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I created a stand in of
myself to go through my
Mental Loop. By that, I'm
refering to my long
stretches of depression,
where I'm utterly removed
from the world around me.
Oftentimes my attempts at
regaining clarity fall
apart, but on the rare
occasions where I do come
to, it’s not for long.
When I'm in that space of
understanding, I finally
get why I always return
back down to a catatonic
state. Through binge
drinking, self hate, and
disasociation, I'm able to
kick myself back down into
the mental sludge, where I
can’'t breath or think.
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Alright, so we have these two
goobers standing on a roof. After
the initial stand off, they end up
having a dialogue heavy scene which
would kinda be a hypothetical
conversation with my depression.

So while they talk over drinks
with the view of the city bellow,
they would discuss concepts such as
letting go of ambition, substance
abuse, and finding comfort in being
isolated from the world.

This conversation would continue for
a couple pages, with a heavy
emphasis on being content with where
you’'re at. Considering how shit the
red place was, the rooftop is
definetely an upgrade.

However, The Rat (haha that’s me)
disagrees. Eventually, even shouting
that they want to “get out” and that
they “can’t live like this”. As I
said earlier, dialogue is not my
strong suit.

thats when this guy would stand on
the edge of the building, and
spout some doom and gloom shit.
Like “this is as good as it’s ever
going to get” and stuff like that.
During this monologue, a noose
decends from above like a fish
hook. (you get one guess on what
happens next). In all seriousness
though, despite how it’s the sort
of imagery that a middle schooler
would find edgy, it’s really in
poor taste. It’s shlocky, and just
ends up fetishsizing a tramatic
subject.



Why. What good reason do I have to
pull this sort of symbolism? That’s
the thing though: I don’t have a good
reason. I seldom think, I just do, and
throwing an idea like this into the
comic was just that. There was no
greater narrative reason besides that
it would look cool and give people
some made up metaphore that means
nothing to me.

Maybe it used to mean something to
me when I first added it, but for the
me sitting here right now it just
feels pointless.

The dumbest part though is what I
wanted to have happen after this.

So after the hanging, the world around The Rat would
warp. The guy, while still hanging, would turn into a
tattered corpse that has clearly been dead for a long time.
Not only that, but the cityscape is consumed in a blazing
inferno that changes the sky from blue to orange.

In order to escape, the rodent has to climb up the noose
rope in order to enter a trap door in the sky, which would
have led to the final location.

Like, shit dude. that’s kind of edgy.
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