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He looked in interest at the meeting of the harsh synthetic light and the dim glow of a 

frosty morning. He thought this was important to note. As he was pondering the past 

few days, he encountered some moral conflict. Logic was always arguing with his 

emotions, blazing rows every day. Edward Lore was sitting at his window in his 

bedroom. It was right for his parents to separate, he thought, they had been unhappy 

for a while. They were unhappy because of Edward. He knew that. As the morning 

passed before his eyes he watched the business men walk hurriedly along to their 

important destination. Yet you can never really know how many business men you 

see aren’t just tramps in stolen suits. Edward liked thinking about this a lot, although 

it scared him that things can be so different to what they seem. His Mum and Dad 

used to have very long talks sitting in the kitchen whilst their right hands cradled 

mugs of coffee. It was funny because Edward had always assumed that the 

unidentified brown liquid was tea. He found this so funny that he began to laugh at 

the tramps in their suits with their coffee cups full of tea. As he was laughing, he 

began to realise how mighty he felt over the tiny people walking below. Edward 

didn’t feel quite right casting these huge judgements on the insignificant strangers. It 

looked like he could crush them with one finger, but if he tumbled down to earth he 

would be just as insignificant. It then occurred to him that if he did fall out of this 

window right now, he would no longer be a problem. Mum and Dad might be ok 

again. But ‘might’ was the operative word here and Edward certainly had no 

inclination to die. Maybe someday, but not today. After this quick, startling 

progression of uncomfortable thoughts, he shook himself out of his trance, left his 

seat at the window, and took his seat at the piano. As he played effortlessly, the 

intracranial argument ceased and all was well.  

 

 


