
If you died I would want to die too.
– Cormac McCarthy

PART ONE:
THE IDIOT SUN
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Hague was just there, or barely. The packed dirt was 
damp in the shade of the tires. It soaked through his jeans 
then underwear. Beyond it this field was baked and flat. It 
was the sunlight that was everywhere. The cone or what-
ever he was in was cool considering. This playground was 
what it was part of. It was this ersatz junkyard attached to 
the school that was the building that just loomed there. 
Hague heard a train in the distance. He pictured it. It 
disappeared when he shook his head. His headache didn’t. 
It didn’t matter. The opening over his head was blue. It 
moved way too slow for him to be able to handle so he 
dug at the dirt at his knees with this stone. He didn’t 
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notice he was holding it until he did. The smooth point 
dented the ground. The stone was slimy and it slipped 
from his hand. He pressed it against his forehead after 
he picked it up. The dirt and crap stuck underneath his 
fingernails was what he felt. He punched at something, 
everything. His fist hit the wall of the stack of tires he was 
in. They were strapped together by bolts. The whole thing 
rang. It gave way to silence. A cloud gave way to the sun. 
His knuckle was cut. It’d scab if he left it alone. He licked 
at it. His tongue was numb. The world sounded like his 
ears ringing. It smelled like ozone and tar. When he pulled 
himself up the playground was empty. Swings swayed as 
heat washed over sliding boards, the tan school. Hague 
stood in the middle of the parking lot. He walked towards 
some cars. It was just the direction he was walking in. 
When he leaned forward he spun then vomited. It pooled 
all acid and bilious on the cracked cement. He wiped 
his face and nose with his hand. He looked up when he 
stood up. These kids in the street were on skateboards. 
Hague’s mouth tasted horrible. He’d pulled something in 
his throat. A boy on a bike laughed and shouted. Hague’s 
teeth ached. He looked away. One of the skaters landed 
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a trick all blearily in his periphery. Hague closed his eyes 
and started walking home. He thought maybe he could 
make it, or not really.

Hague closed his drapes and rested his head on a can 
of juice. It was frozen from the freezer. He fell asleep. It 
was nothing. Usually he could do it whenever. When he 
woke up his room was still dark. He walked around the 
house. The hall didn’t have any windows and he stood in 
it. He rubbed his hair in the dim. When he gagged it was 
the taste in his mouth he gagged on. He drank some wa-
ter. It made the taste run down his throat. He looked for 
his sister. He thought Tuesday’s not home. That means… she 
hasn’t come home yet? There wasn’t a way she would have 
left without waking him up had she come home. He re-
peated that thought in his head until there was no way he 
believed it. He walked down the hall and waited at a door. 
It was to his mother’s bedroom. The handle resisted in his 
hand. He said Karen. He said Mom. The air was thick and 


