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“I used to wish that I could fly, but now I think my feet are the only things keeping 
me grounded.” The words melted off my lips like butter in the sun. I was lying on 

my back, eyes to the stars. I think I started out counting them, but now they were 
just sort of blurring together. “It’s funny how things turn out, you know.” I exhaled 
deeply and shifted my weight, feeling a rib crack underneath me. “They used to 
be so neat when I was younger, now it’s all just one big mess.” I picked up the 
bottle and took another drink. It was like torching my throat, sometimes, I had 
decided, things have to burn to be felt. “I guess they all stopped caring. Or 
maybe they care too much. I don’t really know, what do you think?”
There was no answer.
“Well, at least you’re a good listener. No one else even bothers. I guess you 
aren’t doing much else though.”  The carcass slumped under my weight and let 
out a groaning sound from deep in its organs.
“They were fighting again tonight,” I sighed, running a shaky hand down the leg, 
feeling its short hair, “they always are.”
That night I had stared at my ceiling, sleepless, listening to my parents violently 
argue through the wall for hours. It was predictable, like the heavy swinging of a 
pendulum, back and forth, person to person, bouncing accusations, the same old 
shit. As the clock struck midnight, and my mother’s tears rang out. The same 
crap four, five, six times a week. The crying was my cue to get up; I never 
wanted to hear what came next. I would force my body up from my bed, pick up 
the partially empty bottle of cheap vodka from under my desk, and make my way 
towards the window. The screen had been broken for a long time, so there was 
no need to remove it. I lifted the glass with shaking hands and slowly, climbed 
down the side of the house, using the old ceramic drainpipe to steady myself.
“Do you ever wonder why you’re alive?” I ask, shakily unscrewing the cap of my 
bottle.
The words hung in the air answerless.
“Well. I guess you wouldn’t, seeing as you’re not alive.” It was something I asked 
myself a lot. Not just why my parents had me, but why me specifically. Why this 
girl, with this head and these problems? Why my views on my memories and my 
life? Why was it me? Why didn’t I have any god damned say in the matter?
“Are horses even self aware?” I wondered “Did you think about that when you 
were still alive?” I could feel the body slumping, as if it was getting tired of my line 
of questioning. Horses, I supposed, didn’t really care about why they were alive, 
especially if the horse in question happened to be dead.

I sit in the back, my sister’s head resting on my shoulder as the sound of the 
engine lulls her to sleep. I look out the window, my face pressed against the cold 
glass. It’s early January and the only thing that can be seen, past eight feet of 
highway, is the sheer white-on-black of the snow. My breath fogs up the window. 

It’s freezing. I pull the fleece blanket closer up to my chin and silently wish that 
we get home soon. I wish my dad could afford a better car, and most of all I wish 

the heater in this one wasn’t broken. I wish all those things and more, until I hear 
the piercing screech of the tires, like a nail being driven into my ears. The car 
spins almost all the way around before, in an attempt to regain control, my father, 
uttering a stream of panicked curses, drives it straight off the road. The last thing 
I remember is the shattering impact, my sister flying out of her place beside me, 
and the heat finally seeping into my bones.
It was the breathing that woke me up, steadier and deeper than my own had 
been for a long time. Cautiously, I opened my eyes; afraid to see what was near 
me, what was quite probably breathing down the back of my neck. The darkness 
was absolute, black as oil. I held my hand before my face and could only just 
make out the very tips of my fingers when I moved them. “H-hello?” my voice 
was trembling, violently as a teacup in an earthquake. I felt my throat getting 
tight, and the all too familiar stinging in my eyes. “I can’t remember where I am.” I 
breathed, my heart beating like a drum. I couldn’t remember, why couldn’t I 
remember? Why could I never remember?
“Really?” The voice was very soft, like the sort of morning light that catches dust 
motes in the air, and always manages to wake you up in the most pleasant way 
possible. “You came here yourself, you know.” 
“Who are you?” I ventured cautiously. 
“I thought at least I would be worth remembering. Perhaps it’s all that liquor.” The 
voice was strangely ambiguous, and absolutely dripping with sarcasm. 
“Where am I?” I question frantically, feeling around for my bottle.

“Why don’t you use your head? There’s a reason you have one. Listen.” 
I closed my eyes again, not that it really made a difference in the darkness, and 
listened. The soft gurgling of a nearby brook, a light wind rustling the leaves 
overhead, cool air filling my nostrils. I was by the creek, opening my eyes and 
digging my fingers into the damp soil my back and shoulders relaxed. I could get 
home from here. I would be okay. I sat up and put my hand back to steady 
myself, flinching I pulled away, my stomach turning. It had landed on a body, cold 
and bloated and covered in short hair, something, probably maggots was moving 
around under the skin. “Oh god…” My head was spinning, my stomach writhing, 
cold beads of sweat broke out at the back of my neck. 
“What’s the matter, darling?”
“You’re a corpse.”
“Aren’t we all? You’re just putting it off a bit longer than I did.” The horse quipped. 
“Why are you talking to me?” The sense of uneasiness still churning in the pit of 
my stomach. 
“I could ask the same of you.”
“I guess I just need someone to talk to, that’s all.” I sighed running a hand down 
the gnarled flesh of my left leg. 
“What happened?” The horse asks.
“What do you want, an autobiography?” I groan, annoyed. Having someone to 
talk back to me was more than I had bargained for.
“I meant, what happened to your leg? But whatever floats your boat.” 
“There was a car crash. I had a blanket over me. Have you ever seen fleece 

catch fire? The thing fucking melted to my leg. Third degree burns, barely felt 
them at the time, to be honest. I was in the hospital for months. Got infected from 
the blanket and everything.” I could smell the burning flesh and melted plastic as 
I said it. I could feel the heat again, and it made me want to puke.
“That’s pretty bad,” The horse joked, “but let me tell you about the one time that I 
died.”
My face went hot, fists tightening, and the pit of my stomach tied into a knot. 
“Why don’t you tell that to my sister?” I snapped, letting the night go deadpan. 
They didn’t want to tell me at first. I guess saying it out loud would make it 
permanent, irrevocable. They didn’t want to accept that my sister had died in the 
crash, who would? But keeping secrets sure as hell wasn’t going to bring her 
back. I wish they understood that. I was in the hospital bed when they told me, 
three weeks after the fact. Where the hell else would I be with third degree burns 
all over my left leg? 
“For fucks sake, I’m only seventeen. I’m too young for this shit.” The night was 
dead quiet but for the steady gurgling of the stream. I fumble around in the dark 
for my bottle, it’s pinned under the bloated corpse, nearly empty. I finish it off. 
“That stuff is rank.” The horse says, repulsion evident in its voice.
“Look who’s talking.” 
“At this point, you'll end up like me sooner than you bargained.” It chides. 
“That’s just fine; I can chop off the countdown early.” It was then that my left hand 

started to go numb. The feeling moved up my arm and into my torso, leg, and 
throat. Tipping over, I could barely support myself; I leaned back onto the corpse 
and tried to breathe more steadily. “Are you there?” I tried to ask, words jumbling 
before they could leave my half-frozen lips. “Please say something.” The sound 
of the stream grew distant, the corpse pressed against my face, filling my nose 
with the stench of putrefaction. Nobody really wants to die alone. Nobody wants 
to die in the dark with no one but a dead horse to see them through, especially 
when the horse in question stops talking right when it matters most. I gripped the 
bottle with my shaky right hand and brought it down on the horse’s ribs, again 
and again, listening to the sound reverberate through the body, my movements 
becoming increasingly slurred until my grip was lost completely. “I’m sorry.” I 
breathe, finding myself wondering if this was what it was like for her, if this was 
what it would be like for my parents. It was probably better off this way. “I’m so, 
so sorry.” 
“Why ask for forgiveness?” The corpse murmurs, “It never changes the 
outcome.”
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