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II.I 

 

"I'm still having the dreams," Eric fidgeted nervously in his 

chair. 

"Interesting," his therapist mumbled through the pen.  

The wall to Eric’s left was full of ornately framed credentials 

and photos of his therapist, Dr. Eugene Simone, posing aside people 

Eric assumed were important. Natural light floated in from the tall, 

rectangular windows to his right. The fixtures above him cast off an 

orange glow that made Eric feel like he had somehow returned to the 

70s; the faux-wood paneling and brown rug didn’t help.  

"It would be if they weren’t so fucking terrifying," Eric 

shuddered. "They seemed to spill down on me relentlessly whenever I 

shut my eyes.” 

“And you’re writing them down?” 

Eric nodded.  

“Good.” 

“I had the hospital dream again,” Eric shivered. 

“Any recent dreams about Walter?”  

Simone raised an eyebrow and Eric wanted to punch him. He’d dared 

name the evil stalking him from its fortifications inside Eric’s 

memory; physically intangible yet profoundly influential. 

“She's still abusing me," Eric feinted left to evade Walter. Even 

as he visualized it, Eric’s rational mind reminded him of how 

impotently pointless fleeing was. Walter will be back. He always came 

back. 

"Your attendant in the dream?" the therapist sat back in his 

chair and resumed molesting his pen.  



Since the start of his sessions, Eric noticed how often Dr. 

Simone had that fountain pen in his mouth. Eric also found it funny 

that, despite possessing a tool that enabled Simone to create beautiful 

calligraphy, owning that pen didn’t at all change the legibility of his 

writing. Eric had long given up on attempting to decipher what the fuck 

was actually scratched down onto his prescription. It may as well been 

written in Linear A. The pharmacist seemed to know, though Eric had no 

idea how. 

Simone continued to gnaw on the fountain pen like he was 

teething.  

How long have I been silent? 

"Yah. The dreams are coming more and more frequently and with 

more lucidity. What’s really freaking me out, is that the dreams are 

always the same, yet . . . different, like they share some fictional 

world and I'm just picking up where I left off." 

"What do you mean?" Simone ripped a couple sheets of tissue from 

the box on his desk and wiped the spittle running down his chin. He 

wiped off the pen too, and then put it back in his mouth. 

"It's like . . . it's almost like I'm on pause there when I’m 

awake, and when I’m there I’m on pause here. It’s as if this life is 

real but so is the other one and I'm just bouncing back and forth 

between them, never really sleeping." 

"Interesting. Do you feel rested when you wake up?" 

"What do you think?” 

Simone raised an eyebrow and shot Eric a look that made him want 

to slap the pen out of his mouth. Simone lowered his head and began 

writing with a black ballpoint pen that he picked up off his desk.  

“I've been trying hard not to fall asleep but whatever I do 

nothing helps. I'll just be sitting on my couch in my living room 



watching TV, trying to avoid sleep, but then I'll be back there," he 

shuddered again. "I was back in that fucking chair last night. Unable 

to move. Just staring forward. She mocks me." 

"We’re talking about the attendant in the hospital dream now?" 

Simone was writing again. 

Something in Simone’s voice was stoking the roiling mass of 

emotions that had all banded together to form a collective, which 

amplified his caustic negativity. The collective couldn’t agree on 

their name and so an outside mediator, in Eric’s case Dr. Simone, 

diagnosed Eric with general anxiety and depression. 

"She fed me but she purposely got it all over my face. She 

laughed at me and called me a pig. She once let me sit in my own shit, 

laughing, and calling me a stinky baby. She waited until the end of her 

shift to clean me." 

"How fast does time progresses in your dreams?" 

He paused to think about it. “It feels as though it takes 

forever. I try to scream out. Try to will my muscles to move but . . . 

nothing I do works. I’m trapped in that fucking chair.” 

“This is still the hospital dream? What about the others? How 

fast is time there?” 

Eric just shrugged and Simone began writing again with the 

ballpoint pen from the desk. 

“How are things with your job, Eric?” 

“The same.” Eric sighed. “They’re still going ahead with the 

format change. We’re going from ‘Talk Radio’ to ‘Top 40 hits’.” 

“And what does that mean for you?” 

“It means I’m out of a job,” Eric looked off to a space beyond 

his therapist.  

“You can’t stay on with the new format?” 



“I’m not a DJ.” He shook his head, impotently. “I’m a talk radio 

host. Plus no one wants an old guy like me talking about music from the 

club scene. I don’t get their music anyway.” 

“You’re not that old, Eric.” 

Simone’s inclusion of the word that made him shudder.  

“Old enough to know where I don’t belong,” Eric noticed the light 

from fixture above bleeding into the white light streaming in from the 

windows. It didn’t look right. 

“So what will you do?” 

Eric shrugged. 

Simone looked up, abruptly energized. Eric blinked seeing 

Simone’s saliva with a pen it was conspicuously absent from his face 

and was instead resting ornately in its molded velvet case sporting the 

same markings as those on the pen. Eric couldn’t read the inscription 

on the pen before because of the film of spit and impressions of 

Simone’s molars. Now though, he could read the inscription clearly. He 

was too absorbed in the sudden, miraculous restoration of Simone’s pen 

that he didn’t actually read the now legible inscription before his 

therapist interrupted him. 

“What does Penny have to say about that?” Simone said. 

Eric looked away from the pen and tilted his head toward Simone. 

“Who?” 

 

II.II 

 

 “As I approach the end of this show,” he paused, as if the words 

were only now making sense as he said them. “I realize I’m doing my 

last one.” 



  After 32 years . . . 

 Eric found his hand was squeezed tightly into a ball; he could 

see the pale ligaments bending over his knuckles.  

 “I have a lot of memories with this place,” he said and the words 

solemnly dribbled out and hung in that solitary pinpoint of momentary 

awareness before disintegrating into the intangibility of nothingness 

people called the past.  

  As a young boy, he often used his father’s transistor radio to 

listen to the news and to hear radio dramas. He loved radio and wanted 

nothing more than to work in the industry. It didn’t matter where. He’d 

started working in 1974; he was 15. He was hired at the station working 

as an assistant janitor before and after school.  

He was always asking the on-air talent questions about the radio. 

One of them talked to the station manager about how eager Eric was to 

be a part of radio and they decided to give him his own show at 11 at 

night. His enthusiasm was bolstered by the speed with which he gathered 

together a collection of dedicated listeners and, soon after, the 

station bumped his show up to 10pm. The show continued acquiring more 

and more listeners until they finally moved his show to prime time. He 

read the news, talked politics and philosophy, and he got the 

opportunity to interview relevant guests on his show. He’d interviewed 

Linda Ronstadt when she came to Winnipeg as part of her tour in 1977.  

  He was only 17.  

  He’d even gotten the opportunity to interview Farrah Fawcett 

which was nuts because he jerked off pretty regularly to her spread in 

the December 1978 issue of Playboy. He loved Farrah, especially in 

Logan’s Run. He vaguely recalled some bizarre connection with one of 

the on-air personalities at the station had to Farrah, but he couldn’t 

remember. Regardless, Eric had been beyond excited to interview her. He 



asked her about doing Logan’s Run and she gave him some charming 

anecdote but it had since been lost in the folds of grey matter in his 

aging brain.  

  If that interview had happened now I would have a copy of it. 

Everything was backed up digitally so that people could go back and 

review what was aired.  

  I’d love to have a copy of that episode. 

 The scar on his chest began to throb. 

  Walter’s back. 

  He realized he’d been sitting at the microphone for a long while. 

Eric’s producer was in the control booth waving her arms trying to get 

his attention. 

 “It’s time to take another commercial break, bringing us closer 

to the end of the last episode of Sanford Says,” he wasn’t sure how to 

finish his segue so he just gave up. “So here they are.” 

 He waited until the on-air sign was off before he removed his 

headphones.  

  He sighed. 

  “What’s happenin’?” his producer, Rachel, raced into the room. 

  Rachel started at the station in the late 80s. She’d taken over 

for his producer when he’d left the station for more money in a larger 

market. Walter had prevented Eric from going along to that larger 

market. 

  Eric’s chest began throbbing again, like something underneath the 

scar was wriggling around trying to find the tag to unzip the scar from 

inside. Eric rubbed his shoulder but tried not to bring it to Rachel’s 

attention. 

 “Don’t you feel like we’re the old folks getting pushed out of 

young man’s game?” Eric said. 



 “Watch who you’re callin’ old, mister,” she shot him a dirty look 

as she leaned on the counter. “I’m a lot younger than you.” 

 “Right,” Eric chuckled, meagerly. “Top 40 though,” his voice 

trailed off but the disdain remained, floating in the silence. “What 

happened to substance and information and discussion? It’s seems like 

now everyone wants little bite-sized morsels they can meaninglessly 

devour to curb the nagging feeling of suffocating boredom that persists 

underneath everything. The ennui that permeates our culture has turned 

us all into mindless consumers that want, that yearn, for an escape, 

but are pacified by those little bite-sized morsels of happiness that 

the corporate world dangles above us.” 

  Rachel looked at him as though he were speaking another language 

entirely. 

  After a long silence, Eric shook his head, mournfully. “When did 

we become the old ones?” 

 “Again with the old.” 

 “No, I just . . . do you even like top 40 music?” 

 “I don’t hate it,” she shrugged. “My daughter really likes it.” 

 “Of course she does.” He paused, thinking. “Are you afraid of our 

future?” 

 She laughed.  

II.III 

 

Apparently his name was Jim, but Eric thought douche bag better 

suited him. 

He was the lead singer of some ironically named indie band. 

Douche bag looked at Eric from behind bleached white bangs and shutter 

shade glasses. He was wearing an ascot and had one of those Abraham 

Lincoln beards. 



Inside, Eric rolled his eyes. 

Outwardly, Eric said, “What do you hope will come out of this EP 

and your western Canadian tour? Any plans on releasing an album?” 

Jim shrugged, and Eric looked at him bewildered.  

He knows we’re on the radio, right? Eric forced himself not to 

shake his head disdainfully. No one can hear you shrug, Asshat. 

 “Have you guys been in the studio lately?”  

 “I mean,” he finally spoke and his voice was both nasally and 

dainty. “We’re so not for production and perfectioness.” 

 Perfectioness? Urgh, what a knob. 

 “Yah, like, we’re for pure art, man. Like, why do we have to put 

down multilayered tracks to, like, fake out our audience? We want the 

real, man. The real.” 

 “The real,” Eric scoffed. 

 “Yah, when fans come to our concert they’re like, yah, that’s 

real. It’s not synthesized, it’s not, like . . . formulated, and 

calculated, and arithmatized, man. It just is,” Jim gave a kind of 

giggle from behind his ridiculous shutter shades. 

 Dumbass. 

 How does my last interview ever turn out to be with this 

pretentious dickhead? 

 “Well . . . to fans out there, be our thirty-second caller and 

you get tickets to see Vanilla Manilla Wave at the Burton Cummings 

Theatre, next Saturday at 8pm.”  

 The outro to a commercial break began to play and the on-air 

light went off. 

 “Thanks,” Eric reached out to shake Jim’s hand but instead Jim 

just stood up and left the booth. 

 “Fuckin’ kids,” Eric muttered under his breath. 



 

II.IV 

 

After his final show ended, he’d gone to his office to remove the 

last of his things. He’d spent most of the week transferring stuff out 

in small, manageable loads so he was only left with a few knickknacks 

and pictures still to remove. His office now belonged to some young 

dickwad from Toronto. Eric had met him in passing but didn’t bother to 

learn his name.  

That jackass sure hadn’t made an effort to learn mine, so fuck 

him.  

He packed the last box into his car and debated on fucking off 

and going home. There was a retirement party planned for him in the 

break room but fuck that. He only really wanted to say goodbye to 

Rachel anyway. She discovered him first and drunkenly pulled him into 

the break room. 

Rachel was already loaded.  

At first, the party was awkward and uncomfortable; by the end, 

cathartic. The drink was burning away his somber, cynical yin and 

swapping it out for an exuberant and uncharacteristically relaxed yang 

his co-workers were currently gawking at in disbelief. He was 

constantly slapped on the shoulder and hugged and his cheek kissed 

throughout the night. Without fail, each interaction was followed by 

relating some version of their slurred disbelief that Eric was so much 

fun. 

“Where the fuck has this Eric been?” 



“Holy fuck, Eric! I always thought you were a prick. If I knew 

you were this fuckin’ cool I’d have made sure to invite you more 

stuff!” 

“Eric, you’re crazy! I didn’t know you were a comedian! I thought 

that stick in your butt was wedged so fuckin’ far up there that no 

surgeon would even attempt the uh . . . the uh . . . oh shit, the uh 

thing, the . . . oh the operation! Fuck. I’m so fuckin’ fucked! Wow, 

but Eric! Holy shit! I mean, wow! . . . FUCK!” 

He grinned dopily, oblivious to each backhandedly rude-while 

wholly genuine and not at all mean spirited-jab about his personality 

flaws.  

Eric had been concluding every exchange that night with an 

unsteady, graceless tap of whatever drink he had in his hand. At one 

point he was between drinks and his unfocused, red eyes scanned his 

empty hands. After staring into them for entirely too long, he decided 

to fist bump the new kid instead. The kid, who had just arrived from a 

sister station in Alberta, happened to be the only black person who 

worked there. Some of the other more socially aware drunks stared at 

Eric with derisive eyes. The black guy laughed. The disapproving former 

co-workers shook their heads at Eric. Still wholly unaware of his 

former co-workers disapproval, Eric shot the black man an uncoordinated 

volley of finger pistol rounds. The black guy returned fire with a 

chuckle and jittery winks. The black guy from Toronto did in fact have 

his own name, however, those who’d been so offended by Eric’s racism 

didn’t know it. Around the water cooler they just referred to him as 

the black guy.  

It was partly the finger pistols, partly the jittery winks 

trailing behind them that made Eric throw his head back in silent 

laughter. That full-body, silent laugh signaled that Eric’s laughter 



was genuine. His radio laugh was a fixed sound, more a sound effect or 

a sample than it was anything else. He’d fabricated and meticulously 

refined the laugh for various uses in his show; sometimes stroking a 

guest’s ego, or filling time through an awkward silence. As his 

inaudible laughter reached its height, his mind lit up in the awareness 

that was pursued closely behind by a wave of anxiety and sadness that 

clung to him. The wave left black blotches of oily, opaque yin. The 

sickly patches of the old Eric, the Eric his coworkers were familiar 

with, began to expand around him, blocking out the euphoric and warm, 

bright yang of the Eric to whom they’d only recently been introduced.  

He realized that laughing in any sincere way (the way he had been 

only a moment before) occurred with such infrequency that it must’ve 

signaled the dark yin to return. It took Rachel shaking him to wrest 

him away from being reclaimed by yin. Rachel’s intervention saw Eric 

released back into the din of intoxication. 

“You okay?” Rachel snorted through hysterical laughter. “You look 

like you just found out your wife died!” 

He looked into Rachel’s droopy, half-shut eyes and her question 

was followed by another dark wave of existential sadness that almost 

knocked Eric off his feet. He hadn’t been this loaded for a long while.   

Well, this loaded around other people.  

And when he was by himself it never felt this euphoric.  

 He tried to name his anxiety but it was an untranslatable mass of 

individual yet equally terrifying fears that assaulted him from inside 

that single, dark paralyzing wave.  

  Yang Eric finally became entombed inside the blackness of yin 

Eric; imprisoned inside the growing crust of bleak cynicism that 

imparted on him a disconcerting feeling of comfort and familiarity. 



Eric’s whole buddy shivered with an existential aversion to his 

contented pessimism.  

His solitary, apartment alcoholism had started in the late 80s. 

His mind, charged with throbbing of confused static, was slowly led to 

the recall of that one night.  

  He remembered the US treasurer who’d killed himself on the 

television. What was his name? That was the first time he saw someone 

die.  

  Before Walter.  

  One of his co-workers swatted his back jovially and dislodged a 

scale or two of Eric’s yin allowing some yang to shine out. There was a 

lot said in slurred, grammatically incorrect sentences about the way 

things were and the way things are.  

32 years. 

 While Eric was wading through the discouraging film of reverie, 

Rachel had professed her undying love for Ren; another young prick who 

was coming on to the station with the format change. He was from 

Montreal. 

 Something akin to jealously began to gurgle up from inside him 

and he gritted his teeth down. 

  Fuckin’ kids. 

He left when Rachel and Ren started eating each other’s faces. He 

walked out to his car but had come down enough to know that driving was 

a bad idea. 

Eric took Rachel’s enthusiasm toward Ren as a rejection ensuring 

the last bit of the bright yin Eric was securely locked away behind 

that familiar scaly skin of pessimism and negativity. 

Walter reminded Eric that he was still there, and Eric rubbed the 

raised skin of the scar on his chest. When he looked up from the 



sidewalk the building was there, silently shouting at him. Eric’s whole 

body stuttered to a stop as the building made itself known to him. He 

wasn’t at all prepared to revisit the apartment building. He purposely 

avoided that area of town specifically so he wouldn’t have to see it 

again. So he wouldn’t have to remember, or work so hard at trying to 

forget. 

A younger girl with dark eye makeup walked up behind him. She 

completely ignored him. She was glaring intently from a distance at a 

couple as they entered the apartment building. Her stare was unnerving.  

His scar hurt. 

His head hurt. 

He’d tried to avoid looking at her as he passed.  

He tried to hum something, anything, but all he could think of 

was that stupid unimaginative chorus to that god-awful Manilla Vanilla 

Wave single Rachel had made him play on his final Sanford Says show.  

<<It’s me, Eric. It’s me! Sabrina>> It was Walter’s voice.  

Eric stopped again. He shook his head and began to hum the chorus 

louder. 

He staggered further down the street as quickly as his 

intoxicated limbs would allow. 

The scar began to throb again.  

 

  



 

I could see the hospital in front of me from his place amid the charred casings of what had once been 

cars. Rubble and other random debris lays strewn about, ejected from buildings that surrounded the 

city street.  Festering bodies layered the street so completely that in places it was hard to make out the 

black asphalt underneath. 

 

I shuddered. 

 

My detached awareness felt the incredible eeriness being surrounded by so much death.  Although, my 

awareness realized that the body attributed an apathetic normality to the scene. Something is very 

wrong here, wherever it is. I realized, huddled behind the nearest blackened shell of what may have at 

one point been a Honda Civic, that this was Winnipeg. 

 

“What are we waiting for?” A blonde man behind me fidgeted impatiently, “The hospital is right 

there, why don’t we just-“ 

 

“Wait,” Another person brought a hand up to silence the man, “I don’t like this.” 

 

How many other people were in my group? I couldn’t remember what lead up to the moment I was in. 

I didn’t really recognize any of the people, but the body I was in was treating them as friendly. 

 

“Who put you in charge anyway?” The blonde man stood up and walked further into the street. 

 

The other man called after the blonde man but he was already halfway to the lobby of what they’d said 

was a hospital. It kinda looked like Health Sciences Centre. 

 

The blonde man stepped gingerly through the mass of dead bodies that blanketed the city street.  After 

he’d gone more than thirty steps, the man turned to wave the other members of the party to join him. 

 

A woman with a pale sickly face leaned against the blackened car frame, looking as though she was 

constantly fighting sleep.  She was putting pressure on a wound somewhere on her stomach and her 



blood soaked clothes around her torso denoted the urgency with which she needed treatment. I looked 

past the injured woman and into the eyes of the redhead beside me; the final member of our expedition 

party. 

 

“Don’t!” I shook his head, sternly. 

 

Her face was covered in dirt, and her once lustrous, fiery red hair was dull and matted.   

 

Her piercing grey eyes, which had once (as the body I was in remembered as I observed him) shone 

with a brilliant exuberance, were now murky and listless. Experiencing that he (this body) had, and 

seeing what he’d seen, his body knew that its own eyes had also lost whatever semblance of soul they 

may have once had. 

 

“Are you coming or what?” the blonde man yelled to him. 

 

I turned to glare at the man. 

 

Didn’t she know that there were others out here? My apprehension caused the body to gritted its teeth. 

(Or maybe the body gritting its teeth was what caused the apprehension) The body remembered the 

Others that wouldn’t hesitate to murder us for whatever supplies they think we have on us?  

 

<<Had he so soon forgotten the man at the convenience store, naked and decapitated with his meager 

belongings strewn out beside him?>> the body’s mind thought. 

 

Is that what the blonde man wants to happen to us? My awareness wondered. 

 

The redheaded woman stepped out from behind the Honda Civic and carefully navigated through the 

morbid obstacle course towards the blonde man who had almost reached the other side. 

 

“Come back,” I whispered sternly, or maybe we both whispered simultaneously. I was just as 

concerned as the body I was in was for her. 



 

Suddenly I was opened to her awareness and the thoughts spiraling around her panicked mind. She 

was anxiously stepping closer to the blonde man, closer to the Hospital and, hopefully, the medicine 

her husband so desperately needed. She felt a weird, uneven consistency underneath her feet and 

realized that she was standing on one of the bodies’ hands.   

 

She could feel the clamminess of the upward facing palm on her bare foot and it made her entire body 

erupt in a violent shudder which I could feel with a surprising intensity.  As she anxiously tried to 

reposition herself, she caught her ankle in the crook of a heavily decomposed elbow and she fell face 

down into the heap of rotting flesh and exposed entrails.  She touched the gore with her slender fingers 

and a foul sensation tore through her.  She moved her arm, but wherever else she put it she still made 

contact with cold, dead skin and wet, gooey innards. 

 

She screamed and flailed around, madly. 

 

The other body, my original body, called over at the blonde man as quietly, yet forceful, as he could: 

“Go help her!” 

 

The blonde man scoffed and turned away, continuing towards the hospital. 

 

“You fucking asshole,” the body muttered under its breath before I could. The more I watched the body 

the more I felt a growing connection and affection. I hate it when I’m in a body that behaves in ways 

that conflict with my moral alignment. I find it wonderful when the awareness is benevolent.  

 

Standing up, his body readied itself to go out and assist her and my segmented awareness that was 

feeling her terror amid the limp and decaying bodies. 

 

He tried to calm himself down, and I tried to help him. I sent the body calming and supportive energy 

from the seat of my detached awareness while doing the same for the woman the body was speeding 

towards. We saw the redhead was taking in deep breaths and trying not to think of the charred bodies 

around her as having once been alive. 



 

<<Mannequins>> She tried to make herself believe. <<Yes, these were only mannequins>> 

 

Something in her brain clicked over and she was suddenly able to see everything at once. She 

connected up to me. I didn’t think that was possible. And it frightened me. They shouldn’t be able to 

do that.  

 

All the bodies, all the wounds, and then it became instantly obvious to her; painfully, horridly obvious; 

to both of us. 

 

“Go back,” we shouted at the man and the other part of myself. 

 

The bullet tore through her head snapping it forward with a force that threw her to the ground. The 

violent burst shot me out of her now disabled awareness and rejoined with the other fragment in the 

body of the other man.  

 

Bits of bone, brain and clumps of matted red hair spayed the bodies behind her as she landed; another 

body added to the collection amassed in front of the Hospital. 

 

  



II.V 

 

Even before he opened his eyes, Eric knew he was in trouble. The 

pain in his head pulsed. He hadn’t been hung-over in years and couldn’t 

remember it ever being this dreadful. 

But you are much older than you once were. 

He cursed his pained brain for reminding him. 

The faucet in the kitchen began to run and it took him a moment 

to realize that the sound wasn’t inside his head. 

His eyes widened. 

He scanned his mind to see if he’d come home with someone.  

The faucet squeaked as the water stopped and someone clomped off 

down the hallway to his bedroom.  

He rose and his brain sloshed around inside his skull causing a 

raucous surge of bright pain that ripped through the frayed nerves 

crisscrossing in and out of his temples. His vision blurred and he 

wobbled over to the counter at the edge of the living room. He touched 

the familiar chipped and faded wood but as his vision cleared his gaze 

landed on a portrait of a woman he didn’t at all recognize. 

Beside that photo were others, also populated with people he 

didn’t know. 

His tired, sore mind launched into millions of conflicting 

scenarios.  

Maybe I stumbled into the wrong house? He stared, blinking his 

red eyes out at nothing. No, I remember fumbling with the keys.  

The last picture at the edge of the counter halted his meandering 

thoughts. He was in it. And he was standing beside a woman he’d never 

met. They were both smiling.  

And holding hands. 



He picked up the picture and stared at it.  

His eyes burned; Eric was too engrossed in the impossible picture 

to blink. 

There was a familiarity in their eyes and in their smiles; a 

love. 

The footsteps returned, coming from the bedroom and out into the 

kitchen towards him. 

He tried to place the picture back on the table but he misjudged 

the distance by just enough that the thick frame came smashing down. He 

dopily foresaw the impact of the frame with his foot and whipped his 

leg backward but again misjudged how much force he’d need. The momentum 

of his swinging leg brought his whole body thudding down alongside the 

cracked picture frame. 

“Sweetie, are you okay?” He heard an airy voice call. 

The woman from the picture frame stepped out from the dark 

kitchen and into the diffused light streaming into the living room 

through the off-white drapes edging the windows. 

I don’t have drapes, he thought from his place on the floor. 

Drapes? He caught himself and started laughing. 

The woman knelt down and caressed his head, lovingly. “Are you 

okay, Eric?” 

“Who are you?” His eyes widened. “How do you know my name?” 

Her smile collapsed and her whole face grimaced as though he’d 

stabbed her. 

“Sweetie,” she frowned. “It’s me, Penny.” 

 

II.VI 

 

  Eric had spent the last couple hours locked in his bathroom.  



  Or at least he thought it was his.  

  Most of the objects around him he remembered. The sink looked the 

same. The faucets. The toilet. The bathtub. It all looked 

discouragingly normal.  

  Walter.  

  He realized he’d stopped breathing and sucked in a wet gasp. His 

body could almost feel the warmth of the oxygen entering his cells but 

the awareness was ignored in favor of a malevolent question that was 

sucking up all of his attention. Had Walter finally succeeded in 

wrenching me away into insanity? Eric’s tenuous hold, through frail and 

fragile fingers, saw him swaying uneasily back and forth above the 

roiling crests of delusion and absurdity that waited below for his 

brittle, white-knuckled fingers to fail dropping him into the 

oscillating waves.  

  He sat, breathlessly, on the closed lid of the toilet while he 

thought about it. He didn’t feel any different than before but that 

familiarity shot a sparking bolt of anxiety up his spine, blasting into 

his head and phasing into thought; electrical information. The 

information that Eric’s neurons received sent every one of his muscles 

into jittery spasms of wordless acceptance that Walter had indeed 

pushed Eric into insanity from far across time and space; in perpetual 

1987.  

  Eric stared out at the bathroom door but he wasn’t allowing 

himself the awareness of his physical surroundings. He was enveloped in 

the colorless nothingness of existential anxiety; thrashing around 

inside the dark swelling of crests and troughs that he had convinced 

himself he’d been dangling above. But what if I was wishing, pleading 

to be up there above the sea of madness, imagining a continued, however 

frail and desperate, separation from the churning?   



  He opened the mirror and pulled out a pill bottle from the shelf 

hidden behind it. He popped the cap off and downed two of the pills; 

one, the dose his therapist had prescribed, and another for good 

measure. 

 But then something terrifying bubbled up from a space inside his 

head he wasn’t aware existed.  

  A memory. A conflicting memory. 

  His reflection in the mirror frightened him. He looked crazed and 

anxious. 

 “Eric,” Penny’s muffled voice called to him through the locked 

bathroom door. 

 There was a second toothbrush beside his in the cup by the sink. 

He stepped back and almost fell into the bathtub. His cellphone in his 

pocket pressed into his side. Reaching frantically for the phone he 

clumsily attempted to dial his therapist’s number. 

 “Honey?” Penny knocked gently against the door. 

  To drown out her voice, Eric drew a bath.  

  Soaked. 

 Thought. 

 And eventually fell asleep. 

 

 

  



<<I am an 8>>               

 He saw the boy as though he were floating over him yet somehow he was the boy. He 

remembered writing that entry in the boy’s journal, or his journal. Dislocated confusion stuttered 

about his mind as he tried to orient himself to this dreamscape; or this reality. He remembered one of 

his old shows where they were talking about an Eastern Philosopher who had an astonishingly vivid 

dream about being a butterfly and upon waking questioned whether he was a man dreaming he was a 

butterfly, or a butterfly dreaming he was a human. 

  <<My lessons start very early in the morning, but I do not mind.  I am happy to learn for the 

Emperor.  It makes me happy to think about him.  My cleric, Donghai Wu, told me that the Emperor 

is happy that I am happy, and that also makes me happy>> 

  The boy who was somehow also him seemed happy even though this whole scenario was 

deeply terrifying to Eric’s floating awareness that was questioning its separate existence altogether. 

                <<During our lesson, we heard the story of the Grand Emperor again. 

                Donghai Wu touched a large machine and it made a loud noise, kind of a like the way my 

dog, Zhu, whines when he does not get his way.  The film started to play on the wall of how the Grand 

Emperor became Grand Emperor. 

                I really like that story. 

                Sometimes me and my friends at break play Fei Min Sheng and Mingli Huang.  I never want 

to be Mingli Huang.   

                That traitor! 

If I am playing with that 9 " the one who came from the Xiu Mei Chen district before the 

Education Centre " he always makes me be Mingli Huang.  That is why I do not play with that 9 

anymore. 

I moved to the large Ming Yu district Education Centre when I became a 6.  Before then, all 

babies go to the Care Centre.  But I am not a baby. 

Nope. 

I am an 8 now>> 

Eric discovered that the longer he was there, the more of the child’s memories were being made 

available to him. They were also his memories, he realized. It was when he accepted that as truth that 

Eric was able to grasp the structural intricacies of this alternate society. This was a hell but the boy 

seemed at peace.  



<<Next year I will be a 9 and then I can beat up, Tai Lu.  He is an 8 who is bigger than 

me.  He always teases me and says my birther was named on the Dai Liu.  I punched him really 

hard.  He punched me back but I only cried a little.  I did not cry very much at all. 

No, the Grand Emperor does not like 8s who cry. 

None of us know our birther but he said he knew who my birther was but I do not believe 

him.  Donghai Wu said that I should not listen to Tai Lu.  He said that my birther was an honorable 

woman and my sire an honorable man.  That makes me happy. 

When I am a 9, I know that Shi Jie will allow me to grow taller and be stronger than Tai Lu 

because I pray to her every day like I’m supposed to.  I also make sure that I read from the Deng Yu 

Sheng.  Donghai Wu said I remembered the words very well at my last recital.  He gave me a lotus 

flower.  Only four other boys got a lotus flower. Not Tai Lu! No, sir. Nope nope.>> 

Eric didn’t know whether it was because the dream was coming to an end, or just switching 

scenes, but everything around him began to glow with a calming benevolence. Soothing and warm. 

<<Donghai Wu said that if I practiced hard enough I could become an Imperial soldier.  I 

really want that.  I often imagine being an Imperial soldier.  I would make sure all of the people of 

Ming Yu were happy like I am happy.  It is like the Deng Yu Sheng says: Happiness Through 

Compliance>> 

Happiness  In Slavery.  The words popped into his mind and suddenly he saw the image 

of a man with long, greasy hair, wearing grey, and pulling on a joint. 

<<If you follow everything the Deng Yu Sheng says you should, you will be happy.  I am 

happy. 

Tomorrow we get to go to the Imperial Academy to see the students.  Donghai Wu says I 

might be able to see a 15 or even a 16 if they are not away training outside the dome.  I really hope that 

I get to see a 15 or 16.  The highest I have seen " other than the Imperial clerics of course " was an 

11.  She came to recite for us the Declaration of the Great Purge that Grand Emperor had received 

from the goddess Shi Jie.  She was okay, but Donghai Wu said I did a better job in my recitation 

ceremony than that 11 had.  That made me happy too. 

I cannot wait for tomorrow>> 

The light expanded and enveloped them both. 

They felt protected, loved, and immeasurably important. 

 



II.VII 

 

 He still couldn’t conceive of a way that he could possess 

memories of two opposing events in his past, but then his eyes widened. 

  Unless . . . 

 All the moments of theoretical chatter about philosophy and 

reality and existence he’d spoken over the years swelled up over him 

and he felt as though he hadn’t actually been listening to himself. He 

had discussed the ideas and had conversations but they had only been 

ideas to him. The ideas had now taken on a palpable realness that 

pressed against him with an aggressive malevolence. 

  He tried to dial his therapist again but it went to the answering 

machine.  

  It had been a long time since the woman who called herself Penny 

had knocked on the door. The thunderous sounds of the water sloshing 

into the tub had drowned out Penny’s rhythmic tapping and her muffled 

inquires through the door. 

  He wondered if she was still there or if she’d faded back into 

the nothingness she came from. The alternate memories were becoming 

fuzzy and distorted and he hoped that meant they were disappearing. 

  When he finally unlocked the bathroom, the house was silent. He 

cautiously investigated each of his rooms to find the woman who called 

herself Penny, but she was gone. 

  If she was ever here at all. 

 He tried calling his therapist again. 

 

  



“In the energy pattern that is my body I am sensing a second energy pattern. It’s in me. It’s in me. And 

it’s tripping out too.” Rizzo was sharing her acid trip with the cordyceps fungus. “I’m aware of the 

awareness of the fungus!” She screamed. “FUCK. I’m aware of the awareness in the fungus!”  

Time seemed to slow down. Reality shone with a glowing fraudulence. Beside him, the him 

through whom I was seeing this, knelt next to a woman with dark red hair was crying tears of blood. 

The tears slithered across her grey skin leaving behind winding rivers fusing together in a delta-like 

formation at her chin. At her chin the single reservoir snapped in two, each trickling down their 

chosen side of her neck running into the divots in her clavicles and once again joining together at the 

neckline of her blouse, diffusing into the damp and dirty fabric. A man, wearing a blood-soaked 

blindfold was sprawled against an overturned wheelchair. He was terrifyingly still against the acrid, 

black ground. He could feel the man’s eyeless gaze upon her. Scanning him. And then I realized that I 

was that eyeless man. It was me. I had been in a wheelchair like in the other dreams, but this was 

something darker, something that I’m worried might be something akin to prophecy or something like 

that. It feels like a warning. 

I’m going to go back to sleep and hope for some nicer dreamscape to host my restless mind. 

 

  



II.VIII 

 

His eyes shot open and his whole body convulsed. The feeling 

snapped through his limbs and gradually faded into a shiver. He felt 

the hair on his body raise away from his skin.  

He ripped open the drawer by the side of his bed and groggily 

pawed for his dream journal. 

Entry number two, he sighed. Already?  

Every night there was at least an entry or two. The most in one 

night was five, but it could’ve gone higher if he’d chosen to go back 

to sleep. But after five, which included the nauseatingly vivid 

reenactment of the night Walter scarred him, he had accepted that he 

was now staying awake. 

Even the mention of Walter stirred him from his dormancy inside 

the scar tissue. Attracted by the memories, Walter bit down on him. In 

a white-hot sliver of time-space, Eric reached a precipice that cracked 

and hissed with an acute hyperrealism that shouldn’t be. The energy, 

spitting off white-hot sparks, served to fuse him directly into that 

moment; far off in time, but intimately close in proximity. It hummed 

with a tangible power, magnitudes stronger than any sort of déjà vu or 

recollections of some time degraded memories. No, he remembered 

Walter’s crazed eyes and his hallow, ethereal voice that spat out in 

terrified disbelief: “Eric, it’s me! Sabrina!” 

Eric wrenched his mind away from the thief inside his scar, and 

tried to document everything that he could remember happening in dream 

number two. It wasn’t at all hard to recall; sometimes he wondered if 

he really wanted to remember them or if being able to remember them 

wasn’t exacerbating his anxiety.  



He knew there was more to the dream but it kept switching around 

so often locale to surreal locale that he only vaguely recalled 

fractured segments of what the start of the dream had been about: a 

diary; some kind of fungus inside peoples brains; a calming white 

light. 

It was the last part though that was pristinely preserved at the 

front of his awareness, seething and sparking from inside its shadowy 

sheath.  

It felt like he was actually experiencing the dream again. His 

memories weren’t ethereal or transcendental, they were lucid and 

visceral and wholly terrifying. 

The dreamspace where Eric was catatonic had once again started 

out the way it usually did. He was in his room at the care home; 

paralyzed, as he always was. The nurses were talking about him in front 

of him, thinking he couldn’t hear, or at least wasn’t cognizant of what 

they were saying. 

He always was.  

“I don’t know why his wife bothers keepin’ him alive,” the fat 

nurse said. “It’s not like he does anything. It’s pretty much like he’s 

dead already.”  

“I mean, only his wife ever comes to see him. I’m sure there’s no 

one else other than his wife who cares that he exists,” the short nurse 

agreed.  

“Is it worth keeping him alive for one person? How much money do 

you think he’s costing the health care system? And all for one person 

who can’t let go. Whatever husband you thought you have you don’t 

anymore. I’d rather be dead than catatonic.”   

  When his attendant arrived, they let her know that the home had 

implemented a mandatory park visit for the comatose patients escorted 



by their attendant. The nurses suggested his attendant, a whiny college 

student named Marie, take Eric to her apartment instead. Horrifyingly, 

Marie’s apartment was his old apartment; the one where he’d met Walter.   

  Only the apartment was filled with Marie’s belongings.  

She’d sat in the living room of their apartment watching 

television while he sat in the corner, in his chair. He furiously tried 

to write down all he could remember. Marie had called her boyfriend 

over and they’d fucked in the living room, with Eric in earshot. All 

she’d done was turn his wheelchair so he was no longer facing them but 

he could still hear them. 

He wished that was the worst of the dream, but then the sound of 

destruction swallowed the city. Marie left him in the chair in her 

apartment while she and her boyfriend tried to escape. 

Even as he wrote it something felt familiar, like he remembered 

writing down the dream he was remembering as he wrote. 

His electricity pulsed and the thought blew off into nothingness 

where it could not destroy him.  

Although the dream seemed shorter than his usual dreams. Eric 

thought. Maybe the pills are working. 

When he finished writing the last horrid sentences of his dream 

down in the journal he went to place it back in the drawer.  

“Turn out the light,” a tired voice groaned. “It’s too early, 

Honey.” 

An arm landed on Eric’s chest and his whole body tightened.  

The woman who called herself Penny was lying next to him, her 

eyes still shut, serenely. 

Eric was paralyzed. 

 

II.IX 



 

 “How can I have memories that overlap?” 

 The sun was just coming up. Eric had ambushed his therapist at 

the front door of the office. Reluctantly, his therapist agreed to meet 

with him before any of his other patients arrived. 

 “I don’t think you can,” his therapist said, flatly. “Go over 

this again with me.” 

 “Last night I met Penny,” Eric said.  

 “Interesting, how do you mean?” the therapist was still looking 

down at his notepad. 

  “I mean, last night was the first time I’d ever met Penny. Ever.” 

 “Eric,” his therapist shook his head. “You and Penny have been 

coming to me for couples counseling for almost two years.” 

 Eric’s heart missed a beat. 

 “That’s impossible,” his eyes were wide. 

 “I saw you two last week,” the therapist’s aged eyebrow rose.  

 “No, that can’t be I have memories! I know what I was doing on 

New Years Eve, 1988.” He stopped, the whites of his eyes clearly 

visible. “But I also remember what I was doing on New Years Eve, 1988.” 

  “I don’t understand.” 

 “I remember, in the single version of my life, I interviewed 

Michael J. Fox about Bright Lights, Big City while I was in Toronto 

working as a talk-radio host. After the interview I went to a party 

with Monika Deol. I remember getting rejected, leaving really really 

drunk, and stumbling out to a cab. And then I remember waking up the 

next afternoon in my apartment on the floor, still in my winter boots. 

 “But anyway, I also remember, in the married version of my life, 

spending New Years Eve of 1988 with Penny in a shitty hotel room in 

Kenora. We were trying to get to Toronto for a New Years party with 



some of Penny’s friends. Unfortunately our car, a little red ’79 

Chevette we’d borrowed from her brother, broke down on the outskirts of 

Kenora. And with it being New Years Eve we ended up having to stay at 

this horrid hotel while they’d been renovating. It was a truly horrible 

experience. But one we often love to recount. Well, she does,” he 

laughed, but then stopped himself again, wild eyed. The feeling of 

truth that existed inside the two memories frightened him. “How is it 

possible that I can remember two completely distinct versions of the 

past?” 

 “How long are your paralysis dreams becoming?” 

 He thought about it. “You know, I think they’re getting shorter.” 

 The therapist stood up and grabbed a book off his shelf. Eric was 

staring off in muted contemplation and looked up just in time to see 

his therapist place the book on the table. He hadn’t gotten a chance to 

see the title of the book. 

 “We need you off what I initially gave you.” 

 “Is this serious?”  

 “Go down to the pharmacy and start yourself on these,” he handed 

Eric the prescription.  

 

II.X 

 

  When he arrived home, Penny was anxiously sitting on the couch, 

waiting for him. 

  She smiled up at him with an expression that Eric took to be 

pity. 

  “Are you okay, sweetie?” 



 He tried to smile back at her, but was still unnerved and 

apprehensive. 

  The pill bottle he’d picked up on the way home took the place of 

the old one in the space behind the mirror. And he flushed the old 

medication like he’d said he would. 

  As he walked back into the living room, Penny was still looking 

up at him from her space on the couch. He remembered so much of their 

life together, but there was so much that he still didn’t.  

  At first he was scared, but sitting in the therapist’s office he 

remembered the happiness they’d shared in their youth; and the 

happiness they were still sharing. 

  When he compared the two, he still wasn’t sure which timeline he 

preferred.  

  She continued to look up at him. 

 Eric sat down on the couch beside her and she reached for his 

hand. He held it, tenderly, and looked into her eyes. 

 He’d misread them. 

 It wasn’t pity. 

 It was love and concern. 

 He smiled. 

 “Are you okay, Eric?” she repeated. 

 “Tell me more about us?” 

 

II.XI 

 

  Penny smiled. 

 She’d taken out a photo album from their storage closet and they 

were paging through it. 



 Eric stared down at the picture underneath Penny’s index finger.  

  He definitely did remember. 

 The photographs were square with rounded edges and seemed to have 

a muted colour to them. He couldn’t believe how young they looked. Eric 

had a full-blown beard, mop-like hair and a brown and tan polo t-shirt. 

He was in their old kitchen at their house in Selkirk. He remembered 

the horrible wallpaper in the kitchen. Flowery, 70s designs with 

stylized pedals of browns, blacks, and faded oranges. 

 “That was the morning we were going to out to the cabin, right?” 

He smiled.  

 She turned the page over for him and there they were. He was 

shirtless with a construction hard hat, hammering down the shingles for 

the then unfinished cabin. 

 Penny was on the ground, staring up at him with her hand 

shielding her eyes from the intense sun. She was wearing yellow short 

shorts and a red and white striped tube top. 

  “When was the last time we went to the cabin?” He turned to her. 

 “We still go out there every summer.” 

 As she said it, the memory clicked into his head. He remembered 

the sensations of being out at their cabin. Remembered conversations 

he’d never had, but somehow had. 

 He turned the page. 

 “-other and father and their eight-year-old son were killed in 

the fire which police say was intentionally set.” 

  Eric tried to ignore the television.  

  “This afternoon’s audacious daylight homicide brings the weekend 

total to five. Nel Coop has more on the chilling details.” 

 “Thanks Bryan, I’m here at what’s left of a home.  



The family who lived here were murdered when their house was set on 

fire while they slept. Police found the exits were locked with heavy 

chains. So far there are no suspects and no arrests have been made. 

We’ll have more on the ongoing investigation at 11:30.” 

  Eric looked up long enough to see the smoke floating up from the 

embers of what had once been a house. 

  He shook his head. 

 “Remember this?” Penny smiled, but Eric was fixated on the 

television. 

  “Today’s bizarre daylight homicide leaves large sections of the 

downtown area in lockdown tonight. Police say the man was bludgeoned to 

death with a wrench just after 5 o’clock today. The incident occurred 

on the corner of Smith and York in full view of onlookers. An eye-

witness even managed to capture the assailant on their smart phone . . 

.”  

  Eric saw the shaky video of a man wailing on another man with a 

wrench. The screen shook up and down nauseatingly and he was finding it 

hard to focus on exactly what was happening. And all he could hear were 

random hysterical words interspersed with the long drone of the censors 

beep. At the end of the video, the other man was left lying on the 

sidewalk in a sea of his own blood and his attacker was standing over 

him, taking a picture with his own smart phone before running away.  

  “I didn’t believe that it was actually happening.” A man on the 

tv began to explain. “None of us could do anything I mean we were just 

. . . shocked . . . I mean, what do you do. There’s this guy smashing 

in another man’s head and then stops to take a picture? What could we 

do?” 

 
  



The sun had disappeared and the artificial lights were glowing brightly around the Night Market. 

I swirled what was left of the Pori at the bottom of my glass while I waited for her to show up. 

She was anxious and apprehensive when we had last spoken; not surprising considering the subject 

matter.  

                Fleeing was not something you talked about openly.  Anyone could be an Imperial spy, sent 

to smoke out those in the underground community the Empire referred to, unimaginatively, as 

the rebels. 

In the last Thankfulness ceremony, they had listed off all the 40s who fled as captured and 

deceased.  But that was not an accurate list. 

Jiahui Ma rounded the corner and I know she saw me sitting at the Pori cart.  She walked 

past, not making eye contact, went two carts down, and picked up some lychee fruit from the fruit 

cart.  She stared at it intently for a long while.  She looked up intermittently to see if anyone was 

looking at her.  

She was good. 

She was smart. 

But more so, she was lucky.  Really lucky. 

She saw me staring over at her and she found a roundabout way to sit in the chair across 

from me underneath the overhang of the Pori cart. 

“Shi Jie whispers and the Grand Emperor takes action,” Jiahui Ma said quietly, as she leaned 

into me. 

“But Shi Jie takes no action at the whispers of Emperors” I said just as I had rehearsed it. 

She looked me over and, after accepting that I was who I said I was, called the attendant over 

to order a glass of Pori. 

“I am impressed that you are still among the living, Jiahui Ma,” I ordered another Pori as 

well. 

“As am I, Changpu Chou. As am I,” she relaxed back in her seat and closed her eyes.  Her 

whole body sighed and I could see how exhausted she was, but I know she would be.  

The fake insignia on her suit looked shoddy.  Whoever fabricated the insignia missed the two 

lines on the left side that signified she was a fourth season 40.  The way it was, it actually meant that 

she was somehow half a second season and half a third season.  I was surprised that no Imperial 

soldier had pulled her aside yet. I assumed the creator had been working hurriedly-and of course in 



secret-and wanted to spend as little time with the actual insignia as was possible.  I would make it out 

to be a good two hours of work.  The reflecting sheen of the insignia was impressive but the grey was a 

little off.  But to an untrained eye it was a very good example of a forgery. 

The attendant dropped the two glasses by the table and I handed him a few notes to cover the 

cost. 

“Keep what is left,” I said. 

“Shi Jie blesses you,” he bowed and retreated into the cart. 

“So, Changpu Chou,” she looked at me over the glass that brimmed with white foam, some of 

which was gently sliding down the side and onto her slender fingers, “what are the codes to the 

dome?” 

“It is not that easy, Jiahui Ma,” I took a sip and then placed the glass down in front of me, 

“you must help me assist your fellow runners.” 

“I have not seen any others,” she said, visibly tightening up. 

I had been doing this for long enough to know that she was obviously lying. 

“My community can help you all, we just need to know where we can find those who need 

help.  Shi Jie-“ 

“Do not speak to me of Shi Jie,” she interrupted.  “Shi Jie has abandoned us 

all.”  Immediately after she had spoken the words she retracted to the back of her seat and whipped 

her head around, her eyes darting about the street suspiciously. 

I was silent as she scanned the marketplace but she gradually calmed and then leaned in to 

me and said, in a quieter voice: “I am a good woman who has produced 10 strong offspring.  I was 

known in all four districts of the Xie Ma Dome for singing the most beautiful songs for the Wei Bu 

ceremony every fall until I got married as a 21.  I was not a tardy.  I was a good woman.  I do not 

want to die.” 

I just nodded. 

“Please, I know you are a good woman,” I said, after I’d offered a long enough pause, “and a 

good woman would want her fellow runners to reach safety as well.  Do you know where any other 

runners are?” 

I listed off three names that I knew were on the Dai Liu but had not been apprehended.  Jiahui 

Ma said she had only heard of the whereabouts of one, a man named Long Pei, who was hiding in the 

floor of a couple of 33s in the Xiu Mei Chen district. 



I thanked her for her gift and assured her that I would find Long Pei myself and escort him to 

safety. 

“So may I now know the codes for dome?” 

I nodded. 

A black gloved hand came down on her shoulder.  She looked up at the man standing over her 

and screamed. 

His black and red suit was fitted with a black metal chest plate that molded to his form; it 

was part of the standard equipment the Imperial Army provided to its soldiers.  Another Imperial 

solder came up behind the first and covered the mouth of the hysterical Jiahui Ma.  The soldier 

violently ripped her out of her chair and began marching her out of the marketplace. 

“So where are we looking, brother Changpu Chou?”  The soldier asked me. 

“Some 33s in Xiu Mei Chen district are hiding Long Pei.” 

There was a loud blast of gunfire from the back alley but no one in the marketplace seemed to 

notice. 

“Why do they flee?” The Imperial soldier asked me. “If you’re an honorable 40 your name 

will be remembered honorably for all time.” 

I shrugged, “I could not tell you.” 

 

  



II.XII 

 

He sat up. 

The news was still on casting shifting bands of colours that 

slapped against his bed.  

Penny must not have turned it off before she went to sleep. 

<<Co-op of Hitmen>> 

He turned the television up. 

“-aper was given the dump of information exposing a network of 

assassins. A hazy picture is beginning to develop about the events of 

this violent weekend. Three of the victims of this weekend’s murder 

spree were allegedly connected to this national network of hitmen-”  

He turned off the television. 

As he got out of bed he saw that Penny wasn’t there. Her corner 

of the bed was still neatly tucked in. 

“Penny?” He whispered into the darkness. 

He left for the kitchen to get a glass of water. 

“Penny?”  

He checked the bathroom and the living room on his way to the 

kitchen.  

He felt the most horrible sensation. He started to cry, mourning 

the memories of his new past as they disappeared.  

  It was an awful feeling. He didn’t know which of his memories had 

dissolved, just that something that was missing. 

Something. 

But which something?  

He threw the medication away.  



He could barely breathe. He was crying. It was an odd foreign 

feeling that only heightened his anxiousness. He raced over to his 

dream journal and began writing. Outside, it started to rain. 

 

II.XIII 

 

  REMEMBER.  

  REMEMBER.  

  The writing became more frenzied the further into the journal he 

read.  

  He was still crying.  

  The stories scrawled inside were now only words. There was no 

recognition in the experiences written down on the pages.  

  Midway through the journal he’d written: 

   

It’s all gone.  

 

After that, there was nothing except where his tears had fallen 

as wet, amorphous shapes that began burrowing into the blank pages 

beneath. 

There was a knock at his door. He didn’t open it, but through the 

door he heard her say her name was Sabrina. 

	  


