I Am a Product of My World, Just Like You

I was lying in a field of overgrown shame when I saw a man walk out of his own life. He did it
slowly, as if he wasn’t sure if he was supposed to leave. The sun was low, softly brushing the

edges of the world.

He didn’t see me at first.

When he did, he simply said, “I thought leaving would be easy.”

I looked at him, quietly.

He stood up, squinting at the horizon as he brushed dirt off his pants. He took a step toward the
empty air where the entry to existence should have been. His hand hovered for a second, then

dropped gently to his side.

“I can’t go back,” he said, his voice barely a whisper. Then the confession poured out from the

garden of his throat:

“I watch Twilight unironically. Twice a week.”

He dropped down beside me, and we sat there in silence. The wind tugged at the grass. Neither

of us moved.



