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         Today was a good day, because it was the day Mike would die.

 

He had got up at six in the morning to be fully prepared for this very special occasion. Cleaning himself with only a washbasin was hard, but he had yet learned to do it without a shower. He had even managed to comb that little cowlick which gave him so much trouble, and after one last satisfied glance in the mirror, he sat on his bed, waiting for the wardens to fetch him.

 

While waiting patiently, Mike started to hum a joyful melody, which reminded him of the golden wheat fields he used to run through when he was feeling in the mood to be one with nature. He chuckled at his own thought. Come on, get a grip Mike. This is not the time to be romantic.

 

If he was honest, there was one thing that brought him some regret. He hadn’t the opportunity to finish reading Janet and The Depths of Love. He had been caught by the sappy story of Janet’s torments of loves and he wished he had been able to see the conclusion, to find out whether Janet’s fate ended badly or not. He believed she would be fine but he wasn’t one hundred percent sure. He supposed that was the thrill that had got him enthralled in this story in the first place.

 

He cut himself from his reverie and took a look through the bars at the clock hanging on the wall across his cell. A quarter to nine. They should have come fifteen minutes ago.

 

Frowning, he stood up from his bed and approached the door.

 

“Guards?” he called. “I’m supposed to be executed at nine and I would feel bad to be late.”

 

Neither answer nor guards came, despite his multiple calls. Disconcerted, he sat back on his bed.

 

There must be a mistake: they are usually punctual, whether it be for meals or beatings. He looked at the calendar on the wall where he had crossed the days remaining before his execution. The fated day was circled in red, Monday, December 23rd. The guards came yesterday to beat him, just like every Sunday. So it was Monday, today, he was sure of that.

 

Finally, after half an hour of waiting, a guard showed up in front of his cell.

 

“Ah,” exclaimed Mike. “I was wondering when you would come. I was getting worried.”

 

The guard didn’t reply and grab the keys on his belt instead. He unlocked and opened the door cell. “Follow me,” he simply said, and Mike happily complied.

 

Once the door locked again, they walked and Mike tried to get to know this man who was certainly new here, since he had never seen him before. “I’m Mike, and I’m gonna die today. Who are you?” Once again, the guard stayed quiet. “Not very talkative, are you? That’s okay. I can talk for two, or I can stay quiet. I don’t mind the silence.”

 

After a couple of minutes, Mike, surprised, spoke again. “That’s not the way to the courtyard. Where are we going?” Just as he finished his question, the guard opened a door on their right and pushed him inside. While he was shoved inside the room, Mike noticed with disappointment that the guard had tried to be gentle. That wasn’t how a guard was supposed to act here, but whatever would happen, Mike was sure this new recruit would learn the way to properly fit inside these walls in no time. Too bad he wouldn’t be there to see the man blossom to a well-trained warden.

 

What he saw inside the room, however, was a surprise.

 

“Good morning Mr. A.” asked his lawyer. “How are you?”

 

For Mike, Peter L. was the living cliché of a lawyer: small, sharp nose, visible teeth. The face of rat, partially hidden behind rectangular glasses.

 

“There must be a problem Mr. L.,” said Mike. “I am supposed to die today and we’re already late.”

 

“Yes about that, I have good news.” Peter opened his suitcase, grabbed a stack of paper and started reading. “After several months of intense arguments, I’ve managed to appeal your case. There will be another trial in ninety days. Until then, your execution is postponed.”

 

“What?” Mike looked at him, dubious.

 

“I know,” he said with a grin. “I impress myself sometimes. I tell you, that wasn’t easy. I had to remind some people the favors they owed me. And you can thank your wife; she has harassed me for a long time before I gave in. She’s very stubborn.”

 

“You can’t be serious!” exclaimed Mike.

 

“I’m more than serious,” he said, still smiling, cleaning his glasses with a handkerchief. “Now, we should review all the documents to prepare your defense.” He put back his glasses on his nose. “After all, you wouldn’t like to be sentenced to death a second time now, would you?”

 

The ratface had dared to give him a wink. “Yes! Yes, I would!” Mike realised he was shouting but he couldn’t care less. “I’ve been sentenced to death! I should be dead by now but you’re actually telling me that I’m gonna live, at best, for another couple of months? That’s impossible, that’s so wrong!”

 

His lawyer’s smile turned into a frown. “I don’t get it,” he said. “Aren’t you happy? You have a chance to avoid capital punishment. Heck, you could even be found innocent and be free in the next months!”

 

“Society forbid!” said Mike, opening his arms.

 

“What do you mean?” asked the lawyer. “Are you implying that you’re actually guilty? Not that I really care, mind you.”

 

“That’s not the point! I’ve been sentenced to death,” he repeated. “I must die. That’s simple as that.”

 

“I really don’t get you,” said Peter, rubbing his nose. “Anyway, the procedure has been initiated and there isn’t much we can do about it. My role is to defend my client, even if it’s sometimes against their will. So let’s make things easier. Sit down so that we can decide how I will plead your cause.”

 

Mike clenched his fists. He wanted to demolish that condescending face. He raised an arm but instead of throwing it into that mask of self-sufficiency, he knocked on the door.

 

“Guard, we’re done. Get me back to my cell.”

 




 

Once again, the same bemused look was staring at him. Why did it have to appear on his wife’s face too? The fact she was looking at him through a window panel didn’t help either.

 

“I don’t understand,” she repeated. “Are you really keen to die?”

 

“No,” sighed Mike. He hoped his wife would had understood him at least. “They have sentenced me to capital punishment, they have sealed my fate. I have to be executed. Is it so hard to grasp?”

 

“Yes! Yes it is.” She put her hand on the window. “Are you sure you’re okay, here? Do they treat you well? Because if they don’t—”

 

“Don’t worry,” he cut her off. “Everything is fine, they regularly beat me and the food is terrible.”

 

“So what is it then?” Her eyes were watering and Mike started to feel guilty. Why wasn’t he able to explain her what was obvious for him?

 

“I already told you.” He heard his voice was trembling. “Society has judged me. I’m a member of this society so I have to respect its decision. You should too and—”

 

“You’re crazy!” She burst into tears, taking her head between her hands.

 

Mike felt his heart breaking. He wanted to break the glass instead. Like his wife before, he put his hand on the window. “Maria, honey…”

 

“Why don’t you just commit suicide?” she dropped between two sobs. “That should resolve your problem and mine at the same time!”

 

“Maria, please.”

 

Her wife stood up, her eyes red and puffy, and gave him what seemed to be a last look. “G–goodbye,” she stammered before turning away.

 

“Maria. Maria!” he called, to no avail.

 

She was gone, leaving him alone, more alone than he had ever been.

 




 

“A pack of tissues, three dollars and a quarter, a business card for Kauffman’s funerals —” Mike watched as the guard was filling a small cardboard box with the few possessions he had when he had entered. “— two inches of string, an empty bottle of water —” The court had acquitted him. This fucking rat face had managed to clear him of every charge. This was a nightmare. “— a mobile phone and a parking ticket.”

 

The guard handed him the box but Mike found his arms were weighing a ton. He was already having a hard time not collapsing but he still found the energy to take the small box.

 

“That should be all,” said the guard.

 

He knew he was supposed to leave, but the box was just like his arms: heavy. He looked at it, desperately seeking for a way out among all these trinkets from a previous life. A life so distant he wasn’t sure if he had really lived it anymore.

 

He took a few steps towards the exit door where another guard was waiting for him. It was the same guard who had brought him to his lawyer not so long ago. Frank. His name was Frank. When Mike looked at him, he saw some sympathy in his eyes and that was too much.

 

He dropped the box and collapsed on his knees. Why? Why didn’t they just execute him? How could this society allow him to be free?

 

He felt a hand on his shoulder and looked up.

 

“Come on, man, get ahold of yourself,” Frank whispered softly. “Everything is gonna be okay, you’ll see.”

 

Mike cried on his shoulder for what felt like an eternity, while Frank was trying to comfort him with kind words. “I know it may look hard now but you’ll see, things will get better in no time.”

 

“How could they?” he cried. “I shouldn’t be living, I should be dead and buried!”

 

“I know. Death can be tough sometimes.” Frank rubbed his back, tightening his hug. “You think you got a good grasp on it and you realised that it has escaped you overnight.”

 

“I d–don’t know what to do. I wish I could stay here.”

 

“You know you can’t.”

 

“Could you at least beat me one last time?”

 

“It won’t do you any good. You have to face it. Come on.” Frank lifted Mike up, getting him up on his feet and stared at him. “You’re a tough guy, I know that.”

 

“Yeah… Thank you, and… Sorry for that,” said Mike, wiping his eyes.

 

“That’s fine.” Frank gathered the trinkets in the box and put it in Mike’s arms. “Come on, you can do it.”

 

He opened the door with a hand and softly but firmly pushed him outside with the other.

 

“Good luck out there,” he offered as final words.

 

“Thank you. I think I’ll need it.”

 

He walked the last step on his own and finally left the prison.

 

For the first time in a long time, Mike was… free. The realisation struck him, leaving him more distraught than before. Outside, the sun was so bright it hurt, a breeze ruffling his face.

Passers-by on the street were minding their own business, running after a death they couldn’t catch, and oblivious to the tragedy Mike was living.

 

He noticed a trash can on his right and walked to it. It was a very plain trash can, nothing standing-out. Mike emptied the box into it, only keeping the two inches of string and the Kauffman’s business card. He reconsidered and tore the card in half, throwing it in with the rest. It seemed fate had other plans for him, so he shouldn’t need it for a long time.

 

He put his hands in his pockets and headed for the place he had thought he couldn’t call it this way anymore: home.

 

He had a very long way to go, because today was the day Mike would live.

 

 
      

      
   OPS/images/975-26aba8.jpg





OPS/images/863-8a6464.jpg





OPS/images/1632-f6b814.jpg
©0000 Void 3 0%

< Privacy Policy Earth

A
WARNING
This is the last step in the Earth
onboarding process. Being bomn can
be an extremely distressing ordeal,
and willast your entire life.

Once you are born, you cannot
return to the void early*

e techically you can.. ut unh.. plsse do, oay?

Are you sure you
want to exist?

No, | prefer the void






