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Perhaps most that can be learnt in the universe by any being is to lie down in non-destructive stillness. All animals managed to absorb this ultimate lesson quickly, all except a man. One who, in great ignorance, considered himself the most intelligent of all. Animals gathered often by the billabongs and laughed at this weird creature and his bottomless dumbness.
Unaware of all this, a man was lying on the floor, bloated by the agony. The two-dollar-store clock ticked with grim precision. It's cheap plastic, wobbly hand measuring the distance between the moments in which he lay on the floor and death. Each second was a tiny hammer blow against the silence of the seedy room. Dust motes danced in the weak, wondrous light filtering through the dirty glass, illuminating the grotesque scene of the ultimate decay.
He was white-haired, asleep. Topless. His obese body spread on the floor like a wobbly jelly over the countertop. He was snoring in that stale emptiness.
He was a miserable man, overweight, swollen by cheap oily food and agony. It gripped him like a heavy, soaked cloak. A masterpiece made in China ticked away on the wall. Measuring the misery. The obese man was lying on the flat, unconscious. The sun was rising behind the branches in the waking distance.
Empty beer bottles and a shimmering constellation of green glass littered the floor around him like fallen stars. Dozens and dozens of them. Perhaps even 50 empty beer bottles slept with him. As he occasionally turned in his horrid sleep, they clicked against each other gently, creating the experimental music that somehow fused with the morning birds, singing in the semi-distance.
His mind was still fogged with the remnants of the night's oblivion, of the drunken haze. Darkened by the void of himself. The room, or what was left of it, resembled less a living space and more a discarded rat house ravaged by a particularly vicious storm. A sticky residue, undeniably slime, coated the walls, tracing unseen paths upwards into the rat-infested attic.
Suddenly, out of the void, his own disgusting odour hit him first, a sour cocktail of stale beer, sweat, and something vaguely rodent-like. He blinked, his eyelids heavy as lead, the sun speared him through the grime-coated window curtains.
As if the sunlight speared him through the dirty window glass, he loudly moaned as if wounded. His scream wounded the silence as he turned on his side in pain. His slimy belly fell on the floor as a separate entity, making him roll over the empty bottles of beer, almost breaking them and cutting himself into shreds. Powerless to move, he lay there for a minute or two, breathing heavily. Hungover intensely. At the edge of a precipice.
The splinter of sunlight, fractured by the grime on the windowpane, felt like a physical blow. A stab of a knife. He groaned, the sound a ragged rip in the suffocating silence of the room. His body, a grey weight, shifted with agonising slowness. His stomach, slick with a film of sweat and something viscous and unsettling – landed on the cold, damp floor with a sickening thud. He rolled onto his side again, the movement sending a fresh wave of nausea through him. Empty beer bottles, scattered like fallen soldiers around his makeshift bed, clinked ominously and reacted to his every move. One teetered precariously, its neck threatening to snap, sending debris into the already raw flesh of his exposed arm. Threatening the avalanche of blood.
He lay there, a broken marionette discarded after a brutal performance, breathing in ragged gasps. The hangover hammered at his skull, a relentless barrage of pain that threatened to shatter his already fractured consciousness. Each inhale felt like dragging gravel across his lungs; each exhale, a sigh of defeat. The taste of bitterness rose in his throat, a vicious reminder of the night's excesses. He tried to move, to reach for the water bottle he vaguely remembered placing nearby, but his limbs felt weighted down, unresponsive. A low moan escaped his lips, a sound laced with pain, regret, and a chilling premonition that this was only the beginning. The darkness that clung to the edges of his vision began to spread to the centre.
His head throbbed a relentless percussion accompanying the rhythmic squeak of something small and furry scrabbling in the walls. Rats, dancing in the morning rite. Or was it that they were in his head? Reigning.
He tried to sit up, a groan escaping his lips, the sound swallowed by the oppressive silence. His hand brushed against something damp and cold and disgusting. He was fully aware that he’d passed out; he’d never done that before, and he couldn't recall the last thing he'd drank. The heavy night of drinking was a blurry enigma. Eight AM, the insistent chirping of unseen birds added, mocking his wrecked state. He needed to get out of this... this... tomb. But the thought of facing the day, the harsh sunlight. Something cold was slithered against his ankle. He didn't need to look to know it was a rat. The sheer desperation of it all finally pricked through the haze.
His breath hitched in ragged gasps. Overweight, yes, but more than that – bloated. Bloated by a life lived in the shadows, a life choked by regrets as thick and cloying as the cheap cooking oil that coated his arteries. The agony, though, wasn't simply physical. It was etched onto his face, a roadmap of suffering etched in the deep furrows around his bloodshot eyes.
A fly, brazen and unafraid, landed on his cheek, its tiny legs probing the dampness of his skin. He didn't flinch. He didn't move. He was grateful for the company. The sun, a fiery ball pushing through the skeletal branches of the ancient oak outside, cast long shadows across the room, painting the scene in hues of impending nothingness. The silence, broken only by the relentless tick-tock, hung heavy, pregnant with unspoken secrets. The secrets not worth revealing.
It was time to get up. But how? How will he be able to get up and rise on his feet? Can he do it? He wondered. There must be a way to stand and walk to the bathroom.
The bathroom. It loomed, a distant, shimmering mirage in the hazy light filtering through the grimy window. Kilometres, it felt like. Kilometres of aching muscles and leaden limbs. He tried to shift, a monumental effort that resulted only in a groan that sounded remarkably like a dying walrus. His stomach churned in revolt.
Even the air felt thick, heavy with the scent of stale beer and something else... something acrid, metallic, that prickled his nostrils and sent a fresh wave of nausea rolling through him. He squeezed his eyes shut, willing the world to fade to black, but the persistent tick-tock of the clock, the faint drone of traffic outside, and the irritating chirp of a rogue sparrow all conspired to keep him tethered to this wretched reality. His hand, fat and trembling, reached for his head. It wasn’t there. He was a headless man.
As he lay there, trucks and cars were starting up all around his house. The sound of large trucks being started pierced his hairy ears, and each turn of the key in his neighbourhood was like a hammer blow to his pulsating head. Sun shone on and uncovered the piles of dirty smoke coming from the exhaust pipes rising from all the houses around his. His neighbours were going to work. He continued to lay there in agony. His grotesque body was in painful anguish.
That rhythmic cough of a starting engine, a metallic groan swallowed by the morning’s humid breath, was the first hammer blow. Then another, and another, a symphony of diesel and gasoline, each a sharp stab to his throbbing skull. Sunlight, cruel and unforgiving, sliced through the gaps in the walls of his pigsty, illuminating the greasy grime that coated everything – the cracked floorboards, the rust-eaten bucket, even the matted fur clinging to his own grotesque form.
He lay curled on a pallet of rotting carpet, surrounded by empty beer bottles, the pain a constant, gnawing beast inside him. Not the usual ache – this was different, deeper, a primal screaming that resonated in his very bones. His skin stretched over a frame twisted by some unseen force, felt as if it might crack under the slightest pressure.
The air vibrated with the low hum of the city waking – the distant clang of a streetcar, the shouts of vendors hawking their wares, the incessant chatter of unseen lives. All of it was a cacophony that grated against his ravaged senses. He must get up and be a part of that. He must take part in that noise. He must get to the bathroom. He was running late already. It was pushing 8:15 AM. Summer spread itself, expanded its reach with the glorious sun, right through his unvisited window. Soon, perhaps, a phone will ring. He looked towards the bathroom again. He must get into the shower, he thought. Once he has a cold shower, he will have felt better. Cold water will have washed away the stanch that gripped his obese, dangling skin.
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Without a choice, he forced his head up from the floor. It felt as heavy as a truckload. The world swam back into focus in blurry, nauseating waves. His head throbbed – a relentless, jackhammering pulse that threatened to shatter the fragile remnants of his consciousness. It felt as though a mountain had collapsed onto his skull, leaving behind only the echoing pressure of its weight. He forced himself upward, each movement a monumental effort. The floor, a kaleidoscope of shattered glass and rolling half-empty bottles, seemed to tilt and sway beneath him. The floor felt like a ship in a tremendous storm. It swayed relentlessly beneath his feet.
His legs, leaden and unresponsive, threatened to buckle under the strain. He took a step, then another, each one a victory hard-won against the crushing inertia of his body. The bathroom door, a distant, mocking mirage, swam at the edge of his vision. It wasn't just far; it was impossibly distant, a tiny aperture in an immense, hostile landscape. He imagined it shrinking, receding like a retreating tide, leaving him stranded on a shore of broken glass and shattered dreams. To him, it looked so small, zoomed out in the distance, that it felt like a small rat hole, so far away that he would never get to it. Each step he made towards it made it zoom out a little more. It became smaller and smaller all the time. He felt like a rat trying to get back home after a treacherous journey that shook him to the bones. Will he ever get to the bathroom he wondered as he heard his wobbly steps beneath him.
He focused on the small, iridescent shard of glass glittering near his foot, a tiny point of unwavering reality in the swirling chaos of his senses. He stepped around it carefully, the movement slow, deliberate, a testament to the grit that still flickered within him. There was still revolution and strength hidden somewhere in his enormous body. A will to move forward. He had to reach that door. He had to. Fragmented shadows flitting at the edges of his mind flickered on. Sharp and visceral dread remained, fuelling his staggering progress towards the small, distant rat hole in the distance.
The weight of the world, or perhaps just a very substantial lunch of questionable sausage, pressed down on him. His belly, a leaden sphere threatening to cleave him in two, dragged him towards the floor with an almost supernatural force. Each breath was a laboured effort, bellows struggling against the crushing weight of his own flesh. Gravity, it seemed, had taken a personal dislike to him, amplifying its usual tug into a suffocating embrace.
He moved with the deliberate slowness of a glacier, each step a monumental undertaking. The worn linoleum of the kitchen floor, usually unnoticed, now felt like a shifting, treacherous landscape. A faint tremor ran through his oversized frame, less a shiver and more a subtle shuddering of the Earth itself, centred
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