
Where throw 
up is golden.  
The room. 

It was white. 

Like this sheet of paper. 

Like this simulated sheet of paper. 

That you’re reading through your screen. 
But I got the feeling these walls weren’t for writing on. 
There was a glass of water. 

“Glub. Glub Glub Glub.” Thought the glass as it stared at the ugly human in front of it. Ugly by 

glass standards. 

In front of me, all I saw was a desk, a cup of water, Mr. Black in his black business professional 

blazer, all guarding a door with a little electric sign that glowed in pink: Heaven. Yes, that Mr. 

Black. The Mr. Black that sits on your chest at night and that is a recurring character in story 

after story. He keeps employed. 

“Drink.” Said Mr. Black. 

Water tastes best when hungover. Or whatever this was. 

“What is this?” I asked, peering again at Heaven buzzing like fly zapper. 

“You don’t remember?” He asked. “Shit. That’s not how this is supposed to work. I talked to IT 

about the connectivity issues up here.” 

Mr. Black looked annoyed but unphased. 

“Well, you’re dead.” 

My bladder immediately released. 

“What? What?” 



The more I peed, the more I realized it wasn’t drenching my pants. In fact, my pants felt cleaner 

and fresher by the second. 

“Yes, you’re dead, and as you’re realizing, you’re in a perfect place. Here nothing goes wrong, 

there is no pain, no suffering, nothing but us.” 

As you will imagine, my reaction was similar to my previous involuntary reflex. I started 

screeching as most people do faced with death. I mixed things up and vomited. Again, instead of 

my vomit splattering on the ground, nothing but soapy bubbles and fresh smells emerged and the 

white floor looked even whiter than before. 

If you’ve ever been dead before, you’d know there’s no smooth way to do it. 

Part II 
We sat in an incredibly spotless room, much much more cleaner than at the end of Part I. 

Mr. Black looked at me patiently. 

“So normally I just ask the person if they deserve to go into the next room. And because of the 

nature of this room, they answer truthfully. It’s really quiet a simple process and you’d be 

surprised how many people know where they do and don’t belong” He said looking down at me. 

How tall is his torso, Jesus. “But you can't remember, so I guess we’ll have to do this the old-

fashioned way.” He said as a buzzer sounded and in between us a compartment was revealed, 

lifting up a box TV between us. You know, the kind that used to exist in our basements when 

they got demoted from the living room to under it. 

“They build them to last up here” Mr. Black said with pride. “Well, let’s see what you’ve been 

up to.” 

On the screen, I saw my mum, younger than I ever saw her before. She was on an operating table 

and a doctor was gripping between her legs and pulling what looked like the seed of a peach pit 

out of her. 

Part III 
I looked on horrified. I was horrified not that I just watched the first 13 years of my life in real 

time, but that second by second I was more and more engaged and aware of what I was 



watching. In contrast, we’d go on to watch several clips of me during my life falling asleep to 

TVs in class almost instantly, as teachers tried engaging kids with technology in school. 

“Where was this attention when I needed it?” 

Mr. Black shrugged. “I don’t make the rules.” 

I was fully satisfied. I hadn’t had to eat, drink, sleep, and I only closed my eyes out of self-

amusement. I hadn’t masturbated, a fact I can’t say I went more than 13 years in my life without 

doing. And after that probably a week or two once or twice. 

An orange buzzer surrounded the screen. I saw 13 year old me in the bathroom, sneaking out his 

Kohl’s magazine out from under of the sink. 

“Really?” 

“Orange means it’s morally excusable.” He replied mater of factly. 

Part IIII 
Years passed. A red buzzer surrounded the screen. I looked on. Yah, I shouldn’t have done that. 

Part IIIII 
There was a lot of non-buzzer. A lot. But that red buzzer came up, every few years. Every few 

years it’d be back, and Mr. Black would make an mhm noise. 

Mhm. 

Mhmmm. 

You’d be surprised how quick a life goes by even in real time. 

Just like that I was on my deathbed, and I remember it like it was yesterday, and I saw my life 

flash before my eyes. Yah I blocked out the bad stuff the first time it happened. But now there 

was video evidence. 



Part IIIIII 
The TV was no longer in front of us. 

Instead, Mr. Black was in its place, head down. I was trying to shove him into the compartment 

back from whence the TV came. I was having trouble as I was looking around paranoidly. Good 

thing TVs up here were fat and larger than the circumference of a human. 

No blood, in fact, was spilt. Mr. Black was smiling but dead. Definitely dead. I looked down at 

my hands—spotless. The TV platform must have been built in an empty area, because as I 

shimmied Mr. Black into the hole, he slipped in and past the column and I heard a shallow thump 

as his body hit the floor somewhere underground. 

I put the TV back on the stand and it whirred back down slowly. 

“Holy shit” the water glass thought to itself. Holy shit glub glub holy shit. 

I then drank the water. 

The end 
The door marked Heaven buzzed open. 

At this point, I stepped into the light. When my eyes adjusted, I looked around and saw a room 

that looked very similar to the one before. In this room, I saw a table between us with a thin 

square outline. Behind the table, I saw a neon light: EARTH. I looked down, and I was wearing 

sleek black from head to toe, dressed smoother than I ever had in my life before post having been 

dressed by my mother. 

The door opened, and out of it walked a kind-eyed woman. Her confused eyes told me the truth. 

“Where am I?” She asked me. Looking up past the table, the water, and the room straight to me. 

“Drink.” Said Mr. Black. 
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