
‘One day, you’re going to die.’ 
 
It was cold. I was wearing a jacket, but it was windy, too, and the wind chilled my face and ears raw. I took 
my hands out of my pockets and massaged the mushroomish projections on my deadwood, stump of a 
head, kneading them between my thumbs and index fingers. It was painful. Nerves and cartilage, that’s 
what they were. It was times like this I recalled trying on a pair of rabbit earmuffs. Maybe I should have 
bought them. Maybe, if I had, I wouldn’t be standing here. 
 
I thought about what I’d just said to myself. It was true. The truest thing I could think. But that didn’t tell 
me what I should do. Living meant finding something you’d do forever, that others found valuable. I’d 
tried living for other people. That hadn’t helped, either. I’d just been left with a feeling like a spinning top, 
spiralling from its axis, wondering precariously how long it’d stay up. Directions inconsistent. 
 
I did find some things fun. Walking. Reading. Exploring abandoned buildings. Nobody was going to pay 
me for those. I had no monetisable skills, and if I was going to work, I was going to do things because they 
had to be done, only to keep alive. There would be no meaning at all. 
 
‘…’ 
 
I was a useless child who’d wasted her parents’ time and money. I would continue to stumble around 
stupidly, looking for meaning, bringing frustration and misery on others in my wake. 
 
I would suffer. 
 
‘So do away with yourself.’ 
 
It wasn’t me. But I said it. It was the logical step. It was a zero, instead of a negative. And, yet… 
 
I exhaled, and re-affirmed my position. I shuffled my feet on the concrete rooftop. I was on top of a very 
tall building; it was an abandoned biscuit factory that Morgan had told me about. I looked over my 
shoulder, and counted the floors: six. They were high with industrial ceilings. I didn’t know the exact 
height of the factory, but my sense was that it’d be strange for me to survive a jump. That seemed 
self-evident enough. I stepped closer to the edge. 
 
My legs seemed to congeal in place. It was like they had melted and gelated all at once, as if the contents of 
my skin had set semi-solid, suspended precariously, like a jelly statue. They trembled. I focused on a point 
in the mid-distance before me, not really on anything. The city skyline decohered into indistinct figures. 
The derelict parking lot fringed my peripheral vision, down in the navy dark. I thought. 
 
This was merely a physiological reaction. It meant nothing. Animals howled when they felt pain. But they 
didn’t understand it. If you were self-conscious, and you knew you would suffer, and that was just the 
condition of life, then wasn’t it rational to escape it all now? Wasn’t it? 
 
… If I jumped, then I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it, anyway. That seemed to resolve it. If it was 
a moment of terror for an interminable amount of suffering. The logic was like an analgesic. 
 
So I stepped 



 
off. 


