Z: is for 



I am 342 miles from home, and I have just realized that I forgot to feed my neighbor’s fish.

It’s been a day, and I just realized that Frank is going to die—if James told me the truth about that fish.


The phone rings, and inevitably, it’s James. I pick up, casually.


“Hey, James, how is your fish? I mean your trip, your trip of course? How is your trip going, James?” I look in the rearview mirror, and I look absolutely gorgeous, nothing that a man halfway around the world can do to ruin that. Well, except for Kim Jong Il and his nuclear missiles. 


“Trips going great, listen, I just wanted to check if you fed Frank yet…” he trails off, his voice cracking, then I hear a small cough on the other end. A man who owns a dead fish has sent me a cough from around the world. Oh joy, we must celebrate the wonders of modern technology. But, for now, I have to deal with James, and his tragic accident of mine at hand.


“Oh gosh, you know…um… I might have forgotten to umm…” following his example, my voice trails off, too. I don’t cough.


“You mean, Frank, he…he…” I hear sobs on the other end.


Frank died. Stared. Starved to death. Whatever. Either way, nothing a dead fish 345 miles from me can do to fuck me up. So what do I do? I hang up on the miserable bastard. Maybe I’ll send him a consolation card later, take him out to sushi, I don’t care. Because, for now, I really need to take a piss.


I get of at the next rest stop, and park my car neatly in the entrance. I step outside, my heels grinding into the asphalt and dirt, then clicking on the grimy restroom floor. The pungent odor of dried piss on the walls and floor, combined with the undeniable stench of human fecal matter caked on the surfaces of some toilets, hits me. I walk in anyways, and I find a stall that is a little bit more sanitary, and I pile all the toilet seat covers that were left in the dispenser on top of the seat, and do my business. As I turned to the roll of toilet paper, I saw scribbles, notes, messages scrawled all over the stall wall. One in particular catches my eye; ‘Will you go out with me?’ I smile, and carefully wipe, and flush with the tip of my shoe; washing my hands thoroughly on the way out. Still smiling, satisfied, I turn to the outside world once again, to see a small line of cars, waiting to get inside that are honking at a driverless sl500 that is parked in the entrance. Calmly, I stroll towards my car, and take my time starting the engine, and I finally get back on freeway I15.

I tell myself, I am 348 miles from purgatory, and only X miles from the nearest sushi house. I still have my life in front of me, nothing can bring me down, now that I’m rid of my fake persona—now that I left it all back in the hellish town I grew up in. Flashing another great smile in the rearview mirror, I suddenly realized that I forgot to turn off my stove, too.
