
 

 

Metropolis Razing 

 At least the fire wasn’t as loud as the heater had been. Rattling away from inside the 

wall, as if it were a newly minted prisoner, calling out for help from those with ears uncaring. 

There must’ve been a screw or two loose in places unseen, as Trent had investigated the 

“fuckin’ thing,” more often than a rundown apartment in Detroit’s lower west-side warranted. 

 It’d been three weeks since the city shut down the power to the Metropolis Complex. 

He’d gotten the fire started with the weeks of mailers that’d been backed up in his mailbox. 

Services of debt buyouts, loan delinquencies, and news-pieces from shopping markets he’d 

never visited. It’d been three weeks since the city shut down the power to the Metropolis 

Complex. Christmas time. He received the final notice of the imminent shutdown on December 

9th. He remembered because it was the day after his nephew had passed away. 

 Some fucker hit him going fifty in a thirty-five. It was nighttime. Trent didn’t have the 

details, he wasn’t there. His nephew shouldn’t have been either. Whoever it was kept driving. 

The police were supposed to be looking for the car, but Trent had resigned himself — they’d 

never find it, they don’t care. Or worse. They already did, and they do. 

 He warmed his hands against the barrel-fire on his stoop. Tossed in a few more mailers 

and junk mail to keep the beast roaring. He stepped out from his stoop for a cigarette and a 

walk. As he turned, he tripped over a long, red & white cable. It ran from around the corner into 

the next the apartment over. He immediately heard shouting and an avalanche of footsteps 

heading towards the front door of the apartment. A man, just one man when it sounded like six, 

threw the door open and shouted down towards him. 

 “The fuck ya doin’? Quit fuckin’ with my shit.” 

 Trent looked around the corner. He must’ve unplugged the cord when he tripped over it. 

 “Cool it, I’ll fix it.” 



 

 

 The generator shook nervously from its place atop a pile of splintered plywood and 2x4s. 

He grabbed the male end of the extension cord and forced it firmly back into place. A bright light 

accompanied a piercing white noise through the broken glass window above him. He couldn’t 

help it, he looked through. 

 A group of seven or eight people, neighbors all around most likely, gathered around a 

television. He could tell, even from his distance, that they were watching the Times Square New 

Year’s Countdown. The host of the program smiled with the Colgate-trademarked glisten that 

signed her paychecks. 

 “May better fortunes be ahead of all us.” His pinky finger twitched a reminder and he 

relaxed his fist. Each and every person in that room, no doubt, believed the fortune cookie 

nonsense that ascribes meaning to the arbitrariness of the New Year. “Here it comes! 

Everybody get ready,” she continued. He didn’t need to hear any more — Trent hated the idea 

that the only difference the next twelve seconds in his life would provide is a different number 

he’d write on the checks he’d never send. The countdown began. 

 He returned to the generator and unplugged the cord again. He ran away, fast as he 

could run. The big guy who yelled at him before was a giant. He wasn't ashamed to admit it — 

he’d get his ass kicked if he hung around much longer. 

 He figured he’d done them a service. By taking away the new year, they might not have 

to accept that nothing ever changes. They could live in their fairytale for a little while longer. But 

he knew they’d turn the television back on. They always do. 

 The snow gave the complex a certain distinguished look. He half expected white folks 

would want to live there if they saw pictures of it in December. The snow added to the 

labyrinthine nature of the complex. It was already easy enough to get lost in the height of 

summer. He wasn’t quite sure where he’d wound up, but he smelled a putrid mustiness 

emanating from a nearby apartment. A few seconds later, he saw the smoke. 



 

 

 Trent searched around for someone to help. He listened for screams and kept one eye 

to the sky as he watched the smoke rise above the rafters. He scurried back-and-forth looking 

for the apartment. It was quiet. No noise, no shouts for help. He turned the corner and realized 

why that’d been. 

 His home was engulfed in a massive blaze. The smell stuck to his nostrils and sent him 

into a violent retch. He held himself at his knees and looked up. The barrel on his stoop had 

been knocked over. Embers littered the walkway leading to his front door. 

 The partially melted door handle burnt his hand. The smell rose from beneath the door. 

  


