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But I don’t want to see them. 

Do you see them now? 

She covered her closed eyes.  

Alice, open your eyes. 

No, I don’t want to. 

Alice... 

You said they’d work. That they’d get rid of them, the people. 

You’re on a low dose, the doctor told her. If you’d like... 

But we’ve been through this before. They just don’t work. 

But if we upped the dose... 

But it won’t work. She yelled, It just won’t work. 

I believe you have something wrong with you. 

But I’m not sick, I’m not sick. I wasn’t like this before. 

I believe what’s wrong with you is a psychosis. 

But I see people... 

And I believe you. 

But I know some of these people. 

These people you see. Alice, you know these people? You’ve talked with these people? 

Other people know them, too. 

These other people, can they see them? 

Not anymore. 

What do you mean, not anymore? 

They’re dead. 

These people you see, these people are dead? 

Yes, she said weakly. Her eyes were open. 

Alice, can you look at me? All I want you to do is look at me, can you do that, for me, please? Alice? 

Alice looked at him.  

Now that you’re looking at me, can you see them, these people, these people you once knew? 

She considered the small room and looked down, her fingernails playing with fingernails. 

No, she said. 

You can’t, you can’t see them? 

Not now. 

Do they tend to leave you alone when you’re with me or do you think this is the drug, the drug working its magic? 

She considered her answer, saying, They’re just not here. 

The people you once knew? 

Yes. 

Alice, I’d like to give you a stronger dose, if that’s ok. I’d like to see if that’ll work, if that’ll get these people away from you. Would you like that, a world free of these people? 

Alice wondered if she’d ever be free of them. 

He pressed. 

She still didn’t answer him. 

He looked at her. Alice? Alice, are you ok? 

I’m fine. 

These people, are they distressing you? Would you like them to go away? 

She still didn’t want to answer him. 

He pressed her. Alice? He waited. Alice, I’m going to up your drugs, ok? I’d like to see you in two weeks, so we can over what changed, if anything changed, all right? He waited. Alice, is that ok, are you willing... 

Yes, it’s fine. 

He waited. Alice, I just want to be sure, ok? 

Alice waited. Ok, she said. 

––––––––
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Alice was in her room, where the people hid with her. 

She closed her eyes and rocked back and forth. 

She sang, so she wouldn’t hear them. 

These people were naked, every bit of them known to her. 

They liked to do things she didn’t want them to do, like grab their penises and flap them about. 

The women, god, the women, would give her phone numbers and tell her to use death/site, a death prediction website. 

If she used it, they told her, and used it on these people, the women, god, the women, would leave her alone. All they wanted for was for her to help. Why won’t you help me, the women, god, the women, would shout at her. 

But she had no plans of using it. Alice heard only bad things about it. People who used it tended to end up dead. And when she used it before, the people didn’t go away. 

They hung about, encouraging other people to get her to use it. 

When she looked up the deaths, she didn’t like what she saw or how she felt. 

She just wanted everything to stop. 

Unable to take it, she walked through these people, these naked people, and out of her room, not shutting the door on her way out. 

She lived in a condo. 

She took the elevator to the highest floor, then walked up a flight of stairs, and opened a door to the top of the building. 

A strong wind whipped her. 

She walked to the edge of the building, the people telling her not to jump, that she wouldn’t like what happened afterwards. 

She fell... 

She twirled as she fell, turning as she fell, the harsh wind pressing against her body, her wrinkled red dress flapping, her black shoes sliding off her feet and twirling, turning as they fell. 

She missed the waiting car by about a foot, her head cracking on the cracking pavement. 

And the people, the men and women, the naked and the clothed, they gathered around her like the blood gathering around her shattered head, her shattered body. They gaped and screamed, covering their eyes and turning away. 

A naked woman with dark nipples walked towards Alice and said, Fucking bitch, all I wanted was for you to help me, you fucking bitch. She spat on the poor girl, turned, and walked away, walking through people with their phones in their hands, telling the proper authorities what just happened. 

She fell, they said. Yes, she’s dead. There’s no walking away from this, they said. 

Alice knew, at that moment, peace. 

The naked people looked at her, some wondering if they pushed her to it. All you had to do, they said, was say no and we would’ve left you alone. 

If that was true, why’d they press her and stick around, telling her things while she was in school. Naked men were in the women’s locker room, touching themselves. 

You think she wanted to see that? Over and over? 

And the other women, they were oblivious, changing in front of the naked men, wondering why Alice wouldn’t change out of her gym clothes. 
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A forty year old woman with flat, dry hair looked at her watch and told her co-worker, a thicc teenager, I’m taking my break. 

All right. 

Do you think you’ll be ok? 

The store was empty and was usually empty this time of day. 

I don’t know how I’ll cope, but I think I’ll manage. 

The woman walked away from the cash register and into the back rooms. 

Where she walked to her locker, opened it, and took out her phone. 

She took her phone to the washroom, locking the door when she was satisfied that no one was inside. 

She set her phone on the sill of a white sink and proceeded to take off her uniform, a blue shirt accompanied by a plastic name tag. 

She took off her undershirt, a basic t-shirt, and her black bra. 

She picked up her phone, aimed it at the mirror, and snapped a few pics. 

Which she sent to her new boyfriend. 

He responded with text and a squirting eggplant emoji. 

Damn woman. See what you do to me? 

She smiled. 

He asked if she wanted to meet up. 

She said sure. 

He gave her a time. 

She said she’d be there. 

––––––––
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Jane was on her way home, when she got a text from her stepmother, whom she called mom. 

Mom was the forty year old woman with flat, dry hair and a new boyfriend. 

Need to talk, the text said. 

Jane responded. 

About what?

Tonight. In another bubble, I need you. 

To do what? I got plans. 

Jane I need you. 

To do what? 

––––––––
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When the woman got home, Jane was upset. 

Can’t you ask someone else to do it? 

Jane, it’s one night. 

But I got plans. 

Is family... are we not that important to you? Jane, I thought you knew better. 

But I got plans. 

What plans? What’s more important than... are we not that important to you? Do we not matter? Jane... Jane... ? Jane, will you talk to me? 

Of course you matter. 

Then... and this is how you show it, by not wanting to be with us. Jane. 

The word ‘Jane’ got on the young woman’s nerves. 

Jane, it’s one night. Can’t you be with him for one night? 

Jane wanted her to pick a different night. 

Jane, I’m talking to you. Will you at least look at me? 

She waited. 

Jane, she said, in the same tone as before. 

Jane knew she was going to cave. 

You do want the car, hm, for March Break, don’t you? 

Now she knew why she’d be caving. 

Jane, will you talk to me? 

Fine, was all Jane could say. 

Mom waited. 

Jane continued, I’ll look after him. 

It’s one night. I’m sure they’ll understand. 

––––––––
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But we’ve been planning this night for like a year. This band doesn’t come in to town that often. 

Jane was talking to her friend, Blaire, a sun-kissed woman with bee stung lips. 

I know. 

And you couldn’t say no, could you? 

I tried. 

You should’ve tried harder. 

I tried as hard as I could. Does this mean... do you think she’ll, that she’ll understand? 

Jane was talking about the girl who killed herself, the girl who saw naked men and woman play with themselves and each other, and couldn’t help it. 

Wanting to get away from it all, she fell to her death, painting the sidewalk with blood and brain matter. 

Blaire touched Jane’s arm, saying, I’m sure she will. She cared more about family than the rest of us. 

If only that were true... 

You don’t think... 

Why would I? Would I— if she did, would she’ve done what she did? Her mother, my god her mother. Could you imagine what she feels right now? 

She must be devastated. 

She must be killing herself. 

You think she’d... 

She couldn’t say it. But Jane knew what she couldn’t say. 

I wouldn’t bet on it, Jane said. But Jane felt the same thing about her friend whose life ended like she warned. 

It didn’t matter if they believed her. 

Jane did and look what it did. She spoke... 

If I could—if this could happen some other way... 

I know, was all her friend could say. We all do. 

She threatened to not give us the car. 

She sounds like a wonderful woman. 

She has her merits. 

I’m sure she does. We all do, don’t we? 

We’re still doing... 

Yes, I think we are. 

All of us, right? 

The four of us will be there. Will you? 

I said I would, didn’t I? 

You also said you’d be there for the concert. 

It was her idea (her being the girl who fell to Hell). 

I’m sure she’d understand. 

You think. 

Certain, was all her friend could say. Why? Are you? 

Jane thought, then spoke. 

I don’t know. There are times, throughout the night, I thought about what she’d... and I... 

Blaire looked at Jane with softness in her eyes, saying... 

I’m sure she’d understand. 

I hope you’re right. 

She was an understanding person, wasn’t she? 

She had to be, didn’t she, to be friends with us, right? 

I guess you’re right. 

I keep thinking about the amount of times we blew her off. 

Blaire looked down and away, then spoke... 

She was better to us than we were to her. 

Jane agreed with Blaire saying... 

If you want to talk about this later—

All right. 

I’m all ears. But now—

I know. 

I got to get to class. 

I know. 

Jane. 

Blaire stood, looking at the young woman. 

Jane, you’re doing the right thing, all right? She would’ve understood. She would’ve took it like a champ. 

Jane was grinning. 

You’re a hell of a friend, Jane, a hell of a daughter. 

We were lucky to have her. 

March Break. We’ll be there for her on March Break. Everything, you know, everything is... nothing will be off limits, all right? 

Jane didn’t respond. 

Blaire pressed her. 

All right? 

All right. 

All right. 

I’ll see you later. I’ll tell you how it went, all right? 

All right. 

Bye. 

Blaire walked away. 

Jane looked at her schoolwork, laid out before her on cafeteria table, her pen rubbing her thumb. 

When Blaire was a distance away, Jane looked at her walk out of the cafeteria, turn, and walk out of sight. 

Jane went back to her schoolwork, the white pages, the textbooks, and the spiral notebooks. 

She started writing. 
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Jane was at her locker, putting her school things—her morning books and textbooks—into her locker and taking out her afternoon school things when... 

Someone tapped her shoulder, saying... 

Hey, Jane. You there? 

She recognized the voice. 

She turned halfway, a part of him within her vision, his curled around a black strap. 

Hey, John. 

Hey. 

What do you want? 

Blaire told Rebecca who told me that you weren’t coming to the concert. 

Like I told Blaire, I got things to do. 

Your baby brother, eh? It’s going to be a hell of a night.  

Jane let it slide, saying... 

You can’t tell me you came all this way to tell me that. 

I was wondering... 

He paused. 

She waited, then asked... 

About what? 

About your MetroPass. Do you need it? 

I take the bus everyday. 

But do you need it later tonight. 

She didn’t respond. 

I was wondering if I could use it. 

Use it, Jane asked. 

It would help me out, a lot. 

Would it now? 

I did help you out with those assignments, giving you what I wrote the semester before, didn’t I? 

Jane didn’t like this way of thinking, saying... 

Yes, you did. 

Then? 

Jane didn’t respond. 

Come on, Jane, I’m asking for a little favour. Can’t you help a guy out, just for tonight? 

Jane didn’t want to respond, hoping her silence would stave him off. 

But John persisted. 

Jane, he said. Come on, Jane, are you going to talk to me or not? I am standing right here. 

Let me think about it, was all she could say. 

You can’t tell me now? 

Jane hoped he’d leave and she’d never see him for the rest of the day. 

I need time, to think about it. 

How much? 

Jane wondered if he knew her schedule. 

The day. 

The day?

It’s not like you gave me time to think about it before. 

It’s just your MetroPass. 

I have to get home, John. I got things to do. 

I’ll see you then. 

Jane hoped she wouldn’t. 

––––––––
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In a classroom, Jane spoke with a friend she never saw outside of school. 

And you told him no, her friend said. 

I’d told him I’d think about it. 

Which was your way of saying no, right? 

Jane didn’t respond. 

Jane, her friend pressed. Jane, you can’t. He needs to learn... 

I know. It’s not like I want to give it to him. 

So is that you saying you won’t or is that you saying you will, give it to him? 

Like before, Jane hoped she wouldn’t see him again. 

It’s not like they walked home together. 

They lived in opposite directions of the school. 

John didn’t like her that much. 

I just... 

Her friend waited. 

I don’t know. I just... 

The smallest of words is the hardest one to say for some people. 

––––––––
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At the end of the school day, Jane walked down a crowded hall, slipping through groups of teenagers, and saw, standing at her locker... 

John. 

Jane hoped he didn’t see her. 

Maybe she could double back. 

She began to turn. 

Jane, John shouted. Yo, Jane. 

Jane turned towards him, a smile on her face. 

I was wondering when you’d show up, John said. I was standing here long enough. 

All this for her morning textbook. 

So, did you think about it? 

I got to get home, Jane said. 

You can always walk. You don’t like that far away, last time I checked. 

If I’m not home on time... 

It’s not like you’ll be late. What does she have you on, a clock? You punchcard in, too? 

Jane hated his jokes. 

John continued to press her. 

Jane hoped he’d get the picture and leave. 

But he didn’t. 

He stuck around, asking for her MetroPass, a thing she didn’t want to give him. 

But he continued to press her. 

He brought up their friendship. 

How long have we been friends for? How long have we known each other, and throughout that time, have you known me as a backstabber, someone who’d you know? Jane, come on. You know you can trust me, right? 

Is was just one night, Jane thought. 

She didn’t live far, she thought. 

It’s not like I’m going to lose it. I’ll keep it in my wallet. Jane, that things never off me. I keep it right here. He touched his jacket pocket. It was zipped. You could tell it held a wallet. 

He continued on, and on, and on. 

Fine, she said, and gave him her MetroPass, a black card with green lettering. 

He was giddy and smiled. 

He took it and looked at it. 

Jane, thank you. You’re not going to regret this. 

Jane already did. She knew, with her luck, that he’d lose it or play some joke on her, switching the card with another and hoping she wouldn’t notice, for too long, so he could get a few rides in, for free. 

He walked away from her. 

She exchanged her books and walked away from her slammed-closed locker. 

––––––––
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Jane met Blaire and Rebecca, who liked to wear black pants as it matched her black hair, by the shade drawn from a large tree. 

Hey. 

Hey. 

Jane didn’t want to press them, but felt she had to. 

Blaire... 

Jane waited, as did Blaire who spoke... 

Yeah. 

Do you have three dollars and twenty-five cents? 

Bus money. 

Yeah. 

Don’t you have...  

I lent it. 

To who? 

To John. He needed it for the night. 

And you couldn’t tell him no, Rebecca asked. Rebecca never carried money on her, sticking to debit and credit cards. She had a MetroPass, but needed it. If she didn’t, Jane would’ve asked her.  

He has a way of talking, Jane said.  

No he has a way of persisting, Blaire told her, with Rebecca saying...  

Jane, all you got to do is resist. Put up a fight. 

A good fight, Blaire added. 

Jane didn’t respond. 

Blaire said, I wish I did. 

Jane wanted to press her. Whenever she told anyone no, they’d press her, but she wasn’t the pressing type. 

Maybe someone else can help you out, Blaire said. 

I wish I could, Rebecca told her. 

Though Jane doubted it. Her luck never swung her way. 

You could always just walk on and not pay, Blaire told her. 

I know people who do that, Rebecca told her. You’d be surprised what you can get away with. Especially on the streetcar. 

Jane didn’t want to, again, with her luck... with her luck, there’d be a ticket reinforcement officer, and they’d love it if they could give her a ticket. Warnings were never in the cards. And, it would make them feel special, handing out a ticket to a bratty teenager.  

No, Jane thought, today, she would have to walk. It would take an hour and a half, but that’s the price you pay somedays. 

And her mother needed her, too. 

What a day to be Jane Rogers, and if she didn’t get home on time, when she was expected, what would happen, she thought. Could she rely on the little guy to lie for her? She doubted it. Her little brother had a way with doing the right thing. At his age, it was cute, but she hoped he’d grow out it. 

She began to think the worse, too.  

Would the March Break be at stake? 

Knowing her mother... 

Blaire and her talked, as much as they could, Rebecca staying on her phone, sliding into some DMs, but Blaire had to go her separate way. Though Jane wanted her to walk her home. Strength in numbers, that kind of a thing. 

She waved and saw her off, Blaire walking away. 

Jane turned her attention to the sidewalk and walked on, hoping the day wasn’t as bad as she thought. After all, helping a guy out, even if it did come back to bite her in the ass, was a good thing, wasn’t it?  

God she hoped it would make up for something. 

She just didn’t know what. 

In time, she had to walk away from Rebecca, who hugged Jane, then walked on, her eyes on her phone. 

God, thought Jane, how could she do that, how could she text and walk at the same time? Jane turned her attention back to the sidewalk and walked on. She had so much walking to do, she wondered how her legs would hold up. Something, she thought, had to give. 
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Jane waited for a bus to pull up. 

Maybe someone would be nice and give her some money, she thought. 

In the distance, she saw it, a bus coming to the stop. 

It pulled over. 

The doors opened. 

People got off. 

And she got on. 

She looked at the bus driver, trying to speak, but couldn’t. 

She apologized, then turned and walked off the bus. 

It pulled away. 

She congratulated herself on a job well done. 

Being hard on herself was her specialty. 

She walked on, hoping she could get to the next stop with another bus pulling up. 

But this time, she told herself, she’d speak, because she had to. 

She didn’t want to walk the rest of the way. 

She waited at another bus stop for a while. 

There were people with her. 

She tried talking to them but couldn’t. 

She swung her body, but couldn’t sling words out. 

She waited for the bus to show up. 

When it did, she waited, wanting to be the last person on the bus. 

She looked at the male bus driver, Can you wait, she said, for just a second. 

She stepped up to the plate and spoke. 

Excuse me, people. Hi, I’m Jane. I lent my MetroPass to a friend and don’t have money for the bus. I was wondering, if you guys could help me out. I’d really appreciate it. 

For the most part, they were silent, the people in the bus. 

Jane got the picture that they wished she didn’t exist, standing their in her ripped jeans, her thighs exposed for all to see. 

Then, an old man spoke up. 

Here, he said. I think this’ll help you. 

Jane was ecstatic, thankful someone was helping her out. 

He stood, walked to her, and gave her three dollars, two dimes, and a nickel. 
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