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A beam of bright sunlight penetrated Lancaster’s lifeless stupor until slowly he opened his eyes. He was surprised; he thought he would finally do it for sure when he emptied the orange vile of valium that was still right clutched in his right hand. ‘Fuck,’ he thought. What kind of a failure can’t even put himself to sleep. His left arm was paralyzed underneath his own body weight as he struggled to lift himself from the mattress. Pins and needles: his arm is still asleep as his elbow buckled. Even after twenty-two years of waking up every morning (sometimes afternoons) he is still awestruck about how he had never found a way to move his arms comfortably after prolonged sleep. Only when he was with Elise, he thought, did the problem go away. He tried not to think about her but it was always to no avail. God damn drunk drivers. She went right through the glass window shield.

He groaned and managed to roll himself onto his left side, further entangling himself in the gray fleece blanket that barely reached his toes. He fell off the bed, but softly onto the unwashed clothes of weeks bygone that were resting on the tile floor. His dreary eyes were fixated on the flashing colon separating the twelve and the thirty-one on the alarm clock. 


He garbles, not even sure to himself if the words are in English. “How can it already be noon thirty?”


Lancaster decided to get up as his arm finally regains strength. He grabs the dulled, olive green shirt underneath as he lifted himself up and exposes himself to the old man winter's igloo breathe. Lancaster took one big whiff and it is as if a bolt of lightning has struck his spinal cord causing his entire lower back to undulate. The only way for his body to control this twitching was to balance it with a series of coughs so powerful, that Lancaster had to hold onto the wall which was covered with old, yellow newspaper clippings. Obituaries. The entire wall. He couldn’t bear to put hers up though, but he did leave a space next to his mom and sisters. He regretted ever leaving them back in the Oregon. The wall farthest from the window, however, was not decorated. All that hung was a cross made of translucent glass. It was clinging to the wall with all its hope. Just one rusty, twisted nail was all that kept the wood from tangoing with gravity until SPLAT: that high pitch frequency that only dogs hear. The soul escaping from the glass vessel.

He hobbled like a drunken mess into the yellow bathroom. He instantly saw out of his squinting eyes his ten thousand reflections. Ten-thousand memories of one final drunken night: the ten shots of tequila; the thirty-six stitches in his right hand and the chunks of broken glass still buried deep underneath the skin. It was only last month that his hand was the mouth of an overflowing red river draining into a lake on the bathroom floor. He tries not to think about it as he runs his battle-scarred hand through his hair. His boss was right; he was worthless and undeserving of his job. He turned into such a mess. 


He grabbed his toothbrush, so old and worn out that the wavy bristles form a “v”, pointing almost directly out to its sides. He bites down onto the tooth brush and grabs a bottle of Febreeze resting on the bathroom sink counter. He manages his way out of the bathroom stumbling over the empty white boxes from the Chinese food he had ordered the previous night and towards the bed, and the faded green shirt. 

Lancaster makes his way to the already opened window. It’s the kind of autumn afternoon that would even have made van Gogh crack a smile. The sky was grey, but it was the gold and orange mix on the maple trees that grabbed your eyes and held them there like Superman being paralyzed from exposure to kryptonite. It was warm for fall. So Lancaster sprayed his shirt with the Febreeze and hung it from the windowsill. It would be dry in no more then fifteen minutes. He looked down to the ground. He had to be at least a hundred and fifty feet up, and no one was walking on the cement sidewalk below. He looked down and thought. This way was certain and swift. Certain and swift. Then he lifted his head, and walked back to bed. He flopped, face down, onto the soft, cushy mattress causing the entire room to shake. 

The twisted nail finally snapped.


The glass cross shattered along the floor.


And in fifteen minutes, in his favorite green shirt, so would Lancaster.
Notes to reader: (THIS IS A ROUGH DRAFT, I AM AWARE OF THE VERB TENSE CHANGES AND OTHER ERRORS. JUST ENJOY IT FOR WHAT IT IS. IM VERY BUSY/LAZY AND NOT IN A MOOD FOR EDITING AT THIS TIME)
I’ve read a lot on the importance of colors and the common psychological effects of colors. The colors mentioned in the story all have a rational behind them. The shirt is green because green is the color of safety and securness. The bathroom is yellow because yellow, typically, is a color of frustration and cowardice. This is used to allude to everything that has gone on in that bathroom.
This is part of a much larger story that has not yet been completed. Some of the references I could not ‘casually’ put into the story without causing an overload of elaboration. Please bear with me and believe that once the entire project is finished, there is some merit to everything mentioned in this scene. Lancaster does not die after he jumps; this is only the opening to the story.

I will update with the following chapters to this story as they develop.
