He trod the cigarette into the pathway. As the nicotine slowly passed through his body, his nerves simultaneously settled. The goose-speckled flesh of anxiety slowly softened back into his arms. The hair on the back of his neck gradually smoothed back down into place. He pulled his shoulders up high, trying to cover his bare neck from the cold as he exhaled the final puff of smoke from his lungs. Even without the nicotine, his breath created an illusion of smoke in the freezing January temperatures of South England.
 
He tucked his elbows in close, placed both hands into his large army parka jacket pockets, and walked towards the edge of the building. He was on the roof of a council office complex. The greyish monochromatic surroundings hid beneath a blanket of fog. Beyond him was a tall high-rise office block, clad entirely in glass, like a glistening diamond amongst a barrel of coal. At the edge, he looked up rather than down and exhaled, pushing out the full capacity of his lungs in one last cloud that merged with the morning fog. With closed eyes, he stepped one foot closer to the peninsula. Only the few bricks at the corner of the building beneath his feet kept him from becoming a victim of gravity. 
 
The high place phenomenon, when a person of a perfectly sane mind and happiness takes to the edge of a high place and gets the urge to jump, tugged at him. Most people back up when they feel that urge; most people hear that voice in their minds and ignore it, refuse it their life. However, this man was not backing up; he was inching towards the edge until his toes overhung the brink. He lowered his head as he opened his eyes to watch the ground below. Only the winds rush filled the air with any ambience. The communal grounds for the surrounding residential buildings' occupants to use as their garden, play area, and car park, were silently scarce of people due to the cold weather. None had noticed the man dangerously close to death on the edge of their neighbourhood’s highest precipice.
 
The man slipped off his glasses and tucked them into his jeans' rear pocket. His hands rubbed his now naked face, pulling it taut, making him resemble a basset hound. A single tear rolled from the corner of his down-pulled eye as he took that final step into oblivion. The freezing air burned his face. The now partially frozen tear danced its way up his right cheek into his hairline, eventually detaching itself and floating upwards away from the plummeting body of its creator. Now a saline snowflake gliding delicately, and silently in the air before descending back to earth. Upon the ground, a small black spot appeared, a shadow from that faraway cold star. The spot gradually grew in size, transforming from an indiscernible shape to that of a toddler. The small silhouette of the toddler aged and grew fast into that of a child, then a teenager, and finally an adult. The life, growth, and end of a human being, its entire life cycle played out in a shadow puppet theatre upon the sidewalk in mere seconds.
 
Only a few feet now from his end, a smile crept softly across the man’s lips until they kissed the asphalt beneath him.
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