A day too late with this damned project! How could he have let this happen? 

Easy, he spent too much time hanging around in ´The Blitz`, staring at her. But she was so beautiful! And my work is so late, why did I ever become a webdeveloper? All these damned HTML codes and JavaScript not being compatible with Flash. This is all so stupid. If only he would have taken a nine-to-five job as people had always expected him to have.

That off course was why he hadn’t taken the nine-to-five job, people had expected it from him, no-one had expected him to work hard and become a webdeveloper. He thought about those people then, his former teachers, his parents, his brother, everyone of them was sure that, during his studies, he could drop out at any time and become a nine-to-five man, typing in boring numbers in some boring office, for some boring boss and his boring firm.

Not that this was anything better, worse perhaps, because now he couldn’t see as much as he wanted. "If only I could create something as beautiful as her" he murmerd aloud, it was allowed of course, because, well… he was alone. Single in this apartment, single but for the bed humping above him. He wished it would stop, but then again who could expect to get any work done around 3 ´o clock in the morning. His mind drifted off again, not at the lady from ´the Blitz`, but to the humping couple above.

He himself had had such an experience, not this heavy, but more gentile. Nevertheless was the experience its self a complete failure and an embaresment to his own self, but…

He tore his mind from this thought as he almost drifted off, he took it back to his work. His work was at a basic level finished, a simple page with some easy JS and Flash stuff to make it look more professional. Now came the hard part, well… if he had not foreseen this day long ago. Foreseen may be too strong a word cause he had not really expected this, but he had some cut-´n-paste scripts stored from back where he used to program for days only to stop when he had a headache (until he discovered pre-headache paracetamol treatments which allowed him a full day of programming without any interruptions). He inserted the cut-´n-paste programs into his work, removed some bugs he encountered on his way and placed it on the net. What was it his economy teacher had said? Ah yes, JIT, Just In Time, it totally did not fit this situation, not only because JIT was a logistic term, but also because no time was given for this project.

At least not in the contract, that was mainly why he had squandered so much of his time in ´the Blitz`, but after a while his boss began complaining more and more and even threatening to cut my wage if I delayed this project any longer. The owner of the firm didn’t care that much about it, mostly because we were good friends, Troy guessed, but more so because he gets 10% of what I earn, so that I can't afford to take it easy, the more he makes, the more I make, the more I make, the more attractive I am to Her.

He turned his computer off and laid down on his bed, not bothering to put out the lights because he sure as hell couldn't get any sleep anyway, not with Mr. and Mrs. Rabit up there.

Maybe some music would help him think clearer, he turned on the radio, the humping from above was temporarily overpowered by the volume of his music, he quickly turned it down, not that his neighbor downstairs didn't hate him already but there was no reason for upsetting her even more.

He did not care about what she thought about him, nor did he take any of the letters she placed in his snailmailbox seriously. She was just a little old bitching woman that enjoyed making other people as irritated as she always seemed.

"….you can check out any time, but you can never leave" the musician sang and it was followed by a nice part of guitarplay, he did not pay any attention to this though, because he was still thinking about the sentence that this musician sang. "I can never leave" He said to himself and he thought about what that meant, off course he could leave this place, but never could he leave this life, it would haunt him forever, be it in his memories or in his next place. He would remain the same old Troy Samuel Stern he already tried escaping once…

---------------------------------------------------------

There sat a man, though devoid of any eyes, staring directly at me. With empty sockets where once his eyes were located, the traces of time could be seen under those seemingly bottomless pits. 

The man, obviously devoid of any happiness, was in perfect harmony with his surroundings. Being the stone he sat on, low and looking as devoid of life as the man himself, the frail, leefless tree standing to the mans right side, slowly moving with the wind as though it had no will of its own left.

I approached the man and he kept his empty sockets aimed at my sockets. Finally I stood within fistdistance of the man. What would it be like to strangle this man, to rid this world of one more sign of depression, would the land sigh?

We stared, he obviously feeling my presence but awaiting my first move, me studying this picture of Hells ashes.

"Who are U, old man?" I asked the still motionless mount of depression

"Not who, but what is your question, and I am human." A totally charasteristic voice crackled.

"So one is proned to believe, but still one must ask himself what a human would do in such a place."

"And what does yourself answer, dear sir?"

"Myself is too scared of the answer to give any indication as to where to look, though my intellect reasons that you might provide it for me."

"Still, a question remains, what to follow? The intellect or the heart?"

"We, being defined earlier as two human beings, must act on the former, so nature tells us, for such is what defines the human race, the prevailing of the intellect over the heart even unto the point of pain. So old man, what are you doing here?"

"I am but a part of you dear sir, I cannot answer such questions."

I am baffled, have I reached that part of myself that sees only grim? Yet so vast is this area that surely it cannot be, am I?

"Then tell me, Depression, where are your eyes?"

The man looked down and his expression changed back to its former shape, not having realized it I had actually seen what resembles a sparkle of joy on this old mans face until this question.

"Burnt out, sir" The man says in a voice slightly deeper and more of character "I have seen too much dear sir, my eyes were burnt by every image of sadness and sorrow. I am left now to ponder over what I have seen." Which also answerd my earlier question, I wonder why, when asked directly, the answer is denied, yet when unexpected, it leaps out and bears its full self.

---------------------------------------------------------

A cone of silence surrounded him, nothing around him, everything outside of him. That which is around is inside he remembered thinking. Or was he thinking this right now. Somehow it did not matter, all was focussed on the cone of silence, the whirlwind of outside focuses on him.

And he could feel around him the whirlwind only he could experience. He felt it swirl around him, and realizing that he was its focus, he became that power. Whirling around its self he sensed in its change the calm and steady currents with which this tremendous power took place. And then it all came through him, the cone of silence is not because of the whirlwind, nor is the whirlwind because of the cone of silence. They just are. No coherence and he sensed then the peace of the universe. Not because of the revelations, not because he opened his eyes, but only because his eyes were opened. It moved with a calmth of movement as to appear both still and moving at the same time. And as it all revealed itself he could not stop a single thing of it, but felt totally in control of it. And it was not until he realized what this all was that it all stopped. The paradox of life. Then the cone of silence returned and it was still. He longed for the whirlwind and it’s swirling energy yet at the same time felt that it could no longer be the same. The understanding had destroyed the need for the process. Such it is with many inventions.

