The Man


A dead man lying in the road.  Innards.  Body parts.  Only a newspaper over his face.


This horrific scene left us shocked, and for many, was the first (and hopefully the last) body we’d seen,.  Just minutes later we were joking and laughing again.  We all chose to ignore the grim scene for later sorrows, worries, and contemplations.


That night, we all tried to forget the horrifying accident, and contemplated our own moralities.


When I leave this Earth, by gunfire, by blade, by accident, or by disease, who will remember me.  Will I have actually done what I want to do in life?  What if I die tomorrow?  Should I spend all my money today and live in the fast lane my whole life?  Should I have partied more?  Should I have studied harder in school?  Do I smile enough?  How many things have I done right?  How many things have I done wrong.  So I have so many questions, and no idea of what amount of time I have left.  Will I ever know the answers? 

Probably not.

-Jason Abels
