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Dedication

For anyone who has ever thought too much and buzzed anyway.
For the ones who woke up already exhausted. Who felt the weight of being small and aware in a universe that did not ask for their opinions and did not much notice their departure. Who met someone on a piece of shortbread for four minutes and let them go and thought about it for the rest of the day, which was not long but was all there was.
And for Gerd — loud, annoying, impossible to ignore, briefly and completely alive on a banana he didn't choose in a kitchen he never left.
The buzz was yours.
It counted.




About This Book

Gerd began with a question about the smallest possible unit of consciousness: what it might feel like to be aware, briefly and completely, inside a body not built to handle awareness. The idea arrived one evening in my kitchen while a fly traced slow widening circles in the air. On the old radio, Lucia Pop was singing the Queen of the Night. As her voice climbed into those impossible heights, the fly climbed with it, spiralling higher and higher as if the pitch itself were lifting it. Watching that tiny ascent, it became hard not to wonder what a creature like that experiences in the brief flare of its existence — whether a moment of awareness would feel like wonder, terror, or simply too much sky for such a small life.





Gerd is not a likeable protagonist in the conventional sense. He is exhausting, self-absorbed, philosophically chaotic, and constitutionally unable to take an opportunity when it presents itself — whether that opportunity is the crack in the tile, the window, or the fly on the shortbread who actually saw him. He thinks too much. He feels too much. He is the defective model — the one that came with bonus awareness and a complimentary anxiety disorder — and he knows it, which only makes it worse.





But underneath the spiral is something genuine: a creature insisting on the right to question, to notice, to make noise in a universe that would not notice his silence. The roach survives through deliberate suffering. The maggot survives through cheerful obliviousness. Gerd survives through neither — he just keeps buzzing, which turns out to be its own kind of stubbornness.





The book is structured as twenty-four hours, Hour Zero to Hour Twenty-Four, with a glossary — From a Fruit Fly God — that doubles as a small theology of kitchen existence. The tone moves from dark comedy through genuine grief and back again. The maggot's final line is the last thing he says that matters. He will never know he said it.





Gerd is a book about consciousness, futility, and the specific stubbornness of refusing to be quiet, even when being quiet would be easier, even when nobody is listening.





Especially then.
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Hour Zero

Born Into This (Again?)



      "In which consciousness arrives uninvited, and a fruit fly immediately regrets everything"

      I am awake. Or alive. Or both, if there is a difference.

      There was no beginning – just on. One second I wasn't, the next I was. No prelude, no instructions, no gentle fade-in from darkness. Just legs that already know how to twitch. Wings that already know how to buzz. A soft squish beneath me that smells like resignation and overripe sugar.

      The banana. Again.

      I don't know why I say "again." I've never been here before. At least, I think I haven't. But there is this low hum in my gut – not hunger, not fear, something else – like I've done all this already. Hatched, buzzed, spiraled, died. Rinse. Repeat. Rot.

      Maybe it is genetic memory. Maybe it is just Monday. Hard to tell when you're born knowing the punchline.

  

      Everything feels immediate and unbearable.

      The light is too loud. Not bright – loud. It hammers against my compound eyes like a drunk neighbor banging on the walls at 3 AM. The air tastes like mold and regret, thick enough to chew. And my thoughts – oh god, the thoughts – are already sprinting toward the abyss like they know the way by heart.

      I try to take inventory: Six legs (probably). Two wings (twitchy). Approximately zero reasons to celebrate.

      I flex something that might be an abdomen. It responds with what I can only describe as existential nausea. Great. I've been alive for maybe ten seconds and I already feel like I've made a terrible mistake.

      Except I didn't make a choice. That is the thing. I just... appeared. Conscious. Trapped in a body the size of a comma with a brain that won't shut up.

  

      I look around. Nothing looks back.

      The banana beneath me sags like a therapist who has heard it all before. Its skin is freckled with dark spots – age? decay? regret? – and it weeps a thin syrup that pools in the creases. I stand in it. My legs stick. This feels symbolic but I'm too new to know of what.

      To my left: a pear. Sunken. Collapsing inward like a failed soufflé or a long-term relationship. It doesn't acknowledge me.

      To my right: a small gnat floats face-down in a drop of juice. Dead. Probably been dead for hours. I nod at it solemnly, unsure why. Paying respects? Seeing my future? Both?

      A single crumb of something – bread? cake? the physical manifestation of hope? – sits just beyond the fruit bowl, impossibly far away. I'd have to fly to reach it. I've had wings for approximately thirty seconds. This seems inadvisable.

      I was alive for maybe seven seconds before I questioned the point of it all.

      That feels fast. Impressive, even.

      Is this normal? Do other flies experience this? Or did I get the defective brain – the one that came with bonus awareness and a complimentary anxiety disorder?

      I watch another fly – older, maybe three hours into his lifespan – zoom past with the confidence of someone who has never had an intrusive thought. He lands on the pear. Takes a bite. Doesn't spiral. Just... eats. Like eating means something. Like the universe isn't a cosmic joke with a punchline we're all too small to hear.

      I envy him and his uncomplicated relationship with fruit.

  

      Maybe I'll write that down.

      Not literally. I don't have hands. Or a pen. Or anyone who'd read it. But the thought feels important enough to preserve, even if only in the electrical firing of whatever neurons I have stuffed in this pinhead.

      Day One, Second One: Already exhausted. The banana is a lie. The pear is depressed. I relate to the pear.

      Maybe this is the hour I become a writer. Before my legs give out. Before I get crushed under someone's idea of cleanliness. Before the lightbulb seduces me into a fatal kiss with its cruel, electric warmth.

      Maybe this is the hour I begin my story.

      Or maybe it is just the hour I rot slower than the banana.

  

      A shadow passes overhead. Human-shaped. Enormous. Godlike and utterly indifferent.

      I freeze – instinct I didn't know I had. The shadow moves on. Doesn't pause. Doesn't notice. Why would it? I'm smaller than its fingernail. Less significant than the dust on its shoe.

      And yet, here I am. Aware. Buzzing. Questioning.

      The cruelty isn't that I'm small. The cruelty is that I'm small and I know it.

      I test my wings. They flutter – a soft, pathetic sound, like a whisper getting interrupted. I lift approximately two millimeters off the banana before gravity remembers I exist and slaps me back down.

      This is going to be a long day.

      Except it won't be. It'll be exactly one day. Twenty-four hours. That is the deal. That is what I get. No extensions. No do-overs. Just this: one rotation of a planet I'll never leave, in a kitchen I'll never escape, on a banana I didn't choose.

      I buzz quietly. Not loud enough for anyone to hear. Just loud enough to confirm I'm here.

      That I existed.

      Even if only for a moment.

      Even if nobody is listening.

      The banana sighs beneath me – or maybe that is just the sound of decay accelerating.

      I settle into the sticky groove of its surface, wings folded, thoughts spinning.

      The light flickers above. A promise. A threat. A lightbulb that might be God or might just be electricity pretending to care.

      I don't know yet. I've been alive for less than a minute.

      But I'm going to find out.

      Or die trying.

      Probably die trying.

      Definitely die trying.

      The gnat in the juice drop doesn't disagree.

      Somewhere on the banana, something stirs. Smaller than me. Pale. Already pitching.

    



HOUR ONE

The Pear Is Rotten, So Am I



      "In which fruit and fly discover they have more in common than either would prefer"

      The pear is collapsing in on itself like a failed ideology.

      It was firm maybe an hour ago. Now it sighs when I land on it – like even it is tired of participating in this sham.

      I feel that.

      I take a few cautious steps across its skin. It weeps under my feet. Not juice – grief. Molecular surrender. I lick it anyway, because what else am I going to do? It tastes like sweetness with abandonment issues. Like it wanted to be a tart but gave up halfway through.

      I wonder if that is me. Sweetness rotting from the inside, pretending not to notice the mold creeping up the core.

      The surface beneath my legs is soft – too soft. Each step leaves a tiny impression, like I'm walking on something that has already given up structural integrity. The pear doesn't fight back. It just accepts. Depression in fruit form.

  

      No one warns you that being alive comes with this much awareness. That you can be this small and still feel this much. No arms. No spine. Just raw, pulsing sentience in a twitchy husk with wings.

      And I get it now – why the others fly straight into the light. It is not curiosity. It is not beauty. It is the hope that maybe, just maybe, incineration is simpler than introspection.

  

      A gnat buzzes past me, bumping into nothing, like it is flirting with
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