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Deke turned down the volume when the song came blasting through the radio. He couldn’t believe it was another Sublime song, the third one this station had played that morning. It had been over four years since the lead singer Bradley Nowell died, and so many stations constantly played Sublime. It was as if his death made the music more popular.

He could’ve sworn it was the same song, too, since he heard it everywhere. The song about how lovin’ was what he got. Though all Sublime songs sounded alike to him. And sometimes he’d hear what he thought was a Sublime song, ended up being a 311 song. They all sounded alike to him, too. 

Deke shook his head and turned the radio off. He sat down at the computer and stared at the blank screen in front of him, the cursor blinking in that teasing way. Off on, off on, now you see it, now you don’t, just like the magic trick writing is. Maybe this is the day an epic poem is begun, or perhaps it’s an entire day spent working on a story that goes nowhere. Writing is part talent, part learned skill, and mostly blood, sweat and tears. Deke’s roommate Albert taught him that, back when Albert was Professor Gould and Deke was a first-year student in his writing class.

Deke sighed and rested his forehead against the monitor. He had an idea for a new story, and had lots of time in front of him to work on it, but nothing was coming out. He hated it when that happened. He sometimes wondered if he was really a writer, or just someone else’s misplaced muse.

When he thought of Albert’s encouragement and the small, obscure journals that had published his work, he knew it was just a case of writer’s block. Albert wanted him to send his writing to a publishing house or a magazine with a larger circulation like The New Yorker, but Deke didn’t want to.

When he agreed to move in with Albert, he thought it had been a good idea at the time. He’d always liked Albert, but after moving in with someone you start learning their idiosyncratic routines. And sometimes, you don’t like them anymore, such as how Albert liked to stand up and eat crackers by the counter. Deke couldn’t understand why Albert didn’t sit down at the table while he ate. He also got crumbs all over the floor.

Deke sighed and looked up, and gazed through the window. The view of his neighbor’s curtains wasn’t exactly inspiring, but it was certainly better than seeing him dry off after a shower, which he had a tendency to do with the curtains open.

The sky was hazy, an opaque grayish color that resembled mother-of-pearl in that it changed color depending on how the sun shone through. However, the colors of smog weren’t nearly as pleasant as the mother-of-pearl used for jewelry and brooches.

Deke lived in Long Beach, and he didn’t like it. He thought he should live somewhere on the East Coast, like New York or Boston. He didn’t have the right disposition for sunny Southern California. With his dark hair and pale skin that never tanned, he didn’t have the right look for it either.

He didn’t even live close enough to the ocean to have a nice view. There was something inspiring about having a room with a view of water. It was far more inspiring than a view of the building next door, which had been his typical view everywhere he’d lived since college.

Deke turned back to the monitor and minimized the new document he’d opened. He went into another folder and opened up the piece he was working on the night before.
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Flight

by Deacon Muller
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It was another damn Sublime song playing through the speakers. Those songs bug me more than hearing a Lynyrd Skynyrd song, or a Nirvana song because of how that guy died right before their biggest album was released. At least those other guys enjoyed a bit of stardom before dying.

I always thought that was the ultimate “fuck you.” Not only dying young, but dying when you’re at the height of your career. So many people had that awful fate. James Dean. Jimi Hendrix. Tupac Shakur. Kurt Cobain. People don’t like it when I compare him because he committed suicide, but if you ask me, the others just did it in different ways with the lifestyles they led. Tupac lived the Thug Life. James Dean liked to drive fast. Same with the ones who overdose. It’s all the same thing, isn’t it? That death wish gene. Some people have it, and some people don’t. I don’t have it, but I’m worried all the time about death, and dying. Some people say I’m obsessed, but I say I’m just preparing for the inevitable.

This is the sort of shit I think about when I’m trying to fall asleep at night.
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If I were the author of this story, I would tell him to just kill himself. Just do it, like your mother did.
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Deke felt a shiver as he read the last couple of lines, the ones he’d jotted down underneath the asterisks. It was one of those afterthought lines he sometimes wrote, that was in between the narrator’s point of view, and the character’s point of view. He’d been experimenting with this metafiction writing style since he began reading Kurt Vonnegut last year.

There was something eerie about that last line in particular, because in that story, there wasn’t a mother who committed suicide. He didn’t recall writing it, but being a writer he certainly didn’t recall every single line he’d ever written. He figured he wrote it while he’d been nodding off at the computer, which was a habit of his. He was probably thinking about his mother as he was falling asleep.

Claudia May was an author and achieved moderate success as a ghostwriter for a famous young girl’s mystery series for some time. She had always encouraged Deke’s writing. She and Deke used to write poems together, and would take turns reciting them for Hank, Deke’s father. As Deke grew older, and more serious about his craft, they did writing exercises together.

One was a speed-writing competition to see who could write the most words in under ten minutes using randomly selected themes. Deke’s favorite was when Claudia closed her eyes while she thumbed through a thick novel like Anna Karenina, picked out ten random words, and they’d write a ten-line poem with one of those words in each line.

A few years into her career as a writer, Claudia was contacted by an agent who wanted her to write a mystery series for television, and the pilot was a hit. Two months after it premiered, she was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer.

He remembered the look on his mother’s face when she came home from the hospital. It was a look he’d never seen before. His mother always had confidence in her that most people didn’t. She carried herself in a way that commanded respect, and everyone did respect her. But when she came home from the hospital that day, she had a look on her face that made her look like a completely different person. She looked defeated. Deke cried himself to sleep that night.

Two weeks later Claudia hanged herself in the garage. Her husband Hank was the one who found her. Deke had been twelve at the time.

With a strong exhale through his nostrils Deke pushed his chair backward and it scraped against the floor. He stood up and went over to the open window. He was three stories up.

He looked down to the street, and wondered if a fall from this height would take him out. Or, if he would simply become paralyzed, possibly no longer able to write. That would be a fate worse than death to Deke, and he was afraid enough of death as it was.

He avoided amusement park rides, traveled as little as possible, and covered himself in sunblock whenever he went outside, which wasn’t often unless he was going to work or the grocery store. 

He knew dying was something inevitable, like inclement weather and menstruation, but he still didn’t want to invite it any sooner by risking his life.

Though he longed for a place with a nice view of the ocean, he wasn’t a huge fan of the outdoors. Aside from getting easily sunburnt, he didn’t like being in a place where he couldn’t lock himself away in a bedroom or bathroom if he needed
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