
Sonja stood on the balcony, vainly watering a plant
the cat had killed three months ago.  Jason stared at
her; she didn’t even care.  How easy it would be,
just to give a gentle shove, to send her and all his
problems hurtling down to nothingness.  His life
was over; no one even knew he was there.  Except
Sonja, of course, but that was hardly important.

The phone rang.  The damned phone, that godawful

clanging that for all his life had sent Jason into a

futile rage, those bells that controlled his comings

and goings and everything that happened in

between.  It was pointless to resist now, Jason knew

that it was time for his freedom.

It w
ould be so easy, so sim

ple.  T
he authorities

m
ight think it w

as an accident, they m
ight think it

w
as m

urder, and it w
ouldn’t m

atter afterw
ards

anyw
ay.  H

e w
ould sim

ply have to w
alk out to the

balcony, grab hold, and push his problem
s aw

ay.

The ground w
as nine stories dow

n; Jason knew
 that

w
ell.  H

e lurched to the balcony.  The city lights

w
atched him

 like a thousand jurors.  W
ith a gentle

push at the railing, he put an end to all his troubles.

This w
as his escape.

Jason gasped, astounded at what he had done.  Time

slowed as he rode a glass elevator down the side of

the building.  The stars damned him, the moon

reviled him, the ground itself--so soon now, so near

his freedom--cursed his very being.  He never heard

the gentle THUD of a body striking the asphalt.

At dusk the next day, Jason woke face down in a

puddle of himself.  H
is efforts to

 arise stiff
ened

every joint in his body.  His left leg kicked free of

the rubbish that had kept it f
rom the frostbite that

consumed the right one.  He stood shivering against

the wall, a mere reflection of the lifeless m
ass on

the ground.  He was just a shade, a drunken,

deathly heap of nothingness.  “
I hated....”
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 m
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 b
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 b
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e d
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s

ap
art

men
t.  
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