Troy Glover ||l

Man on fire

Tf you're human, you get cravings. Let me say that again.
If you are buman, you get cravings. I'm not refering to those
psychological cravings that tap dance on vour willpower like
Frank Sinatra at Ths Maralagio.No, I'm refering to those cravings
that wake vor in the middle of the night; getting vou nulled
over by a sheriff's Deputy; having a hundred watt flashlight
shined in your sleepy, blosdshot eyes as you explain in a sleep

deprived voice bording on psyvechotic: Pregnant wife...auvst get

jelly £illed donuts...with chocolate sprinkles, craving!
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with a croving te sample my heomemade pappe ay were pickling

in habenaro sauce, gorlic seasconing, ond vinger. I had some chil
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ng on mv tep shelf
for about cix deys. 4And just the cther day 2 friend gave me tbrec
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bulboueg chaped peppers that looked morxe like tiny green tomatces
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em in there te.

The tanay ta2ste of peppery garlic and vinsgar b
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causing thoee pleasure centers in my miud te fire off soarks
of cuddling comforting plsasure. T a2xhaled a sigh of relaxation

ag I clesed my eyes in culinary bliss



I spranz upright in my burk, iy head hit the loves shelf causasing

sxoru¢iating pein. But the fire i~ nouth ovar rpulad it causing

me Lo spring unright once ageia. A tidal wave af tears rose over

the banks of wy eyeslides as a galfhall sized hickey cogs on ay
forshaed. My hond ra2flestively clutchad ay <hast as ay braath

was viciously wrested from me and carcied off bv 2 fiery fiend
from the fifth plain of hesll

I sat there on th2 edge of m7 bunk excruciatingly suffocating
frem a pennar gone wrong. [ anickly sent out a pravar to God,
Buddha, and to cover all bases. Yahweh and Allah that I would

not die from the ea2ting of an i

i

lezgal nepner. As T wipad the
tears from my eyes and strugzled te catch my breath, my mind

acted out the call th2 Warden wonld place to my familv expalining

“I'm sorry maiam but your g

randson died dus o asphyxiation

from consumntion of well marinated contraband capsicum."

"I'm sorev, Sip, but T don't underctand.”

"A jalapeno killed your son ma'am."

As my breath blessedlv raturnad and Tnhaled what felt like
air sucked thrcugh the cpzning of a3 volecans, that insidicus iaferno
imo punched me ip ths eyes.

"Oh. God," I mosn in distress as T leapad from my narch
t2 the floor. 4s i landed my knees buzkled causing me stazger
forward, stviking mv haad against the wall: a new hickey roga

on



on the previous one. I flailed valiantly through tha watery darknes

w

with a mouth of nolten metal to my toilets edge. Tor a fleeting

O

few seconds I contemplated lapning the

a e

col liocuid coatents of
the latrine: itself but sanity filtered its way through the fogav
five that frectured mv thinkine. T turned on tha siak and doused

my face and mouth uader tha cooling cascading contents.
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lv. the Arma2zeddon iA ny mouth end 2yves mosedad leaving
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ly the scattered remzin: of Ponpeii ac witness to my stupnidity.

[ gulpzd gallons of that God given water wacshinz that helligh

imp back to th2 abyss.

Eventually my sight returned and my breathiag veturned to
normal. T sat for a few minutes longer staying vigilant of a
resurgent. That moraing when the sun rose and I checked %o sea
what pepper I had eaten. I found that it was on of the tiny green
tomatoes. I asked mv friend whenm I saw him what was it. He told

we it was a Ghost Pepper one of the hottest pepper on the planet.

All i could say was,'"yeah, Ghost Pepper, I never saw it coming."





