Oregon, which was the same city she grew up in. His dad had no option but to move to that same city, because he very 
dearly loved Ms. Oliver. 
 

They had a name though. Oliver’s mom was named Josephine and his dad was named Francis. 
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​ When Oliver was a young kid, he always despised the weather, which he would come to love. He never 
thought of the future, nor the past, nor the very same present he was going through. Young Oliver was just a little boy 
in suburban Oregon and that was all there was to it. 
 
​ He remembers these times very foggily, though, as he never focused on saving a single memory, like his 
mother had taught him. He remembers vividly the words his mother used to always tell him. 
 
​ “You hear me, Oli?”, she used to always say. “Please see the present for what it is and value it. I know this 
might all seem hard for you to get. But it truly never gets better than this.” 
 
​ Little Oliver was always confused by those words, just exactly how his mother expected him to be. He never 
thought of anything beyond what his apparent truth was. What his low, unqualified vision permitted him to process. 
On those hazy days of 2008, he does recall a certain thing that forever changed him. 
 
​ Daddy would always take them to visit his family during the summer and the winter. It was like a tradition for 
them. Daddy’s family lived in coastal Georgia, which meant that the trip was a long one that Oliver had to swiftly 
endure every time. It was made easier due to how enjoyable he found the sky to be. He loved looking at the clouds, 
eating a bag of chips that his dad had hastily bought. He always complained about it. 
 

Something about the clouds means something to little Oliver. He loved the different shapes they had, their 
foginnes or how transparent they sometimes seemed. He always wondered what one of those clouds tasted like. He 
didn’t know what they were made of and never even bothered to question that to an adult. For him, clouds were like 
angels, always on top of the world and protecting them from anything that might come from the outside. At that 
point, he saw clouds as his guardian. He found comfort in them. So much that he always said that he wouldn’t have 
any issues living in a cloud for the rest of his life. 
 

In the summer of 2008, when Oliver was just five years old, on a trip to daddy’s old house, he vividly recalls a 
memory where he saw his daddy watching TV on the couch. Someone was doing long jumps on the TV, and Oliver was 
entranced by it. Just watching adults fly, like they were capable of getting anywhere with those jumps, made his eyes 
be glued onto the screen of the televisor. His dad caught him a few seconds later. Oliver was so little he could pass 
alongside someone without them seeing him. His dad grabbed him from the waist and put him on his right leg. 

 
“What, Oliver, you want to become an athlete in the future?” 
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Oliver didn’t know what an athlete was. His father had to explain it to him. 
 
“Oh, well, it’s exactly those people!” his dad said, pointing at the screen. “They are people that can perform 

things normal people like us couldn’t do.” 
 
Little Oliver didn’t get that last part. His innocence, voluntarily or not, blinded him from any possibility other 

than truth he had already understood. 
 
“Why, of course, Oliver! Your dad can do those jumps! I don’t want to do them, though. I prefer staying here 

with you and your mommy. Dad loves you two so much that he doesn’t want to be away from you two!”​
 

Oliver knew it. His daddy could do anything in the world! 
 
Then, the screen got into commercials. Oliver always enjoyed that part because those little videos were all 

very ridiculous but they were like small movies he could see while waiting for the main dish. He really enjoyed them! 
 
A commercial, whatever, is what marked him forever. It was a weird commercial where it seemed like a red 

figure with horns and a trident was talking to him. He was saying something about antioxidants, but little Oliver had 
no idea what that was. Rather, he was focused on the mysterious figure that had his eyes locked on him. In a way, it 
scared him, but he looked at his dad, who was just laughing at the commercial. Oliver didn’t know if it was funny or 
not, but that figure really made him question things for the first time. Something that, at that point, was a concept 
unheard of. He looked at his dad, who then glanced over him. 

 
“Oh, Oliver, don’t you think it’s funny? What’s with that face? Look at the stupid things the Devil is saying!” 
 
The Devil? Oliver didn’t understand concepts like that. He had never heard of a word like that. He had more 

questions now, which overwhelmed him a little bit. What were all these questions there was no answer for? Was there 
something such as a question with no answer? An idea with nothing to accompany it? He looked at his dad again. 
After all, he knew the answers to everything. 

 
“Well, you see, Oliver, the Devil is like the counterpart to God. You know God, right? The guy that takes care 

of us all up there, in the clouds. He is a good dude that you can always talk to. He will listen to you. He will understand 
your sorrows. And most important, he will be there on the final judgment”, said daddy, before he took Oliver out of his 
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leg and walked away as he heard mommy start yelling. Little Oliver then heard daddy yell even louder and so on and 
forth, but he didn’t care about those noises at that point. 

 
He simply thought of what his daddy told him: God. Clouds. 
 
There is something in the clouds? 
 
Better say, someone?! 
 
That was Oliver's first real question. That was the first time he ever wondered something. That he ever really 

thought about anything beyond the imaginary walls built around him. He wanted to ask daddy more about it but he 
saw him still talking very loudly with mommy, so he instead sat down where his dad was and kept watching the 
television. Eventually, the jumpers were back and Oliver thought that, if he found a way to jump as high as them, he 
would be able to maybe fly some day. 

 
And then, he could go to the clouds. 
 
And then, he could meet God. And ask him questions about anything! 
 
They could become friends! 
 
Oliver giggled as he first thought of those things, and was interested in learning more about that someone 

that was in the clouds. How did he make it up there? How could he make it up there? His curiosity sparkled. 
 
And a new human was born that night. 

 
'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 

 
​ When Mariah woke up, she had forgotten everything that had happened up until that point. It was a very sunny 
morning and the feeling of the bed where she had just woken up wasn’t the one she was used to. She scrubbed her eyes and 
realized she was in her cousin Emma’s room. She was wearing a black shirt that was probably borrowed from Emma’s brother, 
and didn’t even bother to touch her hair. She blushed, now assuming whose shirt that was. 
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​ She stood up and realized she had a huge headache. The fine texture of the carpet was soft and enough to ease her 
worries at least for a few seconds. Questions regarding her present invaded her mind. 
 
​ As she walked out, she saw Emma with a towel on her head, as she was talking on the phone with someone. 
 
​ “Can you not buy them for me?” she asked, effusively. “Gerald, don’t be a dick about this. I already told you what 
happened. So please, just buy the-” 
 
​ As Emma turned around, she saw Mariah just looking at her and was astounded. It seemed like, for a brief minute, 
that not even Emma could explain why or how Mariah ended up being at her house. 
 
​ “Look, just buy the pills, yes? I need to go” Emma said, before hanging up on the phone. “Mariah, wh- what are you 
doing here?” 
 
​ Mariah couldn’t really find an answer for Emma. She mumbled some words and tried looking for some sort of 
reasoning behind her presence there. After all, inside of Mariah’s head, there was a reason behind why things happen. 
 
​ She was there for a reason. 
 
​ God had brought them there for a reason. 
 
​ God never makes mistakes. 
 
​ “I see. Well, mom’s doing breakfast downstairs. Maybe eating something will make us both remember yesterday, 
right?” 
 
​ As the both grabbed hands and went downstairs, the usual smell of butter that emanated from Emma’s home was 
very well present in Mariah’s nasal senses. Their carpet covered the entire floor of the house so it didn’t even matter that 
she was wearing nothing to cover her feet. As they entered the kitchen, Mariah saw him. 
 
​ Oliver. 
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​ He was wearing those round glasses he was forced to wear since he was eight. That curly hair that reached just by the 
middle of his back neck. That round nose and those bright caramel eyes that hid under the shiny glasses. Oh, those glasses. 
There was some charm in them. 
 
​ However, Oliver was her guilty pleasure. It’s just that she didn’t realize how guilty she was of having that pleasure. 
 
​ “Mariah! Good morning!” said aunt Jo, Emma and Oliver’s mom, with her bright smile capable of shining an 
entire room full of positivity. She was a ray of beaming light in the dark world in which Mariah had to grow up. Being with 
aunt Jo was everything to her. Because of that, even though she had no idea how she woke up in Emma’s room, it was enough 
for her to know that, ultimately, that was aunt Jo’s house. 
 
​ “Good morning, mom,” said Emma, with a less enthusiastic tone. She sounded tired, more than anything. The 
change of tone was evident. “What do we have for breakfast this morning?” 
 
​ “Well, the usual pancakes. Dad left a few minutes ago. He forgot his phone, again.” 
 
​ Silence. 
 
​ This gave Mariah some well-earned time to think about her situation. Penniless, at her cousin’s home, she 
doesn’t remember anything from the previous night, and looking with weird eyes at her cousin. 
 
​ Did she ever feel dirty? 
 
​ “Mom, are you okay if I go to Barnes & Noble a bit?” asked Oliver with his usual nonchalant voice. 
 
​ “Sure. It’s Sunday, so if anything, it might be busy today. Just take that into consideration.” 
 
​ Then it hit Mariah. She was gonna miss Sunday Mass. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ The moment he got in the taxi cab, he realized he had forgotten his phone. 
A common mistake at that point, but a crucial thing that could determine just 
how focused he would be for the rest of the day. How could he focus though, 
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really? Life was being too much and even the knowledge of him forgetting his 
phone made him angry, miserable, despicable. 
 
​ “Hey! Chill out back there, this ain’t no jungle for you to just go wild” said 
the cab driver, with a very angry tone and transpiring through every word he 
muttered. 
 
​ Now he had a dilemma. Should I explain it to him? Is this a good moment to 
vent my frustrations with words instead of punches? Should I find in this random 
stranger a way to feel comfort? 
 
​ Francis wasn’t homeless, but he knew there was not much time left before 
he had to embark on life by himself. 
 
​ “Don’t apologize, I understand it. Everyone has their own shit going on, I 
know. Just… don’t hit the car, right?” 
 
​ He liked the view of the city. Big buildings meant big dreams. Big dreams 
meant big aspirations. And big aspirations meant a bigger compromise with life. 
After all, what else did life need from him? He had a beautiful wife, a beautiful 
family, and a beautiful house, yet, it is that imminent feeling of everything 
crumbling down that shocked him to the core. He wasn’t ready to let go, and he 
wasn’t ready to change. He enjoyed mundanity. 
 
​ So then, why was change such a consistency in his life? 
 
​ “So you’re a journalist, huh? How is that?” 
 
​ Francis hated his job. It had brought him money, but he was miserable. He 
felt an obligation to be honest and transparent, but how could he be all that 
when he kept lying to himself? He liked imagining he had a good life, a good 
family, a good, stable income, and maybe it all was true. Maybe he did have some 
good cards but was extremely ungrateful. The problem was that he knew how 
close everything was to the end. What even was the point of pretending? He was 
aware life isn’t a game of pretending, but what if it was? 
 
​ “I bet, I bet. I assume you work at The ******* Times, huh? I mean, after all, 
that’s where we’re heading, so y’know…” 
 
​ Why did he have to lie? What did he win from lying? Why not simply be 
honest and admit that he always put that direction so that every cab driver that 
gets him thinks he’s some sort of powerful person? Francis knew the answer, yet 
refused to acknowledge it even internally. He knew he needed to feel that 
euphoria that comes with being someone in life. He could feel the blood rapidly 
moving through his veins everytime his mouth threw a fake truth. He loved that 
feeling. It was like a drug that kept him on edge, making him believe that 
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something was actually worth it. Before he knew it, he simply had closed his eyes 
and imagined having all that power. 
 
​ Would that actually stop the unstoppable? 
 
​ Or would the fall be worse? 
 
​ “We’re here. The payment was already done through the app, but the 
tipping, well, that you could-” 
 
​ After the door slam, Francis walked to the entrance of the building where 
the offices of The ******* Times was located at. After entering, he turned around 
and saw that the cab driver had finally left, so he took his chance and left. 
Walking down the stairs, that constant feeling of failure and embarrassment 
invaded his body once again. It was his daily reminder that he never quite 
reached the glory he once dreamed of. 
 
​ That was it. 
 
​ That was his life. 
 
​ Just a bunch of ‘what ifs’. 
 
​ The first thing he saw entering his actual building was, ironically enough, 
Jerry. If anyone in the whole wide world could be more miserable than him, it was 
Jerry. Oh, what a guy! Francis never wanted for anyone to mistake him - he liked 
Jerry, in fact, he liked him so much he often considered him one of his best 
friends. However good he was trying to look with that ostensibly horrendous tie, it 
was complemented with those baggy eyes of his that always looked so tired and 
depressed. 
 
​ “Hey, Francis! How are you?” said Jerry, with a smile on his face. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ A fake and forced smile. 
 
​ What did he do that he was forced to look at that face every day? 
 
​ How fucking hilarious did God think he was doing that to him? 
 
​ He went to mass, he prayed every night, he even made his son a devout Catholic 
and yet, he was there, looking at Francis fucking Mayer once again. 
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AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 
 

“I’m doing good Jerry, thanks for asking,” said Francis with a smirk. 
 
That disgusting smirk. 
 

​ He really wanted to simply sucker punch him. Just how lucky was he? He had a 
beautiful family, a beautiful house, and above everything, a beautiful wife. 
 
​ Oh, Josephine, thought Jerry every day, lamenting himself over telling her he 
needed to explore his options 27 years ago. He was a dumb kid, whose horny 
temperament and his personality issues prevented him from having a special life. One 
he could feel proud of. One that didn’t feel forced, or that was a constant lie to himself. 
 

For the past 27 years of his life he had been trying to convince himself that he 
was exaggerating. That there was no reason to be so bitter about something that 
happened such a long time ago. He thought it could get worse, that he had an okay life. 
But even when Jerry tried to believe that, it almost never succeeded. 

 
And now there he was, with his hair smelling like gel and his extravagant tie that 

was a gift from his son. He pretended to be the happiest motherfucker in the office 
when, in reality, he probably just wanted to disappear from everyone’s sight and never, 
NEVER appear again. God, did he hate himself. 

 
But yet again, there he was. He kept going to the office and he kept combing his 

hair and he kept eating breakfast and he kept driving to work and he kept smiling and he 
kept wishing everyone the best and he kept doing a great job at the office and the list 
could go on. 

 
Before he knew it, it was time for him to go home. 
 
Days just passed and Jerry had lost all notion of time. It was all just a routine to 

follow. 
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Jerry packed everything and saw, once again, Francis, on his way out as well. 
 
“Hey, Jerry! I thought you were supposed to leave earlier. Did you do extra hours?” 
 
Why did he care? Not like that was going to change anything. Not like any 

interaction that he had with Francis changed anything. He was just pretending to care. 
 
“Ah, I see. Well, hopefully we can go out soon,” said Francis, with that same smirk 

he always had on that face of his. “Will you be coming to the office party on Friday?” 
 
Did he really have to? Deep down in his heart, Jerry maybe wanted to. Another 

side of his heart was simply begging him to go home and not care that much about 
work, or the office, or anything for that matter. There was a side of Jerry that deeply 
wanted to simply stop caring and go home to rest. 

 
Life can be tough and for Jerry, it was never easy. 
 
“Great! It will be amazing to see you there,” said Francis, to which Jerry quickly 

replied as he walked outside. “See you soon, buddy!” 
 
How can he call him ‘buddy’ with everything he entails? Is he not aware that he is 

the sole reason his life has been on a downward spiral ever since? He is married to the 
woman of his dreams and he dares to call him a ‘buddy’. 

 
‘Buddy’. 
 
Huh. 
 
As he drove back home,  he stopped at a red light. An impulse was telling him to 

simply go, but he resisted. He felt the urge to do something out of the ordinary for some 
reason - maybe as a way to feel alive. To feel worthy. He suddenly heard a knock on his 
window. He turned around and moved his finger from side to side, as a way to reject the 
notion of his future. Because in that person that was begging, he saw a failure. He saw 
someone that is bound to the bottom. 

 
He saw himself. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
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​ And there she was. 

 

​ Mariah. 

 

​ Oh sweet Mariah, with her mustard-colored hair, her brown eyes, and her small 

nose that made her face all fall into some sort of harmony unmatched by any other woman 

in *******. She was everything to him, and her, well, he was probably lucky if he 

remembered the first letter of his name. 

​  

It was K. 

 

​ Keith observed as Mariah walked alongside her friend (or whatever they were) 

Emma down the street. He couldn’t quite hear what they were talking about, but he didn’t 

care. All he desired was Mariah. For her to fall for him the way he had. 

 

​ Oh, was love something so beautiful. 

 

​ Oh, was beauty something so objective. 

 

​ But Mariah. 

 

​ She was irrefutable. 

 

​ So effective. 

 

​ God. 

 

​ But now, there was that dork Oliver. A constant in the girls’ life. Emma’s brother, or 

something. What had Mariah seen in him? He constantly seemed like a lost dog in the 

middle of a prairie. So stupid on the outside, probably empty on the inside. Has he ever 

thought of something worth thinking about? He wanted to punch him in the face. Maybe 

even more than that. He felt so annoyed - how did he catch her interest? And to be fair, 

he didn’t know it for a fact, but he kinda did. Everyone did. 
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​ Keith was the smartest student at school. Everyone asked him for help or for some 

little advice. Even Mariah had come up to him. He felt a rush of energy everytime that 

happened. It was a very isolated and rapid feeling, but whenever it happened, he felt in a 

different dimension. Like he could do anything he ever wanted to. Mariah was the only 

person capable of taming him and she probably didn’t even think about him. She seemed to 

only think of that dumbass Oliver. He detested him. It was some sort of jealousy he didn’t 

want to admit, because that would mean he had won. 

 

​ And in no world he was willing to let Oliver win. 

 

​ And maybe it had to do something with his father. After all, wasn’t Oliver Francis 

Mayer’s son? 

 

​ He stopped thinking about it the moment he heard the door opening. He was here. 

And he didn’t want him to be here. 

 

​ “Hey son. Bring me a beer, will ya?” said Jerry, with a face that could probably put 

him in jail. 

 

​ Keith obeyed and he took a beer out of the fridge. It was cold, almost frozen. He 

felt the chills as he grabbed it, yet there was a possibility that those chills weren’t caused 

by the cold. Was he somehow afraid? Was there something that made him afraid at that 

moment? 

 

​ He gave the beer to Jerry and started walking on his way out. 

 

​ “Where do you think you’re going? It’s late,” assured Jerry, as if it wasn’t obvious 

by the color of the sky. Keith tried to explain some sort of reasoning to his dad, but it was 

kind of a lie. Actually, no. He was straight-up bullshitting. He just needed to leave. 

 

​ “Really? Damn, okay. Do they have it at the store?” asked Jerry. “Well, don’t take 

long. It’s dark.” 

 

​ What an idiot. 

 

Mota 14 



Mota 15 

​ As Keith walked to the neighborhood store, he couldn’t take Mariah out of his head. 

Why was she such a present force in his life? They never talked, they never interacted. 

He was just a spectator of her constant performance. Keith didn’t know how to approach 

her, nor how to actually start something. The gust of wind that was hitting his face made 

him cold. He wasn't wearing a coat. There was no forward-thinking. He started to shiver, 

yet, there was a slight possibility that the cold wasn’t causing it. 

 

​ He stopped to think about it. 

 

Was he really that in love with her? Was it something more? 

 

​ Did Keith need Mariah? 

 

​ Was he obsessed? 

 
'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 

 
Obsessed with the idea of perfection. 

 
Lonely, lonely imperfections. 

 
​ An ant, just moving through the counter. 
 
​ Was she carrying something? Maybe? 
 
​ Who cared but her? 
 
​ The bell sounds. 
 
​ Time to help! 
 
​ She fixes her hair. 
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​ She smiles. 
 
​ The guy doesn’t even care enough to look at her. 
 
​ When he comes back with a gallon of milk, she greets him enthusiastically. 
 
​ No answer. 
 
​ She tells him how much the milk will cost. 
 
​ No answer. 
 
​ He just hands four dollars. 
 
​ “Keep the change.” 
 
​ She thanks him. 
 
​ He doesn’t. 
 
​ He leaves. 
 
​ She doesn’t. 
 
​ And now Primrose is, once again, asking herself, whether she did something wrong. She had 
read the manual countless times and she even memorized it all the way through. Yet, no one smiled at 
her. Barely any people greeted her. Even fewer people said ‘thank you’. She sometimes felt like an 
object, unable to actually do something for the greater good. 
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But she was! 
 
Society without store clerks isn’t a society. 
 
It’s just… something! 
 
Did she need to change something? What was the key to solving the mystery of apathetic 

people? How could she make an impact in someone’s life to turn them into a more positive life. What 
are the chances and odds for something like that to succeed? 

 
The truth is, they were very slim, but Primrose decided to never give up. She didn’t believe in 

herself, but she believed in the transformative nature of humanity. In the opportunity to change. And 
sometimes, that was all it was needed. 

 
For someone to trust. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ Trusting that they will grow and become the most beautiful seeds ever. 
 

Look at those seeds grow. Growing, never stopping for anyone, knowing what 
exactly is needed to be done to be strong. They will grow into plants, then maybe into 
little trees. Their impact will be there, big or small. But, how can you define impact on a 
plant? How can you define impact in general? 

 
Those were the questions that invaded Herbert Lucas every single day since he 

decided to have a retired life.  
 
A “calmer” life. 
 
And maybe, just maybe, in the strictest sense of the word, he was indeed more 

relaxed at everything. But as time went by and as he realized that his life was it, he often 
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questioned whether everything he had done up until that point was worthy of a 
retirement. 

 
He questioned everything that he had been led to believe. Was he ever a good 

worker? Was he ever a decent father? Did he cultivate the seeds of a better society? What 
exactly was Herbert’s “point” in this world? What was he worth? 

 
Maybe he was just having a crisis. After all, the man was nearing his 70s. He had 

lived through pretty much everything he needed to. A beautiful family, a beautiful house, 
a beautiful existence. So why all of sudden was nothing else important? Was he really 
unable to just sit back and enjoy the little happy life he was able to build for himself? 

 
No, because what life did he build for himself? 
 
As he walked back inside, he saw Carrie. Oh, sweet Carrie. She was just 5 years 

younger than him and they have always seemed to have some sort of magical and 
unique connection. Something that he never had with his ex-wife, even though he keeps 
remembering those times as “happy”. Maybe it was because he felt fulfilled. He loved 
having a family and a house and just everything that the TV seemed to sell him as the 
exact type of life a man growing up in this country had to have. After all, how could the 
TV be wrong about anything? 

 
“You’re overthinking it again, Herbie”, said Carrie, with that lovely voice of hers. 

Tender and like a warm hug in the middle of Siberia. It's comforting. “Did you buy the 
cookies on your way back here?” 

 
As Carrie opens the box of chocolate chip cookies, her favorites forever, Herbert 

stays by himself in the dormant living room. As he turns the TV on, the questions keep 
being ever-present in his head, invading his conscience and prohibiting him from ever 
taking a second just to breathe in peace.  

 
His life is just that. 
 
A constant barrage of memories that generate self-doubt. 
 
The feeling that you somehow failed and that there’s nothing else you could do. 
 
Fear. 

 
'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
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​ Fear of existing. 
 

Of realizing what the world really is. 
 
Herbert has been her biggest blessing, and she has loved him 

like no one she has ever loved or ever will. He became the founding 
stone under which her modern and revitalized existence takes place.  

 
So what happens if Herbert breaks? 
 
Well. 
 
She breaks. 
 
And the fact is, Herbert had been acting paranoid for a few 

weeks now. Carrie had no idea, really, what caused this. Whether it 
was Herbert unwillingness to let go of the past, or his ability to 
find a negative to any situation, or if, simply, he was tired of 
living with her. 

 
Whatever it was, this caused a butterfly effect that spiraled 

down in the worst of ways, where the whole reason Carrie was fearful 
of anything was because of Herbert. She couldn’t stop thinking about 
the imminent consequences that he kept talking about. 

 
And the worst part of it all, was that Carrie was aware of what 

was wrong in this situation. Why did she base her whole life on what 
Herbert was saying? Why was she so worried about what he was? That’s 
the sort of question that made her realize just how fearful she was 
of existing. It wasn’t Herbert’s problem, of course, but she decided 
to give so much importance to stuff that ultimately could be 
considered insignificant that, at that point, kind of made her very 
fearful. 

 
For how long would this last? 
 
For how long would her Herbert be like this? 
 
There was this constant fear of the world that was in her mind 

at all times now. War, famine, death, violence. Was there ever a day 
where she could just enjoy the tiny pleasures of life without 
worrying too much? 
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There he was, watching the TV, and she couldn’t enjoy the peace 
and quietness of their life because of a stupid fear. 

 
A fear of existence. 
 
A fear. 

 
'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 

 
​ Jobless. 
 
​ There was something going through his head that prohibited him from finding peace. 
From finding stability. Was it some sort of reserved trauma that he was trying to avoid? 
 
​ He found himself in the park. The breeze was nice and it hit his face with such calm and 
peace that it eased into his brain the idea that everything was, really, just fine. It was a chill day, 
just cold enough for him to comfortably wear a sweater, but warm enough where he didn’t need 
to have some mittens on. This was his type of weather, a combination of the best of both worlds 
but with a colder side to it. 
 
​ This life, this present he was living, was something he kind of missed. After all, the 
loneliness that comes with a loveless life is something that can’t be had inside of a marriage. 
Again, there are a lot of privileges that come with being married, but even then, he was enjoying 
the solitude. 
 
​ Did he miss her? Sure. 
 
​ Could he live without her? Of course. 
 
​ Seeing the kids play at the park kind of made his heart feel warmer. Tender. Like a 
memory that was never supposed to be his. He kept seeing a future that was more of an illusion 
at that point. 
 
​ Stop. 
 
​ Time to divert his thoughts. 
 
​ When will he be able to find stability in the other aspects of his life? Unemployment was 
something serious yet he kept feeling like worrying about it until the very last possible minute. 
Even though taking care of books wasn’t something he hated, he also felt like his degree could 
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help him get something better. Yet, where are these so-called “opportunities” he was promised 
he’d have? Who even was it that told him he could do whatever he wanted to do? 
 
​ That’s the key, he stopped pretending he cared - he just wanted happiness at the cost of 
misery. 
 
​ Oh, Clara. 
 
​ His beautiful, dear Clara. 
 
​ What even happened, in the first place? How was it even possible to be separated from 
the love of her life already? He was young, fairly handsome, and had an intelligence above the 
median, or at least, that’s what he believed. She was beautiful; like watching a waterfall in the 
middle of June. Her confidence and her sense of survival made her like a tulip in a sea of roses, 
something so unique yet so precious. 
 
​ Fuck. 
 
​ “Sir, can you pass me the ball”, he heard from the side. As he left his trance-like state, he 
saw a red and white soccer ball just next to his right foot. It was faintly dirty with some dirt and 
mud and kicking it back to the kids would probably mean that his linen shoes would get dirty. 
 
​ But he did anyway. 
 
​ “Thanks”, he heard from the kid on the other side of the park. 
 
​ What a beautiful feeling. 
 
​ Gratefulness. 
 
​ Especially from such an innocent being who was taught what gratefulness was. 
 
​ That’s a value that a kid is taught as they grow up. Are humans even conceived with the 
idea of gratefulness instilled in them? It depends more so on education, or at least he thought so. 
He was nostalgic for a memory that never existed - a day where he could teach a kid of his about 
gratefulness and the love one could have of existence, of the fact that we can interact with other 
beings and are lucky enough to live inside of the same sphere. 
 
​ As he saw an older teenager walk through the park, he noticed he was reading 1984. Did 
that make him feel comfortable, or even more sad? He wanted to approach the guy but felt that it 
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would be too awkward to form some sort of conversation based around a single thing he noticed. 
He didn’t know him. He didn’t know if he was a good, or a bad person. 
 
​ Wait, why is he doubting that? 
 
​ Oh, because he lost all confidence. 
 
​ He can’t even approach people anymore. 
 
​ He wants love and all he can have at that point is the eternal damnation of knowing he 
lost it. What once was true is now just a lie. 
 
​ A simple lie that made him believe he had a future to look for. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

But he didn’t have none of that, now, did he? 
 
Oliver found himself reading that book his dad once gave him. George Orwell’s 1984. Such a unique 

and fascinating piece of literature that made him understand the world in a different way. 
 
Not the one he was promised. 
 
Because if you had asked young Oliver how and where he saw himself in the future, he definitely never 

expected to still be in the same town, with the same people, with the same mediocre stagnation in which he 
was forced to survive. 

 
It was not his fault, or was it? 
 
Well, he was at fault for a few things. After all, the copy he was reading wasn’t even the one his dad 

gave him. He had just bought it from the Barnes & Noble that was a few squares away from the park. What 
happened to his original copy? Simple, he lent it to a friend and that friend never returned it. 

 
Oliver recalls that day. The day he realized he was never getting that copy back. He was furious, 

borderline irate. He had trusted someone with one of the most important things in his life and it was all a big, 
horrendously embarrassing mistake. His dad never knew this. 
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And Oliver didn’t want him to know. 
 
Would he be considered a failure because of it? 
 
He loved his dad. He really did. It was very uncommon for males his age to have some sort of stable 

relationship with their parents but he thought he had a great one with both. His dad was the first person that 
made him believe that anything was possible in this world. Whether he was lying or not wasn’t Oliver’s 
problem. 

 
Instead of daydreaming, which he often did, he decided to see the present for once. 
 
He was lonely. Not in a sad, lonely way. But in a thoughtful, overwhelming loneliness which made him 

think of the stuff surrounding him. 
 
This, in turn, made him reclusive. An introvert at heart. A very mysterious person whose heart wasn’t 

open to anyone, but his direct family. And not even that. His sister, Emma, was like a stranger to him. A shadow 
of emotions for which he couldn’t enter. He had no idea if she herself was interested in establishing some sort 
of relevant connection with him. 

 
She was always surrounded with people and guys and she was such a popular girl. 
 
But. 
 
He saw some loneliness in her. 
 
Maybe because he felt the same way. 
 
Or because she was his sister. 
 
Regardless of what it was, his last meaningful connection was with his parents. His only one, maybe. 

Those who kept reminding him how loved and accompanied he was. They made Oliver believe in a truth that he 
couldn’t presently see. 
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And then there was 1984. A book he read for the first time at the ripe age of 12. He doesn’t know why 
his dad would ever let him read something like that at such a young age, but it for sure was a revolutionary 
experience. He barely understood what some of the words meant, but it was some sort of revelation as to how 
society and the people that inhabit it work. 

 
Did he feel fear? Sure. 
 
Did he love it? Sure. 
 
Did he fear loving? Probably. 
 
But there was something fun about it. About the realization that people can write stories like that and 

create a world that could very well be true. He saw it as a way of distorting reality that only a few people could 
do. He wanted to understand that. 

 
But it all came back to that one realization he had as a kid thanks to his dad. 
 
The existence of God. 
 
He was promised God existed. He was promised that he could someday meet it and ask him all of 

those questions that he was forever questioning about. But as he grew older, as he thought more about the 
stagnating process of existence, he realized it is only through death that he could finally meet him 

 
But Oliver didn’t want to die! He was too scared for that! 
 
So instead, he resorted to praying. 
 
But he never got any response! 
 
That’s no way to have a conversation with anyone. 
 
He looked around. He realized he had been walking for a hot minute without direction. His whole life 

could’ve been summarized in just that moment. Where was he heading? Who was he looking for? He saw a 
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young man just sitting in one of the park benches a few minutes ago, some kids playing with a dirty ball, and 
the wind hitting his face.  

 
What if that wind was God? 
 
He felt paranoid but also very stressed about the whole situation he's in. 
 
Lost. 
 
Guideless. 
 
Where is God? 
 
Is he even real? 
 
Why do people pray? 
 
Oliver, now a young man, didn’t know whether to believe everything that people said to him. 
 
A God, huh? 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ A God you can pray to. 
 
​ To feel cleaner from your sins and to confess. 
 
​ “Tell me your sins, daughter of God” 
 
​ Mariah didn’t really want to say, but she felt it was necessary. She barely prepared to go to mass that Sunday, but 
after not even knowing what happened the previous night, there was something that was urging her to go. 
 
​ One can also just ignore the fact that she was probably doing bad things the previous night. 
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​ She kept thinking about Oliver. 
 
​ “I see, go on.” 
 
​ Lust. 
 
​ Envy. 
 
​ Jealousy. 
 
​ And an increasing fear of hell. 
 
​ “Do you think any of those things are making you feel guilty of something?” 
 
​ Mariah knew the guy behind the wooden slats. Father Morningstar. A calm, quiet man. Light gray hair. A wrinkled 
face. A humble smile. And a pair of green, huge eyes, like a cat. Mariah was sure he was probably quite the handsome man 
when he was younger, but nowadays, it almost seems like Father Morningstar worked better as the type of person one can 
trust in when it comes to opening up about the incessant fear of sinning. 
 
​ He knew where to direct the conversation, he knew what exactly everyone needed to hear, and he knew how to 
deliver the words for every single individual. Almost any catholic in ******* knew who this man was, and because of 
that, it seemed almost quintessential that he was the one to talk with Mariah about her very particular situation. 
 
​ “Guilt isn’t something you can just get rid of. It will follow you until you’ve made peace with the thing you feel 
guilty of. The best thing to do it it’s by confronting it. Knowing that it is something that you’ll have to live with for the 
rest of your life” 
 
​ Is it? 
 
​ “And that’s okay. You know why? Because nobody's perfect. No one is flawless. We do bad things. Humans are bad. 
But it is the way we deal with that fact that makes us good. That makes us persevere. That makes us survive.” 
 
​ Huh? 
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​ “I know I shouldn’t be talking this much about it, but even when we find ourselves on our lowest moral point, 
what defines us as humans is the way we decide to bounce back from it. Mistakes slightly define us. Solutions are all there 
is.” 
 
​ Mariah left mass that day feeling slightly relieved. There was something about the way Father Morningstar talked - 
it was sort of quiet, but sort of powerful. Those words held such a control over her body that she kind of trusted that man 
with her entire life, even if they had never talked directly. They hid behind masks. 
 
​ Mariah was ashamed, but that mask was saving her. 
 
​ As she walked through the busy Sunday streets, she realized that, maybe, being a devout catholic was for her. Even 
after her sins, she felt pure. Honest. But she still had that problem. She still felt guilty. 
 
​ She still wanted him. 
 
​ Maybe he was right. 
 
​ Did she need to face her guilt? 
 
​ Fear, moving through her veins. 
 
​ She wasn’t the daughter of God. There’s no way. No daughter of God could feel any romantic sort of feelings for a 
person that shares your own blood. 
 
​ She wanted to follow God. 
 
​ So she’ll have to admit to Satan what she did and what she wants to do. 
 
​ Mariah grabbed her headphones from her bag and plugged them into her phone. She started playing the first song 
and just rolled with it. A calm song. Almost soothing. 
 
​ Almost something that a person without fear would listen to. 
 
​ But also. 
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'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 

 
​ Someone that feels abandoned. 
 
​ Homeless. 
 
​ Because the head of Emma also matters. 
 
​ The head of someone that stays behind at her house and does nothing also matters. 
 
​ And listening to that song reminded her of Mariah, the one person that she felt never 
abandoned her. 
 
​ But really, what does it mean to feel lonely? 
 
​ To feel like all of your existence has been inside of a world you can only understand? 
 
​ A knock on the door, a swift movement and the door is now open. 
 
​ “Emma, darling, why did you not go to the service?” asks Josephine, as she quietly 
enters the room and finds a place to sit down among the mess that her room is. 
 
​ How can she explain to her mom that she just doesn’t feel that connection anymore? 
That she stopped caring about life and death quite a while ago? Religion was nothing but a 
scam to her, at that point. She’s in a meditative state where all that matters is the present and 
the way she and others see her. 
 
​ “Oh, I see. I should’ve assumed that when I saw Mariah this morning.” 
 
​ Mariah still went, though. She still found the motivation to move and do stuff. Why is it 
that she just wants to crawl in her room and be there for the rest of eternity? 
 
​ Listen to the music. What is it saying? 
 
​ “Do you want me to leave?” 
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​ She would never want her mom to leave but an impulse inside of her heart was asking 
for loneliness. As if she had no control over her own body and decisions. It was all toss-up -  a 
bet. A way to feel some reassurance that would never arrive. 
 
​ “Okay, I’ll stay. Do you want to say something to me?” 
 
​ Her mom’s hand was soft. Warm, even. Like grabbing a plushie that reminded her of 
her youth and the happiest moments of her life. She was her real and only home. She loved 
her, the same way one loved the idea of a dream that could be. But her mom was a dream that 
already existed. Such peace and tranquility. 
 
​ Emma knew that she was a farce. An illusion that only she understood or tried to 
connect with. It was painful, but at least she knew the truth, and that was maybe all that 
mattered.  
 
​ “You know that’s not true, Emma. You have a lot of friends that love you!” 
 
​ She was unable to recall a single one. There was nothing that told her that anything was 
real. Maybe Mariah, but even then, it all felt forced. She was her cousin and that’s about it. She 
barely understood the semantics of her as a person to try and dig deeper. 
 
​ “I’m sorry, sweetheart. Maybe I am to blame a little bit for this. Maybe I have 
overprotected you too much,” Josephine started saying, with some pain in her voice. “But you 
know, one day, you really do have to let the doors of your heart open. This can’t be your life, 
right?” 
 
​ Why not? 
 
​ “Do you really want your life to be lonely and gloomy forever? Do you know how 
excruciating that could be for you?” 
 
​ Emma didn’t care. She could barely try anything anymore. 
 
​ “I don’t want that for you. I really don’t. You’re such a thoughtful and kind-hearted 
person that deserves the love of people that care - people that know who you are and love you 
like that.” 
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​ Maybe she just missed being young. Of course, at 16 years old, there is not much Emma 
has lived or experienced, but even at her young age, she was already feeling the consequences 
of teenage self-doubt, if there was ever something like that. 
 
​ “There will be, darling. I promise there’s people out there that care.” 
 
​ Are those people not gonna be like Gerald, though? 
 
​ As if Gerald wasn’t already killing her heart enough. She expected his presence to be a 
sort of guide until it became a curse for which she can’t escape. 
 
​ “Think about it, yeah? But trust me, it is vital that you understand that there’s people 
that care. I can’t be with you taking care forever. You will have to leave the house some day.” 
 
​ Why? Who forced her to do that? 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ The health insurance. 
 
​ That goddamn fucking health insurance. 
 
​ The price for his health insurance was rising beyond what’s economically 
possible, or at least that was what Francis read in the newspaper, alerting of the 
current economy that was screwing his life. 
 
​ There was just no way to afford it anymore. 
 
​ And now he had to keep working that shitty job with those shitty people 
and there was nothing that could make him be out of the hole. 
 
​ What a piece of shit existence. 
 
​ “Francis, you coming tonight?” 
 
​ Fuck no. 
 
​ “Great, see you there then!” 
 
​ Lying was his only way to feel something anymore, as his life was circling 
down back to the depths of evil. He didn’t care anymore. There was no salvation. 
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​ He looked at the words on his computer. Just a lot of mumbling around 
that made him enough money to survive up until that point. Not anymore, though. 
Everything was becoming way too expensive for him to realistically be able to 
survive. 
 
​ He might not be dead, but he might as well be. 
 
​ “Francis, were you able to send in the latest article already? We have to 
print it for tomorrow.” 
 
​ Fuck no. 
 
​ “Perfect, let me tell Jonah. He really needs it. You’re the best!” 
 
​ He never saw himself as some sort of “best”. 
 
​ He never expected to actually earn some sort of respect at the shitty 
newspaper he worked at, actually. 
 
​ Sadly, he became more important than what he ever meant to become, and 
that turned him into an angry person. He had a good life, but he knew the end 
was near. 
 
​ So what’s the point? 
 
​ What’s the point of trying anymore? 
 
​ As he went back into the computer in search of a solution, or at least 
something that could guide him to the correct answers, he realized that the 
article that was reading was from two years ago. 
 
​ Hold. 
 
​ Is there a chance? 
 
​ He tried to investigate further, trying to see if there was any sort of chance 
that maybe, just maybe, his health insurance wasn’t going to screw him over. 
When he found the article he was looking for, it read something worse. 
 
​ The price got even steeper in the last month. 
 
​ He gave up. He knew what was going to happen but he wanted to at least 
know if there was any way to make it less painful. 
 
​ But there was nothing good about it. At all. 
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​ There was nothing to be happy or satisfied or reassured about. 
 
​ All he knew is that his life was about to enter the deepest of hells and all he 
could do was to be a spectator on the ride. 
 
​ He wanted to scream. 
 
​ Cry. 
 
​ Punch something. 
 
​ But he didn’t. 
 
​ Because there wasn’t any real benefit to expressing anger like that. 
 
​ He could get hurt. 
 
​ And health insurance could get worse. 
 
​ He took a deep breath. 
 
​ What was the point of panicking for something that couldn’t be controlled? 
What was the point of trying to look for solutions where the answers were so 
opaque? 
 
​ It was pointless. 
 
​ All of it. 
 
​ Time to just close my eyes and think of a better tomorrow. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ So he opens his eyes. 
 
​ The light is already on green, so he moves forward. 
 
​ What could’ve been but never was, such a miserable realization of the sad and 
pathetic existence one was forced to endure. 
 
​ Maybe he would’ve loved his life a little bit more if Josephine was an active part 
of it, or if his kids would’ve looked more like her. 
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​ Instead of whatever the fuck he turned out to be. 
 
​ Now it was time to go home and ponder on what he had. There was no changing 
it. He was too old for that shit already. 
 

It’s frustrating, really, to see your life fade away in front of you and only be able to 
reminisce of the moments that never existed, only to find some sort of value in all of it. 
That was Jerry’s life. Just an opaque and sad existence that couldn’t be saved. 

 
Did he care? 
 
Probably not anymore. All he wanted to do was go home and enjoy the 

mundanity of his existence once again. 
 
He thinks of what his life could’ve been if Josephine was somehow part of it. Of 

how maybe there would’ve been some meaning to grab onto, or some motivation to go 
on. 

 
He had no motivation to go on. 
 
But he was too scared to finally go. 
 
So he was stuck in the middle of this viciously endless loop where all he could do 

is pretend he loves his life. 
 
So pathetic. 
 
Listen to what the radio is saying. Whispers of a reality he decides to ignore. 
 
“... and as the prices of avocado keep rising, it seems like the constant changes 

of prices in groceries signify a bigger problem with society as a whole. An emergency 
call that there might be something that we’re doing wrong.” 

 
He was sure they were all doing something wrong. He even wanted to yell at the 

radio but it was useless. It was just a bunch of sound waves getting together to produce 
something. Whatever he did was just a way to put his frustration into something else. 

 
Useless. 
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As he arrives home, he notices his son is already at home. 
 
How much time has it passed ever since he enjoyed having a conversation with 

him? They probably never even talked properly ever since Delilah left them. 
 
And he’s not looking forward to having anything meaningful anymore. 
 
He’s just waiting at the doorstep of death until something finally happens. 
 
Look at that, kid. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 
​ Sweat coming down his face. 

 

​ Navigating through the pimples, the rough skin, and the endless amount of facial 

hair that was all starting to grow in a young man’s face. 

 

​ Headphones in place. 

 

​ Keith was surviving his daily routine like any other day but he found peace and 

meaning in it. 

 

​ Oh, to be a young dreamer who keeps believing there’s a world out there where 

things are fair and just. 

 

​ There is no such thing as justice. It’s all a fake creation done so that people will 

actually believe they live in a world where nothing wrong can happen to them 

 

​ But that’s all a blatant lie, and what Keith’s eyes started to look at was the definite 

proof of that.  

 

​ Mariah. 

 

​ A saint. 

 

​ A perfect woman. 
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​ Oh, to be his lover. 

 

​ Oh, to be the man that would always take care of her. 

 

​ Just look at her, innocently walking. If Keith had to do a bet, it would probably be 

that she just came from Sunday mass. 

 

​ Because that’s who Mariah was. 

 

​ The exemplary girl. 

 

​ And he wanted all of it. He wanted to feel her love. He wanted to feel as if his life 

had a purpose because he was with this girl. Where is she going? 

 

​ The store. 

 

​ Right, Keith is also going to the store. 

 

​ This is the moment. 

 

​ He felt like such a loser that had no way of winning this uphill battle, but he was 

willing to die trying. 

 

​ His dad had been waiting at his house, probably drunk by that point. It was true 

that Keith was trying to avoid any sort of contact with him, and because of that, he had 

the opportunity to be closer to Mariah. He jogs closer to her, wipes off the dirtiness in his 

face, and tries something. 

 

​ “Wow, hey… you,” said Mariah, with her sweet, angelical voice. What did she mean 

by “you”. He was Keith! “What are you doing out here so late,” asked the girl. 

 

Keith had completely forgotten it was already around 7 PM. It wasn’t that late, 

really, but Mariah was probably just trying to have a conversation with him. 
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​ “Me? Well, I went to Sunday mass earlier today, but I decided to take a walk for a 

little bit.” 

 

​ Was it really happening? Was Keith actually managing to have a conversation that 

didn’t feel forced with this girl? 

 

​ He tried to act it cool. He didn’t want to scare her away, or seem like some sort of 

loser, even though he was aware he was just putting on a mask for the moment. 

 

​ “Oh, I see. Well, I’m also going to the store!” 

 

​ No invitation to go with her. 

 

​ Keith thought that was fine. They barely knew each other. There was no way she 

felt comfortable talking with someone she maybe saw as a stranger. He wanted to keep 

insisting though, because he saw this as a golden opportunity. One of those that barely 

shows up anymore. 

 

​ “Well, I don’t know. I’m kind of waiting for a friend to show up, so I’m just stalling 

right now.” 

 

​ Perfect, that means they could have a conversation for a bit. Maybe even a 

meaningful one where emotions and sentiments are revealed and where they somehow 

connect through the shared pain. 

 

​ “Uhmmm, not really, no. I’m kind of busy right now as well, but I guess you can… 

hang around? I just can’t talk that much right now.” 

 

​ Keith thought that was a lie. Did he mind? Kind of. Mariah is giving him all sorts of 

signs and he’s just refusing to see them. His blindness is consuming his mind but his 

obsession with her is stronger. 

 

​ He sees her. 

 

​ She is now naked through his eyes. 
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​ He gets closer. 

​  

​ He touches her. 

 

​ He feels ecstasy. 

 

​ Oh, to be the lover of a saint. 

 

​ To be the person that she confides her intimacy to. 

 

​ Keith wanted to be a God. 

 

​ And she wanted to fuck a saint. 

 

​ “Are you okay?” 

 

​ Keith walked away, thinking of the rejection. He probably felt a little sad about it, 

but the fact that he was able to talk with Mariah at all kind of made up for it. 

 

​ He was pathetic, yet he was unaware of how pathetic he was. 

 

​ He was just there. 

 
'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 

 
​ Waiting. 
 
​ Until the silence finally cracks and the door is open. 
 
​ That’s Mariah Horford. 
 
​ Primrose remembered that girl from her days at school. She was a freshman when she was a 
junior. She always seemed to be among the popular girls, right next to that other girl that was Ms. 
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Mayer’s daughter. Primrose was never the sort of girl to rank high on the popularity ranking, but she 
had a comfortable group of friends where she could rely on. 
 
​ But she always had that fear of failure. 
 
​ Of being insufficient for something. 
 
​ Was that the reason she was working a mediocre job at a convenience store? 
 
​ She became an observer rather than a person that took action, and Primrose hated that. She 
hated that her life had turned like that. But even when some sort of meaningful thought tried to cross 
her head, she was blocked by some sort of thing that was going on at the store. 
 
​ She couldn’t do both things. 
 
​ “Hello, where can I find the orange juice? I can’t seem to find it,” asked that girl Mariah. 
 
​ What is this feeling that Primrose was succumbing to? 
 
​ She was trying to hide the fact that she was shaking. Like an uncontrollable desire to simply 
scream at the world and give up on everything. 
 
​ She wasn’t the biggest fan of attending customers that she perceived were superior to her in one 
way or another. Was this because she felt a bigger responsibility to fulfill their needs? 
 
​ Did Mariah fit that description?​

 
​ She was nervous. That was the word she was looking for. 
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​ “Oh, thanks!” 
 
​ Did she… 
 
​ … just say thanks? 
 
​ Reassurance. 
 
​ This random girl just gave Primrose the most innocent and sincere smile anyone has ever given 
to her in a while. It’s almost as if her reason to exist kept going strong. 
 
​ Oh, she was nervous, alright, but she was sure that this is just the correct way people function. 
 
​ They’re kind. 
 
​ They’re grateful. 
 
​ They’re aware of the fragility of their lives. 
 
​ Primrose couldn’t believe it. Something so simple turned out to be one of the biggest blessings 
she could ever ask for. A reason to exist and a reason to be grateful. 
 
​ Did her job have a meaning? Was seeing that smile just all he needed? 
 
​ “Hey, I’m done,” said Mariah, as she was waiting on the counter to be attended. 
 
​ Primrose left her trance and saw a bottle of orange juice and a packet of cookies. Weird 
combination. The flavor of both could potentially crash and cancel the effect of the other. What is this 
girl thinking? 
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​ It didn’t matter. 
 
​ She was grateful. 
 
​ That’s all that mattered. 
 
​ “Thank you, have a good night,” said Mariah, as she left the store and never looked back. 
 
​ And it is over. 
 
​ Back to believing that people are ungrateful. 
 
​ As much as Primrose thought she was some sort of cornerstone for society, she couldn’t help to 
think how frustrating it was. 
 
​ What felt like a unique interaction, Primrose thought, is what every interaction should be. 
 
​ Back to just being a mediocre store clerk. 
 
​ I guess. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ This is it. 
 
​ Channel 3, the killing of a Chinese bookie. 
 
​ Channel 5, the assault of two women on 8th street. 
 
​ Channel 7, a robbery down on Liberty Road. 
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​ Channel 13, the prices of fruits going up. 
 
​ Channel 15, another robbery on 2nd street and Malparaiso Street. 
 
​ Channel 18, a kid’s show. 
 
​ Channel 20, a car full of drugs that was found trying to cross the Canadian border. 
 
​ Channel 23, massive layovers on several textile factories. 
 
​ Just nothing good to see. 
 
​ Nothing to be proud of what was constructed or believed to be a good future. 
 
​ What was even the point? 
 
​ Those seeds won’t grow, the crime rates won’t go down, the economy won’t 
become better overnight. 
 
​ Herbert was trying so, so hard to understand what the fuck was the point of 
anything anymore. 
 
​ Such a gloomy existence and he felt partially guilty about it. After all, this is the 
world that his generation and he constructed and built. This is the reality he had forced 
his relatives to live. 
 
​ He maybe didn’t have any direct contributions into it, but whatever. He was old. 
 
​ He was going to die. 
 
​ And he was going to die a regretful and guilty man. 
 
​ He looked outside the window for a bit and saw the seeds he had planted just 
recently. They were young and probably full of expectancy but he was never going to be 
able to see the fruits of his efforts. 
 
​ Well, technically he was. 
 
​ Just look at the TV. 
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​ Any sort of good influence he might’ve had in this world was all a complete and 
utter farce. 
 
​ He felt like calling Josephine, but he was going through this elongated process of 
guilt that would prevent him from telling her anything meaningful. 
 
​ She probably just saw him as a nuisance at that point. 
 
​ He missed being important. He missed having an effect on something other than 
his mundane and boring life. 
 
​ But those days were over. 
 
​ All he could hope for was to die before any of his bad consequences became more 
persistent in life. 
 
​ He sat there watching the TV. 
​  
​ Waiting. 
​  
​ Waiting 
 
​ Waiting. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ Waiting. 
​  
​ Waiting. 
 
​ Waiting. 
 
​ Waiting for everything to fade away. 
 
​ For the world to stop being like this. 
 
​ “Carrie, could you come for a second?,” asked Herbert, who was 
sitting down and watching the TV, as news about a robbery on Liberty 
Road was breaking down. Carrie left the kitchen and sat next to her 
lover. 
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​ “You see the street where all of this is happening?,” Herbert 
asked. “Well, that’s where I got my first job. Just down the road at 
some donut shop. I was 17 and I was so full of hope. The street being 
named Liberty is just the biggest coincidence, don’t you think?” 
 
​ Carrie didn’t know where Herbert was trying to go with all of 
this talk about jobs and whatnot. All she was seeing was the present 
where a robbery was occurring there. 
 
​ “Y’know, I was a believer of it. Of liberty. Yeah. I thought 
that getting a job and earning your first paycheck and then spending 
it on McDonald’s or some shit. I thought that’s all it meant. All 
that’s important” 
 
​ Carrie knew that wasn’t real. 
 
​ “But that’s all a lie, darling. That’s just a temporary 
pleasure, before you’re faced with what true liberty means. Nothing” 
 
​ Carrie was often worried about what Herbert said, because it 
often felt like words from a dying man. She felt that Herbert was 
ready to go at any point and that deeply scared her. It made her feel 
weak, small, useless. Like her only purpose was to be there when 
Herbert decided it was time to go. 
 
​ “I got fired from that job after two years. Two years I 
dedicated my life to that donut shop, all for nothing. Experience? 
Bwah. It’s pointless. No one gave a shit I worked there for two 
years. It’s as if I was just stalling before I was forced to start a 
new life. Those years meant nothing. They’re not even part of my 
resume anymore. I basically just threw them away in what I thought 
was a vision of liberty.” 
 
​ “But it was all empty, darling. There is no liberty.” 
 
​ Carrie understands. 
 
​ It’s all a lie. 
 
​ Being scared it’s good, because there was never anything to 
feel safe about. 
 
​ “I miss being young. I miss having this illusion of what could 
be but never was. I miss thinking my life would shape up differently. 
I miss thinking there was some hope for a young, stupid kid like me.” 

Mota 43 



Mota 44 

 
​ “But the truth is, darling…” 
 
​ “... there is no hope for anyone.” 
 
​ Carrie hugs Herbert. 
 
​ “Thanks for being the only thing that keeps me going,” says 
Herbert, while Carrie feels his mouth form a smile. “Don’t be scared. 
It will all be over soon.” 
 
​ Yes it will, Carrie thinks, as she’s shaking from fear. 
 
​ Yes it will. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ What a nice ring. 
 
​ Diiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiing. 
 
​ As he enters the convenience store, the first thing he notices is the girl on the counter. He 
has the human decency to greet her, and her voice raises even more questions to him. 
 
​ “Good evening!” 
 
​ Where has he heard this voice before? 
 
​ Those eyes… 
 
​ Innocence… 
 
​ As he walks through one of the four alleys that the store has to offer, he sees the little 
section dedicated to chips. Any bag works but he has a special preference for those rippled ones 
that taste like the original chip. Salted. He loved the feeling of his fingers clashing with the little 
particles of salt and the little crumbs of chips that would attach themselves to the tips of his 
fingers. Everything he touched became so greasy and so nasty. He loved it. 
 
​ He felt surrounded, at the same time. 
 
​ He started being cautious of where his eyes paid attention. 
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​ A bag of hot cheetos. 
 
​ Two cans of tuna. 
​  
​ A donut packet. 
 
​ Everything had its own story and yes, he was probably overthinking it, but at the same 
time, he felt the inclination to see everything that felt close to him. 
 
​ What was this feeling? 
 
​ Some sort of isolation. 
 
​ Loneliness. 
 
​ Fear. 
 
​ But fear of what? 
 
​ Why was he seeing stuff that wasn’t there? 
 
​ As he grabs the bag, he reaches for the refrigerators on the back. He spots it almost 
instantaneously. Sprite. It might be a little bit too late to eat all of that, but he didn’t care. He 
wanted to not care for just one night. 
 
​ Following that logic, he closed his eyes and opened the refrigerators once again. He put 
his arm inside of it and felt the coldness of the closed space invade his arm. It began to shiver. 
Like a nervous sensation. 
 
​ For some reason, he slowly put more parts of his body inside of the fridge. Was he a kid? 
He for sure wanted to be one once again. 
 
​ It was cold. 
 
​ But it reminded him of when he used to do that years ago. 
 
​ As an innocent kid. 
 
​ Who had no idea how tough life would become. 
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​ So lonely. 
 
​ So empty. 
 
​ So devoid of any sort of meaning at times. 
 
​ He realized just how stupid he looked as a grown adult inside of the refrigerator. 
 
​ He left. 
 
​ As he reached the counter, he asked for cigarettes. Any would work, but he still asked for 
Camel. The girl grabbed a box and scanned it. 
 
​ “You know, my dad used to get Camel. I’ve never had any, are they any good?” 
 
​ What a fascinating question. What makes Camel good? How could he respond eloquently 
to something he didn’t even know the answer to? 
 
​ Just like life. 
 
​ There is no real response to it. 
 
​ Just action. 
 
​ “Ah, I see.” 
 
​ He pauses. 
 
​ He remembers that voice. 
 
​ Those eyes. 
 
​ It’s her. 
 
​ It’s Primrose Fuller. 
 
​ He remembered her for that one first day of classes. He was a senior, she was a freshman 
at high school who had just moved to the city. She was this smaller girl who seemed so lost and 
directionless that he felt empathy. He saw parts of him in her. In her desperation and loneliness. 
In her need to find a place where she could stay. 
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​ She had those cute little peckers that made her look younger. A pair of round glasses and 
a band aid on her nose. She had brownish hair that stopped right below her shoulders and a face 
that belonged to somewhere else. She was clearly not used to the city of ******* and whatever 
he could do to help her, he felt he had to. 
 
​ He wasn’t the most accomplished senior, either. He had like two or three friends and they 
all stopped talking with him once high school finished. There were barely any good memories of 
that senior year where he believed his life would turn somewhere different, but alas, one of the 
few good memories he had was that first day, where he started to believe he could do something 
positive for the world. 
 
​ As he approached her, he recalls asking her whether she needed help or was okay. She 
took this as an invitation and casually expressed her fears to him. He guided her throughout that 
entire day, which meant he had to rush between classrooms just to guide her somewhere. This, in 
turn, created an image for himself of a tardy person, which is something that his senior year 
professors never stopped reminding him: the fact that he was late to virtually every class on the 
first day of classes. 
 
​ He didn’t care though. 
 
​ Because he had helped someone. 
 
​ He had helped Primrose Fuller. 
 
​ Why did he do it? 
 
​ He still doesn’t know. 
 
​ But he would probably do it again if he had the opportunity. 
 
​ He sparsely talked with her throughout the year. It wasn’t like they really made a 
friendship out of that one day. They would occasionally engage in small talk or greet each other 
though. 
 
​ He remembers, however, seeing his name being yelled at graduation and no one but one 
person clapping and yelling. 
 
​ And that wasn’t his parents. 
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​ That wasn’t his sister. 
 
​ That wasn’t any of his friends. 
 
​ It was Primrose Fuller. 
 
​ Why did this girl care at all? 
 
​ Whatever the reasoning was. 
 
​ It made him happy that day. 
 
​ “Your total will be $11.96. Cash or card?” 
 
​ As he puts the card in, he wonders if she remembered him at all. She looked way too 
different. She was a working adult already. No more glasses, slightly darker hair, and that same 
band aid still at her nose. She still looked very young, but she probably had some sort of idea of 
where her life would be now. He felt some sort of proudness but, at the same time, he just wished 
he seemed as controlled as her. 
 
​ “Can you try and put it on again? I don’t think the card went through.” 
 
​ Why is he avoiding the unavoidable? 
 
​ Why is he refusing to let her know that it is him, the guy that helped her occasionally in 
high school? 
 
​ She probably doesn’t remember. 
 
​ She probably doesn’t care. 
 
​ He probably doesn’t care. 
 
​ “There we go.” 
 
​ He sighs. He might've gotten older, but he’s still the cowardly kid he once was and 
wished he never was. He was able to show for years an image of who he wanted to be, but never 
was. 
 
​ He was still stuck in a mediocre circle of life. 

Mota 48 



Mota 49 

 
​ “Thank you, and have a good night!” 
 
​ As he walks down the road, he realizes more and more how pathetic he is. 
 
​ He feels regret. 
 
​ Why not say ANYTHING? 
 
​ She probably did remember him. 
 
​ She clapped for him. 
 
​ Just her. 
 
​ You just don’t forget the people you clap for. 
 
​ As repentment fills his body, the thoughts of a more fruitful life he had as a younger kid 
come back. The opportunity to dream. 
 
​ He goes back. 
 
​ He can try. 
 
​ He will try. 
 
​ As he reaches to the glass door, he sees there’s someone else on the counter. 
 
​ He goes in anyways. 
 
​ He asks. 
 
​ “She left just a minute ago. You missed her just for a bit.” 
 
​ Fuck. 
 
​ As he leaves for the night, he walks down the dark street. It is particularly lonely, but it 
was bound to happen. It’s kind of late at night and a lot of families or people in general aren’t 
going to be out by that time. He still doesn’t understand what he’s doing just walking around the 
neighborhood. It’s stupid. Everything is. 
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​ He finds an alleyway and sits down. Even inside of the loneliness, he was able to find a 
more comfortable loneliness. 
 
​ How unexpected life can be. 
 
​ One day you’re missing the good old days. 
 
​ Then you have a piece of those good old days coming back to you. 
 
​ Only to realize you were lying to yourself. There were never any good old days. 
 
​ Life is like a roller coaster of emotions where you're often up and down and never really 
control the speed of it. 
 
​ For him, it was like a kiddies roller coaster. 
 
​ Never exciting. 
 
​ Never risky. 
 
​ Just a straight line with some unexpected bumps that make his experience more sad. 
 
​ As he pulls out his phone, he has another flash of the past as he sees Mr. Mayer in his 
contacts. She was her professor for his favorite English class of all time, during Junior year. He 
remembers vividly how she showed she cared for everyone, including the people that seemed to 
be obligated to be partaking in her class. The most pure and honest smile was hers, and she 
always reminded him of what mattered in life. 
 
​ The little things. 
 
​ The little, unexpected things. 
 
​ She was special. 
 
​ He wondered if he should call her out of nowhere and ask her about life. 
 
​ If she wanted to have a cup of coffee or something. 
 
​ Just for him to feel the young emotion of existing once again. 
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​ He decides not to call her. 
 
​ Sits down. 
 
​ And cries. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ Real tears of joy. 
 
​ As he sees the ceiling, he starts crying. 
 
​ He wonders why now, all of a sudden, are the tears finally coming down his face. 
 
​ He felt like such an emotionless person for the longest time and now, there he was, showing his weakness to 
his room. What is it? 
 

“Oliver, can you go get some milk? Your dad wants some,” says Josephine, as she enters the room without 
even knocking on the door. Oliver quickly noticed her face was a little red. Was she crying? “Oh, darling, I’m sorry. Is 
everything okay?” 

 
Oliver reassures her mother that there’s nothing to worry about. Not even him can describe the sheer 

amount of emotions and feelings he accumulated out of nowhere and for no apparent reason. He wishes to understand 
but simply can’t. The human body is like the universe, because they are some sort of unexplainable miracles. 

 
“You sure? We can talk, if you need to.” 
 
He would love to talk. But there’s nothing to talk about. Nothing to express. 
 
Just gratitude. 
 
“For what?” 
 
The gratitude that he was born because of her. 
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He loved her mom, even if it sometimes didn’t seem like it. 
 
“I love you very dearly, Oliver. We can talk a little bit more when you’re back, okay?” 
 
As Oliver steps down his bed and walks outside to the store, he begins wondering, once again, how did 

everything turn out to be this way. 
 
He’s been at it all day long. He doesn’t understand why is it, that that exact day he began having these 

doubts about everything. It was irritating him, but it was also feeding his thirst for knowledge. For wisdom. For 
courage. 

 
He looks at the stars. There’s such a powerful indication of himself through them. Because he begins to 

wonder, whether those stars were the same ones that his dad told him he could reach one day. 
 
Would they remember him? 
 
Are they forever gone? 
 
Is everything he once thought real forever gone? 
 
He never forgot those words. Never. He took them as some sort of mantra to exercise and to believe in 

absolutely everything. It was his dream for everything to be real. 
 
The possibility of flying. 
 
Immortality. 
 
God. 
 
Oh, dear God, did he wish his prayers were aimed at someone. 
 
What if he had seen life, up until that point, from the wrong angle. 
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Yeah. 
 
What if the messenger he was looking for, the reason to believe in something… 
 
… was just him? 
 
Yeah. 
 
That’s it. 
 
Maybe he was some sort of prophet and that’s why his life has been filled with doubts. It makes all the sense 

in the world. For everything to be complicated for those that question their place in existence the most. 
 
Yeah. 
 
Oliver couldn’t believe it. It’s almost as if he had opened a door for the first time in his life. Like when fire 

was discovered, or when people discovered the Earth was round. 
 
It was a miraculous realization of existence. 
 
He kept walking with a smile on his face. His life was solved. 
 
Everything was going to be alright. 
 
Because he had unlocked the door to his real potential. 
 
Then, he heard a voice. He was nearing the store, but the voice kept calling for him. Louder, and louder, and 

louder. It seemed urgent. 
 
He turned around. 
 
“Hey, Oliver!” 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
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“Hey, Mariah. How are you-” 
 
Her body, slamming with Oliver’s as they both fall down in the middle of the sidewalk. Oh, how convenient. Oh, 

how special. She managed to find him in the middle of the night. Just how much better can life get? 
 
The answer was much, much better, but Mariah didn’t know that. 
 
“No, I’m sorry. I think I shouldn’t have as weak bones as I have,” Oliver says, laughing it off. Mariah’s face was 

red just by looking at him laughing at it. Was she feeling shame? Awkwardness? Love? 
 
​ Whatever it was, she was playing a dangerous game. 
 
​ A very, very dangerous game. 
 
​ “I was sent to the store. It’s late, but, yeah, my mom, I guess” 
 
​ Mariah could sense Oliver was nervous as well. Was it because of her? Was it because of something entirely 
different? Was she overthinking the whole situation out of proportion? 
 
​ Very, extremely likely. 
 
​ To all of those questions. 
 
​ Oh, dear God, was she in dire need of forgiveness. 
 
​ Oh, dear Satan, did she need to have a conversation with him. 
 
​ “Sure, you can come” 
 
​ Mariah’s heart started pounding faster. They were now walking to the store which was two minutes away. There was 
barely any time for a real and honest conversation, but just being with him was enough for Mariah. 
 
​ She wanted to hold his hand. 
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​ His face. 
 
​ His lips. 
 
​ His chest. 
 
​ Oh, how lascivious was her mind acting. 
 
​ But her mind connected to her heart. 
 
​ And the heart doesn’t lie, even though Mariah desperately needed for the heart to realize the mistakes she was about 
to commit before they even happened. 
 
​ She started to fall deeper on the hole she thought she was climbing out. 
 
​ She started to see Oliver as more than a person, but an idea. A goal she wanted to reach. A dream she needed to 
have fulfilled. 
 
​ She wanted to fuck him. 
 
​ Was it wrong to say it? Definitely. 
 
​ Did she feel guilt? Absolutely. 
 
​ Would she regret it? Most likely. 
 
​ But would she enjoy it? 
 

Yes. 
 

​ As they entered the convenience store, she stayed by Oliver’s side. 
 
​ “Welcome” 
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​ “Hey, thank you!” 
 
​ Was she feeling jealous? 
 
​ All that clerk did was to greet him, yet Mariah felt defeated. She had been earlier that day. Same girl. Oliver smiled 
at her. He proved his willingness to interact with other people outside of her, and that kind of destroyed part of her ego, 
even if she didn’t want to admit it. 
 
​ It was pathetic. 
 
​ “How has your evening been?” the girl at the counter asked. Mariah thought she looked familiar, but couldn’t 
recall from where. Now that she was actually talking with Oliver, she started to care. She had to think to herself that it was 
all a facade. She wasn’t really interested in Oliver’s evening. It was small talk. That’s it. 
 
​ “Okay, I guess. How can one’s evening be good anyways” 
 
​ He laughs. 
 
​ She laughs. 
 

FUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKF
UCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFU
CKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUC
KFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKF
UCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFU
CKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUC
KFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKF
UCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFU
CKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCK 

 
Oliver’s laugh is beautiful. 
 
Her laugh is disgusting. 
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It was so forced but for some reason, Mariah took it personally. Like an attack on her persona. Even her eyes 

widened after listening to it, like they were directing their good time to her. 
 
She developed an obsession from which she couldn’t escape. She was lost. 
 
“Well, look, whatever it is, someone’s evening is always bound to have something special in store,” the bitch 

said. 
 
“We’ll see, we’ll see.” 
 
“It’s gonna be 13 dollars with 77 cents.” 
 
As Oliver was pulling money from his right bag, Mariah had her eyes locked in on his ass. It was moving slightly as 

he searched through the deep trenches of his bag. Her lustful head was thinking of just how the middle of his ass cheeks must 
feel like heaven. 

 
Or, exclusively for her, like hell. 
 
There was no way for her to feel safe with these thoughts. Everyone had this idea of ehr being this religious, 

respectful, and lovely little lady who only transmitted positivity in the life of everyone. 
 
She was popular for a reason. 
 
She had guys falling for her for a reason. 
 
She was *******’s queen for a reason. 
 
And the worst part about it is that, if she had the opportunity, she would change all of that for just one night of 

passion with Oliver. 
 
His cousin. 
 
Naughty. 
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Evil. 
 
Prohibited. 
 
Sinful. 
 
She could taste the flames of hell from the tip of her tongue but she didn’t care anymore. 
 
As they left the store, it seemed like they were bound to part ways. 
 
“Well, do you plan on something ton-” 
 
She just did it. 
 
When their lips clashed for the first time ever, there was a sense of false safety that produced the fastest beatings 

her heart had ever experienced. It was pure and honest. All she had been keeping a secret, finally exposed for the whole world 
to learn it. She closed her eyes but for a slight second, opened them. Oliver had his eyes closed. Her blonde hair and his dark 
brown hair got tangled with each other, like souls that were meant to be. 

 
His lips were soft. Probably virgin. 
 
She knew hers were. 
 
She had kept them this way for a special moment. 
 
Was this it? 
 
What lasted a second felt like an eternity. 
 
An eternity she never wanted to escape. 
 
Yet, she was forced to. 
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“Mariah!” screamed Oliver, as he separated himself from her. “Wh-what are you doing?” 
 
How does she even respond to a question like that? All she did was feel something. Was it not reciprocal? 
 
She was mute. 
 
Oliver ran. 
 
And Mariah realized she had just kissed her cousin on the lips. 
 
She ran to the other side, but before even a single tear could navigate through her face. 
 
She saw Emma. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

A way for her to clear her mind. 
 
Loneliness in the street. 
 
Dreaming with her eyes open. 
 
Until the harsh reality of people hits her. 
 
“Emma…” 
 
She just decides to walk away. 
 
No, she won’t bother about it. 
 
To think that she just witnessed the moment where her loneliness just intensifies. 
 
“Emma, it’s not what it looks like!” 
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Nothing is what it looks like, to be honest. Her whole appearance was all a farce. No one 
knew who she was or what he thought or what she felt and it goes back to the fact that she 
never trusted anyone enough to open like that. 

 
Not even her cousin Mariah. 
 
After all, how could she? She just saw her kissing his brother. What exactly is real and 

what is just a farce? That’s the question she had been doing to herself as years went through. 
There will never be a definitive answer. 

 
What must Oliver be thinking, anyways? 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ He left and refused to look back. He gave her no time to think of a second move. He didn’t even think of one 
himself. 

 
All his life was a lie. 

 
​ All he ever thought was worthless. 
 
​ Him being a messenger of God is utter stupidity. 
 
​ God had abandoned him. He was sure of that 
 
​ He was no prophet. He was pathetic. 
 
​ Why did she do that? Why did he accept it even for just a second? Why was that happening to him? How 
does he even begin to understand what had just happened? 
 
​ It’s pointless. 
 
​ All of it was a lie he told himself to not accept how mediocre his life actually was. 
 
​ He started to think about his sister, for some reason. What would she think of that? 
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​ He was an embarrassment. 
 
​ Where was God? 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ Where was God? 
 
​ She started to understand Oliver now and his constant ramblings about existence. 
Every moment of silence. Every moment of fear. Every moment where he lacked the necessary 
understanding of what life needed out of him. 
 
​ Somehow, it is through pain that she could understand her brother. 
 
​ Pain. 
 

Pain. 
​ Why is there a different voice in her head? 
 

The voice of conscience. 
 

​ Then what voice is this? 
 

That of emotions. 
 

​ So every time she had thought that she was thinking of every situation critically, the 
truth was that it was all of her emotions driving her. 
 

Correct. 
 

There’s no such thing as an objective person. 
 

Or one without emotions. 
 

​ Emma’s head is a mess and it’s the fault of this voice? 
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No. 
 

We all failed. 
 

We all failed to find the courage to confront her demons or to actually guide her through the 
harshness of existing. 

 
​ Was she abandoned? 
 

Yes. 
 

By you and me and everyone else. 
 

Emma is alone. 
 

​ She is walking through the sidewalk. She’s ignoring the yelling coming from behind 
her. She doesn’t care. Is that also our fault? 
 

No. 
 

The world is just a cruel place. 
 

​ What can we do? 
 

Guide her emotions. 
 

​ And you hide her sense of reason. 
 

How can one have a voice of reason in such a mad, mad, mad, mad world. 
 

That is hard. 
 

​ Emma opened her eyes. She had been walking unconsciously for the last few minutes. 
She wasn’t even aware of the path she was taking. She was so shocked after everything and just 
wanted a minute of silence, yet it seemed like a jungle around her - full of wild animals all 
fighting to survive. 
 
​ She was losing. 
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​ She went back to the park in front of where everything happened. It was alone. She sat 
down on the grass and curled up. 
 
​ And began to cry.​
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ This is the only feeling that made sense in his heart. 
 
​ Crying to cope with the inevitable. 
 
​ But he was forced to stop after hearing the door on the lower floor open. 
Only one person that could be. 
 
​ “Darling, I’m home. Are you here already?’ yelled Josephine. Her voice 
seemed closer and closer to the end. That day, she had gone to this yoga group 
she was a part of that only met up on Sundays. 
 
It pained Francis to listen to her. It was relatively early, since he asked to go back 
home before he was supposed to clock out. Because of that. he was able to 
muster up some ideas in his head before his wife arrived, but for some reason, the 
moment he heard her voice, he forgot absolutely everything. 
 
​ Such a waste of time. 
 
​ As the door in front of him started creaking, Francis realized what this 
could be. 
 
​ “Hey! You’re early!” 
 
​ Francis was, indeed, early. So unnecessarily early, really, since he had 
forgotten everything he was preparing for. Just seeing Josephine there, smiling 
and with her hopes up, it seemed like every feeling in the world stopped 
mattering. He was just happy to have her. 
 
​ Josephine laid right next to him in the bed and gave him a kiss on the 
cheek. So precious and necessary. 
 
​ “I’m feeling alright, you know. It could always be better.” 
 
​ He was happy she was happy. Why did she decide to never receive 
treatment? He knew the reason, of course, but he never understood why. He 
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wanted to always find a way but she refused. He never took it personally but it 
pained him the way things went. It was painful. 
 
​ “Well, you know, the doctors did say any day is the day. I said goodbye to 
the group. They didn’t get it, obviously, but I guess all that matters is that I feel 
happy with what I said.” 
 
​ He didn’t care about what he would have to deal with, or the consequences 
of such a decision. 
 
​ All he cared about was to spend time with Josephine. 
 
​ Any day now. 
 
​ “What are you watching?” 
 
​ What was he even watching? He was too lost and immersed in his own 
thoughts that he stopped caring about everything around him. 
 
​ Her voice brought him back to reality though. 
 
​ “Oh, I see. Do you mind if I change it to like the news, or something?” 
 
​ Josephine grabbed the controller and put the news. However, Francis was 
still lost watching her face, as she watched attentively. He wanted her attention 
and eventually got it when she turned around to see him. 
 
​ “The world became such a cruel place, Francis. I don’t know when this 
happened.” 
 
​ It was, indeed, a cruel world, from where he was going to be forced to 
survive and find a purpose, and Josephine would walk away. 
 
​ “It doesn’t even hurt anymore, you know. It will be peaceful.” 
 
​ How peaceful can death be? 
 
​ How painless could it be? 
 
​ It got to the point where he started to think that maybe, just maybe, she 
was doing this as a final joke. After years of laughs, of emotions, of having fun, 
maybe this was her soft prank on him. To make him suffer one last time. 
 
​ He wanted to laugh and smile but couldn’t. 
 
​ It was too much. 

Mota 64 



Mota 65 

 
​ “Did you eat already?” 
 
​ And she didn’t even care. Life was just the same to her. 
 
​ “I can send Oliver to the store and get us some snacks. He often goes to 
walk outside anyways. He went this morning and seemed lost. But you know 
Oliver.” 
 
​ He did know his own son. Or maybe he didn’t. Maybe he didn’t know anyone 
anymore. He was too confused. 
 
​ Oliver, however, was someone he loved very dearly. He had lost a lot of 
contact with both him and Emma as the years went by and they grew up. He 
found it difficult to interact with teenagers that are more concerned with their 
own world than the world of other people. 
 
​ He knew this stage would eventually be over and they’d somehow 
reconnect. The thing that bothered him was that this was not the same for 
Josephine, who wouldn’t be able to see them fulfill their dreams. 
 
​ What were their dreams, anyways? 
 
​ “Okay, I will. Do you feel alright, though? You seem bothered by something.” 
 
​ Francis was obviously bothered, but he wasn’t bothered by Josephine. He 
hated existing at that moment. He hated the perception that life was just about to 
feel extremely worthless. 
 
​ Did she really not care? 
 
​ “Francis, I-” 
 
​ “I don’t know if I want to talk about it.” 
 
​ Francis wanted to. He didn’t want to feel like he was annoying her or 
something like that, but he needed to talk with her. She was his wife - they needed 
this communication. 
 
​ “Because… God, Francis. You know this is hard to talk about.” 
 
​ He was sure it was. But it had gotten to the point where he believed it was a 
now or never type of situation. Because of that, he needed to really talk with 
Josephine. 
 
​ He was at a roadblock, though. 
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​ “I don’t know. I- I am afraid, of course, but, why does it matter?” 
 
​ Because she was his wife. 
 
​ Because she was the person he had chosen to spend the rest of his days 
with. 
 
​ Because she was the love of his life. 
 
​ That’s why it mattered. 
 
​ “I’m sorry if I haven’t been the most communicative during this whole 
process. There’s no way I can ask for forgiveness this close to the end. But, I am 
begging. I just get afraid every time I talk about this. 
 
​ “It reminds me of how small I am compared to the rest.” 
 
​ “I will die and people will forget.” 
 
​ “I will die and Oliver and Emma will just grow without a mother.” 
 
​ “I will die and life will go on.” 
 
​ “I don’t want to die, but I will.” 
 
​ “And nothing can stop that.” 
 
​ As the first tear started to go down Josephine’s face, Francis felt the guilt 
invading over his body. Had he pressured her this much? Had he forced her to 
express the feelings she had been avoiding all this time. 
 
​ He felt miserable. 
 

He had been miserable. 
 
He was miserable. 
 
And he was going to be miserable. 
 
Francis reached over Josephine’s head and put her on his chest. This made 

her bawl her eyes out and continued to cry louder. She made sure that their 
children would not listen to her. 

 
Even in her last moments she wanted to look perfect. 
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“I just don’t want to leave.” 
 
“I’m afraid.” 
 
“And it hurts.” 
 
“And waiting just makes it all worse.” 
 
And thus, for the first time ever since they had been together, Francis 

stopped caring. He started to weep alongside her loved one. 
 
Because for a minuscule second, he realized it didn’t matter anymore. He 

wanted Josephine to see the rawest version of himself. 
 
There was nothing to hide anymore, and even if there had been anything, it 

didn’t matter anymore. 
 
He decided to let go and accept. 
 
It was painful. 
 
But necessary. 
 
And it’s hard. 
 
But necessary. 
 
To accept that death is inevitable. All they can do… 
 
… is embrace. 
 
As they hug inside of their loneliness, Francis has never felt this much love. 

He hopes that Josephine thought the same. It was just pure, unadulterated 
passion. The sort of romance that one just experiences when they know that’s all 
they have left in life. 

 
Josephine also felt like that but Francis never knew it. 
 
They loved and that’s all they needed. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

He didn’t love anyone and he probably needed to. 
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He hit bottom. 
 
He was drunk. 
 
Way too drunk. 
 
He had already stopped to understand his surroundings. He lost count of how 

many drinks he had. He was just existing. 
 
And in the middle of his existence, in the middle of his drunkenness, in the middle 

of his lost reality, he found his inner thoughts. 
 
Deep down in his heart, the truth laid down. 
 
Oh, how horrible it is to feel this way. 
 
Oh, how horrible it is that life has been. 
 
Last time he was conscious of his acts, he was sitting down, just watching the 

TV, and was drinking from a bottle that seemed endless. 
 
Now, he didn’t know what his body was making him do, or why. 
 
He knew he was in such a bad state but it seemed like he refused to accept his 

sins. He refused to accept that most of the misery that he has gone through it’s his own 
fault. 

 
Jerry was lonely. He was trying to find any reason or purpose to keep moving 

forward but there was none. And he had also accepted that he was such a coward for 
not being able to end it all. He was okay with just his stagnated existence, breathing 
below him and waiting for the moment to finish. 

 
It’s like he was stuck in a box without a key. The key had been buried years ago - 

the worms ate it. He was trapped there for the rest of his life, and the only thing that 
could make the box open for just a few minutes was alcohol. 

 
That’s just how bad he felt. Like nothing was worth it any more.  
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He stopped understanding. He saw his body just fall down as he picked 
something. 

 
“Why are you doing this to yourself?” 

 
He heard a voice just saying those words. He had no idea where the voice came 

from or what was his purpose but it freaked him out. Who was talking with him? Who 
was just with him? 

 
He hated this feeling. 
 
He hated to be such a fearful person. 
 
Because his obsession all happened because of the fear of existing that he had 

always had. 
 
He never dared to make a move. He never dared to move forward. He never dared 

to go outside of the box. 
 
​ And he was now trapped forever. 
 
​ He felt frustrated. Mediocre. Sad. 
 
​ He started hitting something. He had no idea what it was. But it felt nice. 
 
​ He heard screams of pain. 
 
​ Crying. 
 
​ Anguish. 
 
​ What was this feeling of power? 
 
​ For once in his life, it made him feel like he had control of something. He liked it. 
 
​ He kept hitting whatever it was until his body got tired of it. Until he just fell down 
on his knees and stopped reacting. 
 
​ It was nice while it lasted. Back to existing. 
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​ Back to being the mediocre asshole he was. 
 
​ He closes his eyes as he feels his body just falling into an abyss with no end. 
 
​ Instead of embracing a person, he embraces loneliness and accepts it. 
 
​ Time to trust it. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

Blood dripped from his face. 

 

The pain of rejection wasn’t enough. At this point, he thrived off from this pain. 

 

Right when he got home, he realized his dad was just in the worst state possible. 

 

He tried to calm him down and was useless. Now Keith was on the receiving end of 

his dad’s mediocrity. 

 

He was just mumbling stuff while it happened. 

 

Every hit. 

 

Every yell. 

 

Everytime his hand clashed with his body or his face, he didn’t know if the physical 

hit was more painful than the emotional hit. 

 

It was fucked up. 

 

He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t move. 

 

He didn’t do anything but try to help him. He hated him. God. He hated him. 

 

He hated his alcoholism. 
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He hated the fact that he never showed love to him. 

 

He hated his lack of responsibility. 

 

He hated his lack of accountability. 

 

He felt like the man of the house even though his dad still lived there. 

 

He eventually just gave up and laid on the ground. He had passed out. He finally 

stopped the massacre. He was way too drunk to move at that point. 

 

Keith crawled back to the wall and saw him with eyes of fear and hatred. How can 

someone detest another person this much? He wanted to do something about it, but did he 

have the guts to do it? Would he prove to be something beyond what his dad was? 

 

A coward? 

 

He stood up and headed to the kitchen with the energy he had left. He could barely 

walk and still, inside of his own hatred, he found motivation to move and do something 

about his situation. It felt good, to not feel like a loser. To feel like something could 

actually change because he found the motivation in doing it. 

 

He grabbed the sharpest of them all and headed back to the living room. 

 

As he got closer to his dad, he looked down at him. 

 

He looked pathetic. Weak. Useless. Like a poor excuse for a human being. 

 

Would someone lament his loss? Would someone be sad at the fact that he stopped 

being part of the working society? 

 

He raises his holding hand. 

 

He’s ready. 

 

He closes his eyes. 
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But he stops. 

 

He drops it. 

 

And sits down as he barely breathes. 

 

He decides to look at whatever his dad was seeing on the TV and sees the news. 

 

The killing of a sacred deer. 

 

The death of empathy. 

 

Explosions that hide the evil underneath our noses. 

 

Handshakes that mean misery. 

 

Smiles that convert themselves into grins of death. 

 

That’s all that his life had been up to that point. 

 

Hate. 

 

He curls and starts crying. 

 

He’s by himself and has been by himself his entire life. Had he actually stabbed the 

person on the ground, nothing probably would’ve changed. 

 

Just his status. 

 

He would’ve been a murderer. 

 

And he was convinced that the world didn’t need more murderers. 

 
'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
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​ The lock isn’t closing. It needs to be pressed stronger. She tries it and it closes, but her hands 
are now all red. 
 
​ What a day she had had. 
 
​ She was able to see that girl Mariah twice. She seemed quieter on their second encounter and 
couldn’t quite describe why. 
 
​ She hadn’t had that much interaction in a single day for weeks. It was quite exciting. 
Something that made her forget how boring her life had become. 
 
​ She turns around and sees a girl sitting down on the ground of the park. It’s kind of late. Why 
would she be there? 
 
​ She looks closer. 
 
​ That’s Emma Mayer. 
 
​ Why is she by herself this late? She doesn’t recall the last time she ever saw and it intrigued 
her, especially after seeing Oliver Mayer earlier that day. How coincidental to see both at the same 
day at different times. 
 

She had always thought they were both extremely interesting people with a story to tell, yet 
never dared to talk with either. Emma seemed too popular, and Oliver seemed to be busy with 
something all the time. 
 
​ She might as well start now. 
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​ And with Emma being one of the most recognized student volunteers of the neighborhood, it felt 
right to simply approach. 
 
​ Just who was this girl? 
 
​ As Primrose got closer to her, Emma started to notice someone invading her space. She didn’t 
even look up. 
 
​ “What do you want?” she said, without even skipping a beat. Primrose stopped. 
 
​ Good question. What did Primrose want? Why, out of nowhere, she thought it was okay to 
just talk to a stranger? 
 
​ Where is this confidence coming from? 
 
​ She sat down. 
 
​ “It’s none of your business how I’m doing. Who are you anyways?” 
 

She still wasn’t looking up. 
 
“Primrose Fuller?” Emma said, as she raised her head. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I- wow, 

sorry. What are you even doing here?” 
 
She knew who she was? Emma Mayer? 
 
Primrose was older but she felt like a kid now. Like talking to someone that always seemed 

higher than life. She and this other Mariah kid were always ruling the school. 
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Outside of it, they were both mortals. 
 
But at school, they were both untouchables. 
 
“Oh, really? I had no idea. I mean, I guess it’s your contribution to the neighborhood, or 

whatever, but, are you really happy working there?” asked Emma, now looking at a Primrose who sat 
next to her. 

 
Was she happy? 
 
Not really. 
 
But it worked for now, until she could potentially get a better job. What did Emma even do? 

She realized she approached her because of the curiosity that just sitting down there inspired in her. 
 
“Well, I-,” she started, yet stopped abruptly. “It's hard to explain, actually. I just felt like 

taking a walk, saw something I shouldn't have, and now I’m here.” 
 
She won’t ask. 
 
But she asked. 
 
“Really, Primrose, I wouldn’t want to talk about it.” 
 
She understood. She didn’t know if there was something she could do to help her feel better. 
 
She tried. 
 
“That’s very nice of you. I could always do more, I guess.” 
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According to her memory, Emma was some sort of assistant in the senior living community 

that was in the neighborhood. She always helped there during the week and the people love her 
enthusiasm and willingness to help. Or at least that’s what her mother had told her. She had her 
grandma living over there, so she interacted more with Emma than even with her own granddaughter. 

 
“I guess, yeah.” 
 
Emma was an incredible person. She needed to understand that. Whatever it is that she was 

feeling at that point, Primrose wanted her to feel good. 
 
She didn’t know her. 
 
She didn’t talk to her. 
 
She was basically a stranger to him. 
 
But after such a unique day, that’s the least she felt she could do for someone that needed 

kindness in their life. 
 
“You admire me?” asked Emma, with a weird grin on her face. It was clear to Primrose no 

one had told her anything like that. “I was the one that admired you back in high school. You always 
seemed… I don’t know.” 

 
“So confident of yourself.” 
 
“So sure of who you are and who you wanted to be.” 
 
“I saw you from afar.” 
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“You looked so happy.” 
 
Primrose couldn’t believe it. 
 
Did Emma actually see her as inspiration? Or was she just trying to make her happy? 
 
What was the boundary between what seemed real and what seemed fake? 
 
How could she believe someone she had just met. 
 
Was it always like this? Was she always such a confident person without knowing? 
 
Was she always blind to who she really was? 
 
“I- thanks. I appreciate your compliments,” Emma said, after Primrose had filled her with the 

most compliments she could ever give. 
 
They were both lonely now, yet, in the middle of the prairie, they were able to hold hands and 

hug. 
 
It felt good. 
 
To realize that you were always kind and people noticed, even if you thought it was all a dark 

world. 
 
There might be hope. 
 
There might be a brighter tomorrow to look forward to. 
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The world is healing. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
 

​ The world is dying. 
 
​ And Herbert felt the guilt of it all. 
 
​ After all, it was his generation that caused this debacle in society. In the prices of 
houses going up, in the environment dying. 
 
​ Was he guilty of it all? 
 
​ Carrie said it will all be over soon. 
 
​ What does that even mean? 
 
​ Herbert couldn’t stop feeling useless no matter what. Like his whole life was a 
fabricated lie. 
 
​ Was life always this bad? 
 
​ He stood up and walked outside. Carrie didn’t follow him. 
 
​ He just wants to feel like there’s something good that he brought to this world and 
can only think of one thing. He gets his old phone from his pocket and looks through his 
contacts. He has decided it is time to actually do something about the thing that has 
been itching him the whole day. 
 
​ There she is! 
 
​ It’s dialing. 
 
​ “Hey dad!” he hears from the other side of the line, as Josephine responds with 
enthusiasm. 
 
​ He wishes he had more time to share with her, but it was a hard task. She was a 
working professional and he just sat down all day watching TV. 
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​ It was her time to shine and he didn’t want to be the one to interrupt her. 
 
​ “I’m doing good dad. It’s weird that you call me.” 
 
​ How bad has he behaved that calling a loved one was weird? He lost himself too 
much in his thoughts that he had forgotten the importance of his daughter in his life. 
 
​ They needed to do something before it was time for him to finally leave this 
world. 
 
​ “Oh, fishing? Sure, dad. Tomorrow in the late afternoon sounds good. I need to go 
to work and everything, but I don’t see why we couldn’t, y’know, go fishing.” 
 
​ Herbert smiled. Josephine obviously couldn't see his smile, but he was as happy as 
a man could be for the first time in the day. 
 
​ He saw his seeds he planted earlier that day. 
 
​ “Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow then. Love you dad.” 
 
​ She hung up. 
 
​ It was late at night and she probably wanted to rest. 
 
​ Herbert didn’t mind. He realized she was the thing he brought to the world. 
 
​ She was his legacy. 
 
​ She was the good thing he brought. 
 
​ Another smile. Another heart. Another kind person. 
 
​ His impact was Josephine. 
 
​ He loved that this was his legacy. 
 
​ A person filled with love. 
 

'*•.¸♡ ♡¸.•*' 
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​ So much love to share and give that it is overwhelming her 
heart. 
 
​ As Herbert walked outside, Carrie kept looking at the news and 
thinking of the conversation she had with Herbert. 
 
​ Was the world always like this? 
 
​ Was it always this violent, and sad, and evil, and dangerous? 
 
​ She stopped understanding everything. She just wanted to feel 
embraced. 
 
​ But at the same time, she wondered if it was even worth it to 
keep trying. 
 
​ She missed the good old days, but was there ever any good old 
days to begin with? 
 
​ There must be something. 
 
​ Anything. 
 
​ And she was aware that that something was Herbert. 
 
​ She wanted to feel at peace with him. 
 
​ She wanted to die with him. 
 
​ She felt that, with him, the world just naturally became a 
better place. 
 
​ He saw him smiling through the glass and smiled herself. 
 
​ Oh, to feel young again. 
 
​ To feel like anything you want to do can happen. 
 
​ To feel love. 
 
​ THE WORLD IS YOURS. 
 
​ Carrie, for the first time in a while, feels hopeful. 
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​ There’s something to wake up and look forward to. Even if the 
world often felt like such an evil place… 
 
​ … at least in her corner she could dream of bigger things. 
 
​ Things are good. 
 
​ Things are great. 
 
​ And things will be better. 
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