The boy looks to his mother and father yelling at one another. With a blank face, he stares at them without having much concern clouding over his mind.
“Are you saying that I can’t keep up with my own shit?!” yells the mother as she vigorously smacks a pile of papers to the ground.

“No, I’m just saying that you can’t keep up with the family’s budget!” replies the father in an outcry that echoes through the heavens. “We’re losing this house, and we can’t tell the kids.”

“But they have to know what’s going on. They’re old enough to understand.”

As they fight, the boy walks away from their room without any hesitation. “Just the usual day at home, I guess,” says the boy as he approaches the door and walks out. “I guess it’s time to head on out to school.” He looks at his phone to check the time. 8:10 AM. “Looks like I’m going to be late again.” Without much care, he grabs his ten year old bike his grandmother had given him when he was ten years old. He is twenty and refuses to drive to school because of how high the gas prices are and how high the cost fixing his car is.


As he bikes down his usual path, he listens to his MP3 player that he bought a few months back. He sings to the song as he cycles. Said I’d move on, and I’d leave it alone…But before I walk out, there is something that I need you to know…I got lost in a blink of an eye, and I can never get back. No, I never got back…You were not there when I wanted to say that you were everything right, and it wasn’t you but me to change…Now I got to go it alone, but I’ll never give up. No, I’ll never give up. What am I fighting for? There must be something more. For all these words I sing, do you feel anything?


He continues to bike along his path. Suddenly, he sees a car in his left peripherals. Since I’m crossing a stop sign, the car must stop, he thinks to himself. Without realizing that the car doesn’t stop at the stop sign, he is hit on the side of his bike. He wobbles off the bike and lands on the cement. Blood gushes out of his forehead, bruises cover him from head to toe, and the bike comes out without a dent. What the hell just happened…? He looks at his bike with the back while still spinning. The car’s tires squeal and a cloud of smoke emits from the back as the car quickly makes a left turn into the street and nearly crashes into three other cars. Huh…well, whatever. I should get going. The boy hops on his bike as if nothing happened. He continues on going to school.
He arrives at school, late as usual. He enters the classroom while the teacher lectures. “…so DNA replication has to happen. Otherwise, without DNA replication, we would die because DNA always needs to be in a pair. They are never split apart,” lectures the professor. The boy sits in his usual seat, as if he isn’t late. “You’re late again for class,” says the professor as she looks towards him with a keen eye.
“Sorry Professor Stein. I had a malfunction in my bike,” replies the boy as he tries to cover up his tardiness.

“Well, you should just get a new bike and move along because I can’t have you coming in late all the time.”

“Okay. Sorry.” He flip opens his notebook full of hand-written notes about DNA replication, Power Point presentation notes, and lab notes for his lab class later that day.

“So, as I was saying…DNA is a double-stranded molecule. It needs to have a pair for the DNA to function correctly. Remember, this will be on your test.”

So bored…yet again…The boy stares directly into the board, but looks at it as if he is staring into infinity.
