
The Unraveling 

I don’t know how I got here. It’s dark. What is that smell, is that a mix of dirt and old metal. That metallic 
scent is familiar somehow. I’m going to try shifting and now something is tightening against my wrists 
and ankles. Damn, it seems I’m tied up. Try to lift your head up. Damn it, banged it on the bottom of 
something. A sharp pain, now something’s trickling down my face. Grit your teeth and take a deep 
breath; the smell of pine and factory glue in my nostrils with the dirt and metal smell – I’m in a box! It 
smells like pressed wood, let me try shifting again, try laying your hands flat at the small of your back, 
feel along the rope, it tightened a little more. Ha, Ha, you’re going to die. Don’t you dare take that sharp 
turn toward panic; you bully that bitch back to calm. Can’t lose it now, just can’t. Not now. You’ll die if 
you do jackass. 

The ropes are tight, they are biting into my wrists, I can’t let it shake my resolve. I got to grasp any logic I 
might have left and force it – mom always had that saying, “fake it ‘till you make it baby”. I need to get 
out of here but it’s dark and I can’t see. Metallic smell, wait, flashlight? Something pressing against the 
back of my hip. Must reach it, just have to. You need to ignore the ache in your shoulder and reach 
down your own body and feel around yourself. Look, search for it, pray for your damn fingers to find it. 
Found something else instead of a flashlight, something metal and plastic. Come on you rat bastard, 
work it up your thigh, this means your life don’t you know! Damn, my fingertips are sweaty, slippery, got 
to stretch it, it’s nearly there, almost beyond the capacity of my ribs now, feeling the burn. My damn 
body is protesting with every muscle and joint. Shut your piehole and do it now, no pain no gain jerk off, 
get ‘er done! 

Reach you son of a bitch, reach it. Ready to give up yet loser? No, I can’t give up. There it is, I have it – I 
HAVE IT. I’m feeling it, what the hell is? a tape recorder? It’s a damn tape recorder, I would have rather 
a god damn flashlight, a match even for Christs sake but I get a damn tape recorder. I guess I got to find 
the play button then. I remember it now, the first button is record, then it’s play and stop, then fast 
forward and rewind. Count them out, one is record, two is play. Nothing. Wait. I’m counting from the 
wrong side. Try again stupid. One is record, two is play… 

“…If you are hearing this, then justice will be served. You did a very bad thing mister. Now you have to 
pay for it. I hope you enjoy the dark, dank hole you belong in.” 

It’s a childlike voice, a girl, woman? Girl. Yes, I think it’s a girl. I don’t recognize it. What did I do? Who is 
that? Where am I? How did I get here? Can’t let the panic set in and I got to calm my breathing. I’m 
chugging what precious oxygen I have left in this pine box god damn it. I need to pull it together. Pull 
your shit together! Are my eyes adjusting to the dark? I think I can see the shadow of my torso, legs and 
boots when I look down. It’s barely there but I can see it. There is a light source then. I must find it. 
Where there is light there may be a way out. Squinting, looking, you’re going to die in here if you don’t 
hurry up you idiot, SHUT UP! Just shut up and let me look. 

There, there it is, faint, in the corner - light. Is that a hole in the box? It can’t be, if there was a hole all 
the dirt... it’s a pipe, metal. That’s the metal smell!! I’m going to get out of here. Just need… no you’re 
not …to get the rope off. How, how do I do that. I don’t have anything to… no shit sherlock, ain’t you 



captain obvious! Oh, shut up brain, you’re going to get me killed. Now you’re whining like a little bitch 
out loud, talking to yourself now too. I’m going to go crazy any second now. 

Oh, my head is spinning, I feel lightheaded. No, no, no. NO. I can’t pass out now. I’m just getting started. 
Look around again. What’s the point of looking around if you can’t move around you dumb ass? Got to 
get those hands and feet free first don’t ya! For once, we agree brain. Lift that ass up, pull your hands 
past. Shit, I’m stuck. I’m god damn flipping stuck. My shoulder. Christ that hurts. Stop panting so much, 
you’ll pass out. Come on, god damn it. PULL! PULL! What was that popping sound, oh the pain is nothing 
I’ve felt before. I can’t, I can’t. Make it stop. The pain is too much. My shoulder is screaming. It’s agony… 

…How much time has passed? When did I pass out? Oh, I’m going to find you, you bitch. I’m going to 
find you and rip you to pieces for putting me here. My shoulder. God, it hurts – I think I dislocated it. 
What’s that sound? Is that an engine. Can’t be. Wait, it’s brighter than it was before? What the fu…Oh 
shit, no. My ears are ringing, buzzing, am I passing out again? Got to try again, time to nut up asshole. 
Eat me brain and choke on it too. You aren’t helping any you know that. 

That sound, it’s like…bugs eating. It’s gross and it’s sending shivers up my damn spine. My shoulder, it’s 
loud in here. What the flip was that? Something fell on my face, it’s crawling across it – Oh god, OH god, 
OH GOD… no no no no…it’s a flipping cockroach. Was that a giggle? Oh, that bitch, she’s, here isn’t she? 
She’s laughing AT YOU stupid. Shut up you asshole brain, shut up. We’re laughing at you too. I can’t take 
it, I can’t, I just can’t. 

Shake it off, you want to live don’t you. Forget the ache in your shoulder, forget the hissing cockroach in 
your ear, forget the asshole in your head. Try again, pull your hands under your legs dumb ass or die. 
Scream with the effort, that’s it. PULL stupid PULL. Jesus Christmas in an Easter basket, that was sweet, 
sweet relief. Shoulder popped back where it belongs. Thank whatever god granted me a slice of sweet 
flipping heaven. 

Now, got to reach over my feet somehow without slamming my god damn forehead on the top of the 
box again. I’d rather not get another splinter, let along one in my eye. That would be something 
wouldn’t it – death by splinter in the eye. You’d make a great dumbest criminal on TV You rat bastard, 
you would think that was funny wouldn’t you. Why can’t you just shut up already. Still talking to yourself 
I see. I’m going to ignore that now, WAIT! I feel blood! Shit, the ropes are cutting into my wrists now. I’m 
bleeding, wait this could be a good thing. What did that science teacher in high school say once that 
blood was what? An emetic stupid, that won’t help you, but blood is a lubricant too dumb ass. Ha, the 
shit you remember when you are buried alive, ain’t it crazy? 

Okay, okay I got this. If I roll my wrists this way. No, that’s not working. Ha, Ha. Shut up! What about this 
way. Don’t panic, can’t panic. Fu…that stupid cockroach. Was that a giggle. What was that? Oh no, no, 
no – there are two of them now. One just crawled up my pant leg. NO. You’re panicking. Why did it just 
go so dark suddenly? You’re screaming now. I can’t, no I won’t do this. I can’t do this. Pull your shit 
together jackass. Come on! Still screaming. Ok, I got this. Deep breaths, deep breaths. In and out, In and 
out. I can’t find the light. Shit! Why can’t I find the light? 

 

“You’re not screaming anymore.” 



That’s the girl on the tape recorder! She is here. God damn, when I get out of here… 

“You aren’t getting out of there. You were a bad boy.” 

Did I say that out loud? No, I couldn’t have. Is she there? Maybe it’s just me, maybe my mind is playing 
tricks on me. It must be, it’s an asshole. Hey now, I resent that jackass! No name calling now. We didn’t 
get you into this mess, you got yourself into this mess. No, I didn’t, I didn’t do it. What didn’t I do? Oh 
god, the cockroach is crawling further up my pant leg. I can feel it scratching at my skin. The other one, 
where’s the other one. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit. It’s in my hair, oh god no. I can’t breathe, I can see dots 
now. Is it getting darker, I don’t want to do this anymore? Or do I? Please don’t make me. Please. 

Hey… 

Hey… 

HEY…Wake up. 

What, no I don’t want to. A few more minutes. Please. I’m done, I tap out. You win. You know you’re 
dying right jack ass? You’re laying down and giving up. Going to die in a pine box in butt feck nowhere, or 
maybe anywhere, somewhere. You let her win. You’re about to be cockroach food. About to take a dirt 
nap, push up daisies, kick the bucket. You lose sucker! 

You just got to have the last word huh brain. Why don’t you suck a duck and take a flying leap off a long 
peer down a deep cliff? Eat me, take your teeth and plant them squarely on my left ass cheek and chew 
it you rat bastard bitch face. 

You’re screaming again, sucking up the last bits of precious oxygen because, guess what jack ass? She 
closed the damn metal pipe on you. No more fresh air. Your time is almost up butt face. 

Why are you torturing me? 

Why are you torturing yourself? I’m you, you’re me. 

What. Wait. Hold on… 

Come on, don’t stop talking now. The air is heavier now. It’s getting hard to breath. Don’t leave me. Stay 
with me, come on stay with me. My legs are cramping. I can’t think straight. Don’t go brain, we can’t die 
here, we must …got to fight this. Can’t close our eyes. If we close our eyes, it’s gone and done. Game 
over. Deceased, departed, expired. Brain are you there it’s me, owner of you. 

Don’t you want to live brain. ANSWER ME. We don’t want to buy the farm, do we? Don’t want to be 
cadaverous, can’t meet the maker now. WHY WON’T YOU ANSWER ME… That’s it isn’t it. Wasted like in 
the game. We’re done. I might as well just lay down and take it. Hope the cockroaches fare better than 
we did. I’m sure I’m sucking in my last few breaths now. My muscles are cramping and twitching. I can 
barely gasp. I feel like my eyes are bugging out and even my crazy isn’t answering me anymore. I swear I 
hear giggling beyond my pine box every so often. Like she’s reminding me that she is still there. I still 
don’t know what I did. 

Sucking in the last of my lifeline now. A few more gasps and it’s over. Done. Wonder how I’ll look when 
someone finds me. If they find me. Wait, should I say something, maybe I can record a message. They 
might find it, yes. At least they’ll know what happened to me. I can at least do that. Do you remember 



it? First one is record, don’t forget to count from the right side of the recorder now. Push the button, say 
what you got to say, go on now, tell them. 

“Screw your justice bitch…” 


