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Chapter 1 

 

 Alex closed his journal as Nathan entered his room. 

“Oh my god, I just had the weirdest dream. I was just writing it 

down.” Alex said as he stood up and went to grab a Coke from the 

fridge.  

Alex returned to his room to see that Nathan had taken the chair 

in front of the television. He sat up on his bed, beneath the Pink 

Floyd poster. “And I had a daughter.” 

“A daughter?” 

“Yah, weird, huh?” Alex turned on the television. 

  The room exploded in gunfire and dramatic, fast cuts from shot to 

shot.  

<<This is it>> The announcer’s voice was gruff and raspy.  

 “Chase, I’m not going to leave you,” an attractive blonde actress 

said, seductively. 

 <<Four seasons of intrigue, betrayal and mystery have brought us 

to the shocking series finale where no one can be trusted>> 

“You already have,” a dark haired man’s pale eyes narrowed. 

  There was a loud gunshot and both Alex and Nathan jerked back. 

  “Cool,” Alex smiled. 

<<Only eight subjects remain. Seven will die, only one will 

survive.  The thrilling conclusion to the Emerson Project will leave 

you gasping for air.>>  

Alex leaned over. “My money’s on the butler.” 

<<The series finale of the Emerson Project, Sunday at 7>> 

Nathan laughed and started to channel surf. “Why is there nothing 

good on in the morning?” 



“Cause we’re not stoned yet?” Laura, Nathan’s girlfriend, 

giggled. 

It was a rare moment when Laura was actually hanging with them. 

Lately she’d been so consumed with her studies that she never came out 

of her and Nathan’s room, or she was at school, or at work.  

He missed Laura. 

  All the while, Alex had been working on rolling a joint. When he 

finished, he gently rotated it around between his thumb and middle 

finger; thinking. 

  Dreading. 

  “Okay,” Alex sighed. 

“What?”  

“Nothing,” Alex took a long drag and then passed it to Nathan who 

was still trying to find something to watch on television. 

There was a commercial for a new Playstation 3 game. 

“These games are getting so intricate that the cinema scenes are 

playable. Like, I mean, where there would’ve been a cinema scene in an 

earlier game, you can actually keep playing instead of just watching. 

The other characters talk to you and everything like they would while 

you’re in a cinema scene, but your character can move around and if he 

gets too far away from the other characters who are talking to him, 

they get angry and stop their dialogue to ream him out. Isn’t that 

nuts?” 

“That’s so intricate,” Nathan thought about it. 

“No kidding, and the graphics are getting so realistic that 

there’s this new game that allows the NPCs to perform complex facial 

movements to mimic emotions based on how your character reacts with 

them. You have to watch the characters faces now to see if they’re 

lying or not. I mean, facial expression and body language are really 



what convey the most meaning anyway, so it would make sense that if 

you’re trying to make the most realistic AI you’d concentrate heavily 

on those things.” 

“That’s awesome,” Alex giggled, but then grew serious. “What if 

in the future, the world becomes horribly overpopulated and they create 

simulations of the past that they can put people inside to live out 

existence without taking up space in the real world; like a population 

management thing.” 

“Who would volunteer to do that? Or do they conscript people?” 

“I’d do it. If the world is all shitty and over populated, I’d 

much rather be in a simulation than some smog-ridden mess.” 

“Why would they do that? Why not just kill them? Or limit birth 

rates?” 

“Maybe in the future they finally stopped believing in the 

supernatural and saw people as human beings instead of intangible souls 

and they realized that killing someone would result in their ceasing to 

exist.” 

 “We always assume they fucked up the planet, but what if they 

haven’t. What if it’s awesome in the future?” 

“Then we wouldn’t need the simulations.” 

“What if it’s awesome, but over populated?” 

“Maybe time doesn’t work the same way in the simulations as it 

does in the real world. Maybe they have people on shifts and they get a 

certain amount of time in the real world and a certain amount of time 

in the virtual world to regulate how many people exist.”  

“I don’t know, I don’t like this one Alex.” 

“Is it really that unbelievable? Remember at Seth’s when we were 

playing Heavy Rain and Uncharted 3?”  

“Yah, that was like three days ago.” 



“Yah, and remember you said how fucking realistic it was?” 

“It was.” 

“Exactly! And that’s how much things have changed since 8-bit 

graphics in the 80s. Mario Brothers, Duck Hunt, the Legend of Zelda . . 

. and that’s, what . . . twenty, twenty five years? Imagine how 

realistic games will look in another twenty five, or even . . . fifty 

years!” Alex eyes widened excitedly. “For fuck sakes, I went for a walk 

in Taipei the other day ‘cause I was feeling nostalgic.” 

“How the fuck did you do that?” 

“Google Street View,” he smiled. “I’m on the other side of the 

planet and I took a photo realistic walk through downtown Taipei. A 

simulation isn’t that farfetched.” 

“We’ve gotta talk about something else,” Nathan shook his head. 

“My brain is hurting.” 

“That love triangle in Star Trek the Next Generation is total 

bullshit,” Laura giggled, she looked zoned out and really exhausted. “A 

Human/Betazoid/Klingon love triangle is completely unrealistic.” 

Nathan laughed, “That’s what you find unrealistic about Star 

Trek?” 

“Three completely different worlds all somehow produce organisms 

so humanlike that they can fuck each other? Nope, not happening.” She 

shook her head. 

“All science fiction does that, not just Star Trek,” Nathan 

pointed at her with a lopsided grin. 

“I agree, Laura. It’s just so . . .” Alex paused, “that’s what 

always lifts the veil of my suspension of disbelief. 

“But the episode Parallel is amazing!” Nathan pointed out. 

“True,” Alex nodded. “Oh shit!” Alex smiled, excitedly. “The uh . 

. . the suicide machine!” 



“The what?” 

“The uh, oh oh! . . . uh . . . parallel universes!” 

“Easy there. Calm down and gather your thoughts.” 

“Okay, so . . . the suicide machine is a device, well . . . 

theoretical device that cracks space and time in two and creates an 

alternate dimension.” 

“Okay, you got my attention.” 

“See, the scientist sits in this machine that’s rigged up to kill 

him-by gunshot, or lethal injection, or electrocution or whatever. And 

when the machine is activated, in one dimension he dies and the 

timeline continues with the scientist dead. But there’s another 

dimension that immediately branches off where the scientist lives, 

unharmed. Some freak thing happens and either the gun doesn’t fire, or 

something happens with the lethal injection, maybe the whole system 

shuts down and doesn’t activate the needles or . . . whatever, but this 

scientist lives . . . and continues living his life in this new 

dimension while he’s completely fucking dead in another.” 

“Woah.” 

Alex nodded, wide eyed.   

“Who’d volunteer for such a crazy thing?” 

“No one yet!” Alex chuckled. 

“You would never get me to do something like that. Not with a 50% 

chance of dying.” 

“Actually it’s a 100% chance. You will die in one of the 

dimensions and in another you’ll live. So in theory you will live, but 

you’ll also die.” 

“Woah!” 

 “That isn’t even the crazy part!” 

“It isn’t?” Nathan said, uneasily. 



“Every choice splits off into alternate dimensions. Let’s say you 

go out for breakfast and you have a choice between a doughnut and a 

muffin. You choose the muffin. Simultaneously, there’s a dimension 

where you chose the doughnut. There are infinite numbers of alternate 

dimensions ‘cause, say, one person makes . . . oh, I don’t know . . . a 

hundred decisions in a day.  Multiply that by the amount of people in 

the world and you would have the minimum amount of alternate universes 

for one day.  

“One Day!” 

  “Oh, and the reason I say minimum . . . is every choice made in 

the alternate universe also creates an alternate universe. And just 

think, this has been going on since the beginning of time! So even if 

you die in this dimension, there’s a dimension where you live? And that 

goes for anything? Like if you get hit by a car or something and die, 

will there be another dimension where you live out a long life?” 

   “Or at least past that one incident. 

 Alex nodded.    

  “That’s kind of comforting,” Nathan looked off, pondering. “We’ve 

gotta stop talking about shit like this dude, really. My head’s 

hurting.” 

  There was silence for a good long while, aside from the ambient 

noise of the channels that Nathan was clicking through. 

“You know what was an awesome fucking TV show?” 

“What?  

“Lost!” 

Nathan nodded his head in agreement. 

The sound of the TARDIS starting up alerted them to the fact that 

Seth was outside. 



Nathan got up to let him in and they both returned to Alex’s 

room. Seth was bobbing to imaginary music in his head. 

“What’ve you guys been up to?” He asked cheerily. 

“Nothing, just chillin’.  Smokin’ a joint.  Watching TV.  Talking 

about alternate Universes.” 

“Nice.” Seth smiled. 

“Have a seat,” Alex offered him a side of the bed. 

“Thanks,” Seth opened up his backpack. “I brought some stuff.” 

“Sweet,” Alex sat up on the edge of his bed.  

Nathan passed the joint to Seth who took a drag. Laura was asleep 

beside Nathan. As he handed it over to Alex he scratched his inner ear 

with his pinky.  

“The other day I was really fucking stoned and my inner ear was 

itching, so I scratched it with my pinky. But because I was high, this 

worried stupor enveloped me. I was like . . . ahhh, oh fuck, oh fuck, 

did I do some kind of permanent damage to my ear? ‘Cause I remembered 

when I was in grade 1, we did an entire unit on ‘not putting things in 

our ears’. The teacher told us that the only things we should put in 

our ears are our elbows.” Seth laughed “I spent weeks trying to get my 

elbows in my ears, and when that proved impossible I went so far as to 

try and get my friend Kyle’s elbow in my ear before I finally gave up.” 

“You were a weird kid, Seth.” 

“It does explain a lot, doesn’t it?” Seth giggled. “Were you guys 

watching anything? 

 “Nah,” Alex shrugged. “Nothing’s on.” 

“Remember the last time I was over and we watched that trippy 

documentary on ancient Egypt?” 

“Yah man!” Nathan laughed. “That wasn’t that long ago. Like two 

weeks ago?” 



Seth shrugged. “That was intense. I was thinking about that the 

other day. I was imagining what it would be like to actually be an 

archaeologist and to open a tomb that hadn’t been opened for almost 

3000 years and to be the first person inside to see what was there.” 

“That’d be awesome.” 

“And then I was thinking, that most of the tombs we know about 

have been pillaged by grave robbers, but some, like the tomb of King 

Tut have been perfectly preserved exactly the way it had been when it 

was sealed thousands of years ago. Well, I mean, not exactly. Sure 

there are many things that would rot and disintegrate, like wooden 

furniture, and then all the stuff that was piled on top of it would 

fall over. Some of it would break, some just scatters, and I guess 

there’d be the insects and rodents that would do some damage too. Bits 

fall off of things naturally, and dust and sand get all over the place. 

So yah, it wouldn’t be exactly the same. Especially after 3000 years, 

but still! It’s awe inspiring, man. The amount of knowledge about the 

lives of the ancient Egyptians that could be learned from the artefacts 

that were in the burial chamber? And then I was saddened by the thought 

of all those artefacts that were stolen and carried off by grave 

robbers, and even by some archaeologists who were more concerned with 

acquiring artefacts than with preserving and protecting them. There’s a 

whole period in the early history of modern archaeology, that has a 

name I can’t remember, where most of the archaeologists were really 

just treasure hunters. So much information was destroyed because they 

were only after the showy museum pieces.” 

“Oh!” 

“I heard that some of them even used dynamite to excavate the 

ruins and I can’t help but feel,” Seth paused, searching for the right 



word, “regret for the amount of knowledge we missed out on because of 

those pricks.” 

  There was silence again for a few moments. 

“Yah, I never thought of that before, but yah!” Nathan got one 

last good drag off the joint. Luckily, Seth was loading a bowl. 

Alex saw one of his old notebooks on the floor beside his bed. It 

was one from the mid part of the naughties; most likely 2007 or 2008. 

He had twenty-one journals. He’d been keeping a journal since he was in 

High School.  He opened the blue journal, the one with the magnetic 

flap, and turned to a random page. 

 

We’re in this mindless cycle of consumerism. We work to buy 

more stuff! And then need to work to maintain the cycle of 

needless stuff. 

 

I remember more and more of my ‘future dreams’. 

 

Alex stopped. Had I been aware of being able to see the future as 

far back as the blue journal? He tried to think about the first 

instance that he’d remembered events that hadn’t yet happened.  

Actually he had written it down. He even remembered the journal 

he’d written it in. It was a black journal with a print of Katsushika 

Hokusai’s The Great Wave at Kanagawa on the cover. He raced to the 

bookshelf and tried to find it. 

Seth and Nathan were both staring blankly at a random commercial 

on the television. 

He found the journal and knew that it was near the middle right 

before he’d begun pasting newspaper clippings of events that he’d seen 

in his dreams before they happened. 



 

So I had the strangest experience the other day. A while 

ago I was asked to perform at an outdoor concert in Portage La 

Prairie and since I don't have access to a car I asked the 

coordinator of the concert if I could get a ride out there with 

her and her friends. And I'd never met them in person before, but 

the whole day I was having crazy déjà vu. It was ridiculous. And 

then I remembered that . . . I'd dreamed the entire day a couple 

weeks ago. Everything that was happening had already happened in 

my dream. I remembered Jenny's hair style, and the conversations 

we were having. PLUS in my dream there was writing on the 

driver’s side window of the car and I thought it was really 

weird, so when I woke up I tried to write it down in my note book 

as best I could but I could only remember that there were 

numbers, not what they were. But you know, there WAS writing on 

her driver’s side window!! It was some numbers written in chalk. 

Turns out, it was the phone number to call, for people who were 

interested in purchasing the car. 

But after the show we drove back to Winnipeg and they 

dropped me off and I called Nathan to see if he wanted to do 

something. And we ended up going to McDonald’s. I was still 

having wicked déjà vu and it was tripping me out. And I ordered a 

"Crispy Chicken Classic" meal and it took forever to get it, but 

when I did, I remembered my dream. In my dream I bit into the 

Crispy Chicken and tasted a weird sauce and nasty kind of cheese. 

It was the Southwest Crispy Chicken. So I considered, after 

having all of this weird déjà vu, I should probably check the 

burger before I bite into it. And sure enough . . . SOUTHWEST 

CHICKEN. So I go and return it and it took FOREVER. She didn't 



understand that I just wanted a regular crispy chicken . . . 

"grilled chicken?" NO! REGULAR crispy chicken . . . "southwest?" 

NO REGULAR CRISPY CHICKEN!!  

So we finally get back to the table and start eating and I 

began telling Nathan my crazy déjà vu day, and he said . . . 

"well it was a prophecy to save you from the cheese."  

 I remember laughing so hard. People usually have prophetic 

dreams about major catastrophes and world changing events, but 

no, I had a dream to save me from a southwest chicken burger.  

But unfortunately, leaving the McDonalds, I saw a newspaper 

box. The front headline was about the boy who got covered in hot 

asphalt at a construction site. He was underage and shouldn’t 

have been working there and it was a freak accident, but a large 

mound of heated asphalt was dumped on him. AND I REMEMBERED 

SEEING IT IN MY DREAM ALMOST A WEEK BEFORE!!! So what I realized 

is that I need to pay closer attention to what's happening in my 

dreams because if I had actually read the article and known that 

kid's name and found out what had happened to him, I may have 

been able to stop it.   

 

 What if I’m living the same life on repeat and that’s how I’m 

remembering the events I haven’t yet experienced. Or at least this 

incarnation of myself hasn’t experienced it. Maybe there’s some 

residual energy that retains memory when the universe resets. If that’s 

true, then I’ll relive all the horrible days at work again and again. 

 He thought of Claire. 

What about last summer? 

It was after he decided to try and turn his life around; be the 

best fourth self he could. On their first date, Alex and Claire went 



for ice cream and a walk that ended up taking them past Corydon, up 

through Osborne, and around the legislature. Alex learned that Claire 

was a Classics major and was moving out to Ontario at the end of the 

summer to get her Masters at a school in St. Catherines. 

Alex smiled as the memories returned, fresh and warm in his mind. 

He still had all the ticket stubs from everything they did 

together that summer, safely secured inside one of his many notebooks.   

That means that I get to experience last summer with Claire again 

and again. 

He remembered getting stoned with her and going on a pot-walk 

down to the Planetarium to see the Pink Floyd laser show. He remembered 

making peanut butter cookies together and the hours spent entangled on 

the mattress on her bedroom floor, caressing each other’s naked bodies 

while they talked about philosophy. That had been the most wonderful 

summer Alex could remember. 

I could live with repeating that summer over again. 

He remembered that night at her house, they were going to make 

pasta and watch random things on YouTube but the power had gone out and 

they spent twenty stoned minutes in her basement trying to see if it 

was the circuit breaker, but then Claire had an epiphany. 

“What if the power is out to the whole neighbourhood?” 

The thought made them both very excited. 

They raced upstairs as fast as they could in the dark, aided only 

by the light from Claire’s cellphone. Sure enough, the whole 

neighbourhood from Pembina all the way west to Cambridge was dark. 

They walked hand in hand down to Grant and Stafford to watch the 

Hydro workers fix whatever the problem was.  



In the warm blackness of the summer night they slow danced to the 

sound of traffic zipping past them on the dark street; honks of 

encouragement punctuating the song of passing vehicles.  

They walked barefoot on the still warm asphalt all the way down 

to the Grant Park Shopping Centre to see how far the blackout reached. 

It was a weird feeling to be in the middle of Winnipeg surrounded by 

unlit houses and apartments. The normal fog of light pollution had 

disappeared and they could stare up at the sky and actually see the 

stars.   

“I’m so glad I could share this with you,” he remembered saying. 

She’d kissed him. 

They found a lone shopping cart marooned on an island of grass on 

the median, which they quickly borrowed to race down the dark street, 

taking turns sitting in the basket. 

They’d gone all the way down to Taylor Avenue and shared intimate 

moments on the warm grass on the old Manitoba Hydro building lawn, 

listening to the sound of passing trains. After their skin had been 

thoroughly assaulted by mosquitoes, they had decided to head back to 

her house. It was still completely dark and they lit some candles in 

the living room and sat on the floor. The conversation ranged from 

philosophy, to history, to wanting to fuck with future archaeologists. 

They planned to confuse the fuck out of them by collecting a plastic 

tub of random knickknacks and burying them in the forest in such a 

ceremonial, ornate way as to make them think it was an important 

cultural ritual. They decided they had to do it and went about 

collecting objects from their respective homes, Value Village, and 

wherever else they could find weird and confusing objects. They also 

wanted to leave a note for future Archaeologists to rack their brains 

trying to decipher.  



It would be nonsensical, which of course was the point. 

Each of them created a bunch of symbols on a grid: numbers left 

and right, letters up and down. 

Claire chose a bunch of letters, and Alex chose the numbers and 

when they combined their numbers and letters they’d gotten coordinates 

of the symbol they needed. 

He remembered he’d written the whole thing down in one of his 

journals. He rushed over to his stack of journals and found it. It was 

a brown suede journal with black trim. He quickly found the pages with 

the symbols’ cipher. 

He saw the symbols and their combination of numbers: 

 

B3	  C1	  F2	  A6	  G9	  H7	  C4	  F3	  D8	  C3	  H2	  B7	  F7	  F5	  E7	  C3	  F1	  A2	  G1	  A2	  B3	  B1	  B2	  H4	  E7	  C5	  

E3	  D1	  A2	  B3	  C1	  D2	  B6	  A3	  F5	  G8	  A9	  H4	  D2	  H3	  F1	  A2	  C6	  D9	  D3	  E1	  A2	  E6	  G7	  H7	  B4	  

H8	  E9	  D7	  C3	  C9	  F4	  A3	  D2	  B8	  A7	  	  

	  

They broke the fake message up by combinations of two or three 

symbols separated by spaces. There was only ever one block of four 

symbols which they both giggled would be interpreted by future 

archaeologists to be significant. That, they mused, would be the name 

of someone, or something important. 

The coordinates of those symbols were: 

 

G7	  H3	  B4	  H8	  

	  

That was an amazing summer. He smiled. He was very glad to be 

able to relive that summer.  



Alex kept paging through his journal and found a doodle of a 

hallow man with another man inside his head and a note written beside 

it: 

 

This is what I feel I am. 

 

Immediately Alex felt his throat tighten. That was how he felt. 

He’d always felt that way as though he were watching everything 

happening from somewhere else - as though he were an external entity 

looking through the eyes of Alex and experiencing the world. 

Anxiety erupted in his head and he tried frantically to find 

another note that would take his mind off that terrible thought. 

He found a line starting with a date: 

 

100,000BC. 

 

  The line was lower on the left side and rose steadily as it made 

its way right. Every now and then there’d be little vertical ticks that 

were labelled: 

	  

	   Shamanism 

 

Polytheism 

 

Monotheism 

 

Atheism 

 

Below the line itself was written: 



 

Cultural Evolution  Homo Sapiens are still evolving 

 

His thoughts could not escape that terrifying drawing of the man 

inside another man’s head.   

If I’m really not my body then where is my consciousness? Is 

there some kind of transmitter? 

Alex laughed. I’m starting to sound paranoid.  

But what if it’s nothing malevolent or sinister. What if we’re 

just being watched? 

“What if we’re all a science project?” 

“How did you get from Ancient Egypt and Archaeologists to that?” 

 “Hear me out, what if there’s a God who’s some kind of kid who, 

granted, is more advanced than any of us can comprehend; but what if we 

are all like . . . fungus or something that he’s created and he’s just 

running some sort of experiment to see what happens?” 

“Like on the Simpsons?” 

Alex ignored Seth’s comment. 

  “There you go Buddha! First prize,” Nathan said in a mocking 

tone. “Sorry Jesus, you came in third.” 

  They all chuckled. 

“Yah, but Buddha never created anything; he was just a wise 

prophet who attained enlightenment. And Jesus was just a messenger of 

the Hebrew God. It was God who created the universe, not Jesus. Or I 

mean, that’s what they think.” 

“But aren’t Jesus and God technically the same person?” Seth 

asked. 

“No, of course not,” Nathan chuckled. 

“Actually yes. They are both part of the triune God.” 



“The what?” 

“God, Jesus, and the Holy Spirit . . . same person.” 

Alex knew all of this already, and he continued reading in his 

notebook while Nathan and Seth discussed Theology. 

 

When my music is on the internet it is immortal, even if no 

one listens to it, at least it’s there. 

 

Our impatience is our ruin! We’re always trying to get 

things instantaneously which makes other people have to work all 

that much harder. The expectation is that things will be done as 

quickly as possible, which makes people anxious, worried, and 

stressed. Just relax people. Why do things need to be done right 

away? 

	  

“Really? Get the fuck outta here!” 

“Hey, I’m just telling you what they think. I’m not claiming it 

makes any sense,” Seth shrugged. 

“And they say they’re monotheistic,” Nathan smirked. “Hey, but 

that doesn’t make any sense. Didn’t Jesus say, ‘Father, why have you 

forsaken me?’  How can he be one-third of God when God is his father? 

And then wouldn’t he just be talking to himself?” 

“You know, people take these things way too literally. Why can’t 

it be a book that people pull personal meaning from? Why does it have 

to be an inerrant book? This was divinely inspired . . . No, it wasn’t. 

It was written by people, actually by male humans who had influence, 

inside the framework of the culture they were in.” 



“What?” Nathan giggled. To him it sounded as though Seth had just 

said a bunch of mismatched words he’d lifted from random pages of the 

dictionary. 

“What I mean is that people should be allowed to believe in 

whichever deity they want to, as long as they don’t try to force others 

to join them. Why can’t we focus on the peaceful social justice side of 

sacred scripture? There are so many things that Jesus said that an 

unfortunately high number of Bible-toting, ultra conservative, sheep 

don’t agree with. I mean, they say they do, but their actions don’t 

back up their tongues. It was the Pharisees who Jesus was railing 

against and I totally see the extreme people on both sides as being the 

Pharisees. I know the majority of religious people are good people, but 

there’s this vocal minority who are in power who twist the words of 

scriptures to meet their immediate ends. Good, well-meaning people are 

being lulled into becoming bigoted and intolerant based on biased, 

political rhetoric.” 

 

(I’m a future self inside a simulation of my old memories. 

That’s how I’m remembering things that haven’t happened 

yet. They just haven’t happened to “me”.) 

 

 Alex’s eyes widened as he read it.  

 Oh my God! I discovered it. I’d written it down and then I’d 

forgotten about it! Maybe that’s what all of this is! A simulation of 

past memories so that a future, more advanced, self can go back and re-

experience his life. 

 The next entry chilled him. 

 



Future self, do you look back on my existence here with 

regret, or pity? Am I not living up to what I’m supposed to be? 

   

 

“I don’t understand how people can still believe in a God,” Seth 

sat back against the wall and stared disconnectedly up through the 

ceiling. “God was created to explain all the things that we couldn’t 

explain back when we didn’t have science; like what the moon is, why 

there are floods or famine, or how the seasons change. 

  “For some reason we as a species need to have everything 

explained for us and we can’t just accept that we don’t know certain 

things. But now we do know what the moon is, that climate controls 

flooding and famine, and that it’s the Earth wobbling on its axis that 

causes the seasons to change. But for some reason supposedly 

intelligent people can’t see that God was just created as the default 

answer to things we couldn’t comprehend before.” 

“Yah. Have you seen that thing on YouTube? I think it’s called 

‘the Thing for which there is no known maker’. And it’s pretty much 

this conversation right here,” Alex stopped. He hadn’t even been paying 

attention to what they were saying yet he jumped right in and 

coherently added his two cents.  

And then he began to wonder.  

What if it’s dialogue? What if I have no choice in what I say? 

What if this is all dialogue or plot exposition?  

Thankfully, he was really stoned and the sound of Seth’s voice 

distracted him from his racing thoughts. 

“Sweet. I’ll have to check that out,” Seth smiled and then 

remembered he wasn’t finished. There was still something else he wanted 



to reiterate. “Why can't people follow the positive parts of religion 

instead of having to see the Bible as an inerrant supernaturally 

created book when we know it was written by people? The books of the 

Bible were chosen by people! That's how we get the Apocrypha! Sacred 

books that, apparently, weren't good enough to get into the Bible but 

were still used by people of the time as sacred scripture. 

  “Let's focus on the similarities the religions have instead of 

saying, ‘my made up manifesto is better than your made up manifesto’. 

Why can't we say: sure it's made up, but that doesn’t mean we can't 

also learn something from it? Does it really matter if it isn't real? 

Isn't the message still the same? And that way you can look at things 

critically and see: okay, so this part of Deuteronomy doesn't apply to 

21st Century life at all, but this passage in Mark is a wonderful 

example of showing compassion and love to your fellow human being, so 

how ‘bout we use that?”  

“I agree, Seth. I never understood the hostility between all the 

different religions, because don’t they all basically say: love each 

other? Who cares if one is called Jehovah or Allah or whatnot?”  

“People look at scripture and, based on that scripture, choose to 

see the world through their narrow, literal interpretation of the 

words,” Alex said. “Which is actually the incorrect way to use 

scripture. The entire point of scripture is to study it and the natural 

world separately and learn what you can from each. Once you have done 

that, then you need to find continuity between them, the goal is to 

understand part of the nature of God. I don’t know, I guess it's kind 

of complicated. If you want to do it right, you pretty much have to 

learn to read Latin, Hebrew, and Greek.” 

“Exactly! Does it really matter if we know it's all made up? Why 

can't you pull meaning from all the religions?” Seth leaned in, 



obviously energized by the conversation. “People kill other people 

because of what's written inside these man-made books and they don't 

realize that they are MAN-MADE! Of course man would write about killing 

people. We're really fucking good at it. I, however, think that if 

there really were a supreme being who created the universe, it would be 

a creator God and not a vengeful God. Why the hell would it care 

whether you believe in it or not? It wouldn't cease to exist if no one 

believed in it, so what would it care? It created the fucking Universe, 

it would already exist and not care whether someone happened to 

acknowledge that it exists.  

 “If God does exist, it exists, and probably doesn't care about 

us! It probably set everything in motion and determined the laws of the 

universe-ahem, physics-and is just watching. Why should we think that 

reality is focused on us? If it did create the universe just for us, 

why create the rest of the universe? Just create a self-contained 

bubble where we'd have enough food, enough water, enough space, and 

enough resources to thrive. Since there is a rest of the Universe, it's 

arrogant to think that we're the reason it all exists; that it was 

created by God specifically for us to enjoy,” Alex finished just as 

Seth tapped him on the shoulder with the pipe, the bowl still glowing 

red from the last hit, and handed Alex the lighter. 

Seth exhaled and was already into his sentence: “Holy fuck! Moses 

made the whole thing up! Think about it: a lot of biblical scholars 

figure he wrote the first five books. The Pentateuch; what Jewish 

people claim was passed down through traditional teachings, but who’s 

to say? So this Egyptian prince is pissed off at his half-brother, he’s 

half-jewish-” 



“Nope! No, Seth. Moses’ real, fully Jewish, parents sent him in a 

basket down the Nile when the Egyptians massacred all the first born 

Jewish babies,” Alex said. 

“Yah, yah, I read it. And the Egyptian princess just so happened 

to find Moses in the basket in the reeds, yah, I know. I think that’s 

kinda suspicious too. I mean, what if she had an oops baby with a 

Jewish slave but then, since she was the Egyptian princess, she had to 

be like, ‘oh, um, yah, so I found this baby, yah, but I’ll just take 

care of it in the palace and raise it as my own, ‘kay?’,” Seth laughed, 

“But yah, so anyway, regardless, in this scenario that I’m explaining 

now, and of course, like all our scenarios I’m really fuckin’ high and 

thinking out loud, but this, in my scenario, half Jewish and Egyptian 

guy Moses ends up killing an Egyptian when he’s whipping a slave and 

then fucks off into hiding, right? So he’s in the wilderness and then 

at some point he hears about this amazing place flowing with milk and 

honey. And probably also eating psychedelic mushrooms or smoking some 

epic stuff, um burning bush anyone? But, uh oh, this fantastical land 

of plenty of Canaan is currently inhabited by Canaanites. Hmm,” Seth 

scratched his stubble theatrically, “Moses, probably high as fuck, 

thinks, ‘Hmm I'll set up my own kingdom there! Now how will I get 

people to help me kill off those nations? Oh! What about those slaves? 

I’m half Jewish and they hate my brother anyway. So he wins them over 

my promising the slaves their ‘freedom’ but really only transfers 

ownership of them. After all the plagues and the parting of the Red Sea 

and all that, the Jewish slaves are under Moses’, err God’s” Seth made 

exaggerated air-quotes, “leadership. Moses tries to control them by 

claiming that God had spoken to him and given him these tablets with 

rules on them. How convenient that he got them while he was alone, am I 

right? It’s always when people are alone that God talks to people. He 



can make the universe but he’s not that great at public relations. He 

needs to contract out his PR to some anti-social loner. But anyway, the 

thing is, Moses didn't know the way to the land of milk and honey. It’s 

not like they could stop and ask for directions. Since it’s nearly 

impossible to move that many people in an organized fashion, like 

trying to herd cats, serious shit goes down. He eventually starts 

implementing a hierarchy of priests and religious leaders to solidify 

his control over the people and quell any uprisings that were 

happening. Because, again, that many people aimlessly running around in 

the wilderness are kinda hard to control when there’s not some kind of 

homogenous, static system in place. Imagine the population of blue 

collar workers in Winnipeg suddenly banding together and just leaving 

to walk out into the Interlake and wander around in search of,” Seth 

looked up into a point of nothingness on the ceiling and wriggled his 

fingers around as though that were somehow helping him think, “I don’t 

know . . . Regina.” 

Nathan giggled. 

“I think there’d be a few mutinies along the trek, or at least 

some sub-sects branching off to do their own thing. And Moses needed an 

army to evict, oh wait, to annihilate the Canannites that were already 

calling the Promised Land home. So yah, with clumps of dissent and 

unhappiness popping up like zits on a twelve year old there needs to be 

some law, right? And that whole Golden Calf thing and the two different 

versions of the Ten Commandments ‘cause Moses got pissed off and broke 

the first set . . .” Seth trailed off, “Sorry, where the fuck was I 

going with this?” 

Nathan giggled and shrugged as he passed Seth the pipe. “Oh, 

fuck, yah, okay, I’m getting there, it’s just taking a long time. But I 

am getting there, I promise. So the whole process of getting to this 



Promised Land takes so long that Moses actually dies before he gets 

there. Whoops. Maybe having a game plan or a navigator would’ve been 

helpful, but yah, so now these leaders he’d put in place take the reins 

of Moses’ clandestine plan to resettle Canaan and fuckin’ obliterate 

the Canaanites already there ‘cause, conveniently, God told Moses it 

was theirs. I personally think that a nice God would’ve given the 

Canaanites a heads up at least; or a new place to relocate without 

violence. Although, time and time again, God proves that he’s kind of a 

malevolent prick that likes violent action instead of a diplomatic, 

mutually beneficial resolution. Makes sense though, I mean, he is the 

God of love,” Seth sneered and rolled his eyes.  

Alex giggled.  

Seth continued, “but yah, anyway these leaders and priests 

weren't all in on Moses’ expansionist ruse. Probably they were genuine 

in their belief of Moses and his God; just trusting, naïve people 

brainwashed by this jerk with visions of empirical grandeur. Okay, so, 

bottom line, Moses made up this God in his Pentateuch to divinely 

validate his invasion of Canaan. Oh this, let me get the passage,” Seth 

ran over to his backpack. 

“You have a Bible in your backpack?” 

Seth didn’t answer. He just ripped out the book from one of the 

zipped pouches and thumbed through the gold-leaf rimmed pages. “Yah, so 

basically Deuteronomy chapter 7 says: kill them all. Don’t intermarry 

with the Canaanites. Don’t show them any mercy. Basically: ‘hey, 

remember in those tablets I gave Moses? The ones that said that thing 

about thou shalt not kill? Well in this case it’s fine. In fact, it’s 

divinely condoned. Go nuts.’ So yah, I said I am getting to a point 

with this whole rant and it’s this: the whole system of control kept 

going and going for generations and then Jesus, this self-aware 



philosopher, came along and was like, ‘woah woah woah... guys!! Come 

on! Be sensible. You're being taken advantage of and lied to! But the 

Pharisees of Jesus’ day were quite unwilling to give up their 

prestigious status and power and influence by that point and they 

decided: ‘we need to get rid of this Jesus guy before he ruins 

everything.’ But his message was already spreading. Even after his 

execution. So now they try to kill off his followers but that just 

makes them more suspicious about the religious leaders. So, Saul/Paul 

figures out that the best way to stop them is to hijack the movement. 

So he does with a sudden vision on the road to Damascus. So now he is 

the convenient vessel through which God sends messages to humans. And 

fast-forward a few thousand years. Modern day ‘christianity’,” Seth 

made the air-quotes again. “Tah dah! So, benignly trusting religious 

people live their whole lives basing their worldview on the 

manipulative lies of two sociopathic, self-serving men; one who 

concocted a message and one who usurped a sage’s message and distorted 

it to fit his own needs.” 

Alex coughed after his drag, and handed the pipe off to Nathan. 

The void the silence created when Seth stopped ranting seemed 

detectable around Alex, like one of those vacuum pack machines he saw 

on infomercials late at night. He felt claustrophobic and he gasped: 

“Oh, while we’re on this topic . . . I was watching TMZ the other day 

and it suddenly made sense-“ Alex paused only to take another drag from 

the pipe that had already made its way back to him, “celebrities are 

our gods. You know how in ancient times people would talk about their 

gods in stories passed down verbally and then eventually written down 

as myth? But what if those people were just normal people with really 

great agents? What if they were just local celebrities?” 

“You know who’s a god?” Alex began, “Trent Reznor.” 



Nathan nodded.  

Seth started, “’Cause the Trojan War was a real war fictionalized 

by Homer in the Iliad.”  

“It was very likely an oral story long long before ‘Homer’,” he 

made exaggerated air quotes, “came along and wrote it down. And whether 

or not ‘Homer’ the man ever existed is hotly debated. In any case, the 

Trojan War was fictionalized long before the Iliad,” Alex interjected.   

Seth nodded, “yah, there probably was an Achilles and an Ajax and 

a Hector. I doubt the real reason for the war was Helen, but it does 

make for a good story.” 

“Woah, what if people four hundred, or five hundred years in the 

future look back to Indiana Jones and they believe that the stylized 

way World War II is presented in the movie was how things actually 

were?” Nathan’s eyes opened the widest Alex had ever seen. White was 

clearly visible around his entire iris of both eyes. 

“Well, I don’t think we believe that the version Homer wrote is 

an accurate representation of what happened, but I see where you’re 

going. What if they misinterpreted what we actually thought and 

believed and didn’t realize that we only watched Indiana Jones for 

entertainment and not because we believed it happened?” Alex said. 

“What if that’s how religions started?” Nathan looked around at 

both Alex and Seth. “What if the whole story of God, and Moses, and 

Jesus was meant as fiction, as entertainment? Millions of people are 

following a religion that was never meant to be a religion at all. What 

if they were just stories meant as an escape from the shittiness of 

everyday life in the Middle East? What if it was only the people many 

many years later who picked up these texts and misinterpreted what the 

original writers intended and built up this religion when the writers 

all acknowledged that they were only stories?” 



Seth laughed. “Did you forget the conversation we had like two 

seconds ago? But I guess that’s a very interesting point. Maybe it was 

for entertainment and not for answers.” 

 “It could’ve been both,” Alex said. 

  Seth took a drag on the joint and realized: “I think this is 

pretty much out. You want me to fill a pipe again?” 

  They both nodded and Seth took another baggie out of his backpack 

and began loading the bowl. 

“Fuck, I love hanging out with you guys! We always talk about 

such abstract shit. It’s great.” 

A rush of stoned ecstasy overtook him and in that instant the 

music they were listening to in his room clicked his surroundings into 

an all-out rave. 

When he slowly filtered back into reality, Seth Brock was 

standing against the wall. Nathan Levy, was playing Dynasty Warriors 4.  

 He closed his eyes and was transported back to the rave. But he 

was sitting on a couch and there was something next to him. 

  It was a dog. 

 It spoke to him in Helvetica. 

Alex’s eyes shot open and he saw that he was back in the 

apartment. 

He was so stoned that he very quickly moved on to another thought 

pattern: “What if our existence . . . or . . . wait . . . what if our 

perception of our existence isn’t the same as everyone else?” Alex 

leaned his head up against the large poster of the Pink Floyd back 

catalogue and he started to smile. 

“It isn’t.” 

 



Chapter 2 

    

  Alex’s headphones were still quietly playing one of the 

relaxation sessions his psychiatrist had recommended. He’d gone to 

sleep, had a dream, woken up, and clumsily tried to scribble down what 

it was about in his newest journal before heading back to sleep.  

  The sound shook Alex from sleep. His eyes shot open and his 

nervous gaze flashed around the dark room erratically.  

“Hello?” The hoarse, choked sound passed across his tongue, limp 

and unintelligible.  

He fumbled for the light at the side of his bed. He could feel 

the presence of someone else in his room. His heart beat furiously 

inside his chest and his racing mind built crazy scenarios in his head 

about what could be inside his room. 

Was it some burglar? On the fifth floor? No.  

It might be Nathan. 

“Nathan?” he’d wanted to whisper but instead it came out sounding 

like air escaping from a leaky tire. 

No, Nathan wouldn’t do that to me. Would he do that to me? 

“Gwen?” he whispered into the darkness. In that split second of 

cognizant thought, Alex remembered her. 

Emerald. 

He missed her. 

And then the anxiety flooded back over him. 

What if the architects of reality are monitoring what I’m 

thinking and they know that I’m questioning how reality works and they 

want me to stop before I discover what’s behind the curtain? Maybe 

they’re here to kill me! 



Alex finally managed to turn on the small light, dividing the 

room into distinct pockets of light and shadow. The shadows made shapes 

that Alex’s paranoid mind quickly interpreted to be unfriendly. He 

threw off the covers and ran to the light switch by the door. When he 

turned the light on, he saw his bookshelf with writing reference books, 

a row of Michael Crichton novels, the Clan of the Cave Bear novel that 

Claire had given him last summer, and more than a few philosophy books. 

By his bed, and his old 90’s boom box, was his collection of CDs. Nine 

Inch Nails, Mr. Bungle, Primus; everything was where it should be. 

Everything was surprisingly tranquil and quiet.  

The sound ripped through the heavy wooden door to Alex’s room. 

It was coming from the living room. 

His whole body tightened. 

  He cautiously reached for his doorknob and slowly entered the 

hallway leading out to the living room. 

 “Nathan?” He called again weakly. 

Everything was black. He felt around for the light switch and 

found the protrusion and frantically flicked it up and down but it did 

nothing. He was still trapped inside the darkness. 

“Hello?” 

As he entered the living room he saw that the television was 

flickering. On the couch, staring directly into the static on the 

television, was the dog. 

 <<Why are you still questioning?>> White text appeared beneath 

the dog. 

 “This isn’t real,” Alex said. “This can’t be real.” 

 <<You can’t change anything, you realize>>  

 The lights turned on and Nathan stepped into the living room. 

“What’s wrong?” 



“Nathan, there was a dog-“ when Alex gestured in the direction of 

the couch he saw that it was, in fact, empty and that the television 

was off. 

“A dog?” He laughed, stepping over to the fridge to grab a snack. 

“You may want to think about laying off the pot before bedtime.” 

“But it was-“ Alex decided it was too late, or rather far too 

early in the morning to be arguing about anything. He stumbled back 

into his room and tried to go back to sleep. 

 

*   *   * 

 

The morning came far too quickly. Alex awoke to the alarm blaring 

out its horrible sound, welcoming yet another shitty workday.  

He groaned: “I have to be at work in an hour.” 

 Sitting up he saw the opened journal on the table beside the bed. 

  Had I left it on the table? He had to think.  

   Picking up the journal, he looked at the last entry. It was like 

reading it for the first time. He didn’t remember writing it. The 

handwriting seemed frantic and rushed. 

He remembered it all. He remembered the terror he felt hearing 

that grating single note screamed by the disembodied voices. The white 

light and the dark cloud were chasing one another again. Just before he 

woke up he was sure the dark cloud’s eyeless stare had fixed itself on 

him. It was aware of him. And it knew that Alex was aware of it. 

Another alarm tore him from his memories. 

He still had to get ready for work. 

Chapter 3 

    



“Excuse me, Sir.” 

A city police officer flagged him over. 

Alex’s whole body tightened. 

Do I still have any weed on me? He had to think. He never carried 

any joints or anything around with him. All of his pot was in his 

wooden box in his room.  

Right? 

He put his hands in his pockets to feel around for any sign of 

something that would get him busted. 

  “Yes?” 

“I’m Richard Pierce with the Winnipeg Police. I wonder if you 

would be able to help. We’re investigating the disappearance of a woman 

on the fourth floor of your apartment building, Ms. Jennifer Claypool. 

She lived in 406.” 

 Alex relaxed slightly.   

  The officer showed him a photo of the woman. 

“She had a fortune telling business out of her apartment and went 

by the name Miss Ambrosia Skye. Do you know Ms. Claypool? Or have you 

ever spoken to her?” 

 “No, I’m sorry. I haven’t.” 

“Well, here’s my card if you talk to anyone who might know about 

Ms. Claypool.” 

 “Thanks, I’ll ask around.” 

  Alex put the card in his pocket and he started walking off to 

work.  He’d definitely be late now.  

  Dale will shit bricks. 

 “Have a good day, Sir,” the officer waved as Alex continued off 

to work. 

  



   *   *   * 

 

  Dale had been quite angry when Alex finally arrived at work, 15 

minutes late. Walking from the apartment to work usually took 20 

minutes so he actually made pretty great time, considering. 

  But that didn’t stop Alex from getting written up. 

  For some miraculous reason they’d stationed him in the Café 

instead of drive-thru. His first customers were an elderly couple who 

ordered two small coffees; just plain black coffees. 

Each was $1.91.   

Immediately he felt a weird vibe flaring off from the elderly 

couple; a distinct, visceral feeling of déjà vu. 

They got the coffees but then for some reason they’d waited at 

the hand off plane and asked Alex: “what’s this one?” . . . “what’s 

this one?” for each of the drinks that went out. 

He knew that none of them was theirs since they’d only paid for 

the plain black coffees so he tried to ignore them, and then a rush 

began. There had been a massive line up of people and Alex was doing 

pretty well keeping up with all the drinks, but then the complaints 

started.   

  “Um . . . where’s my medium non-fat sugar-free vanilla latte?”   

“Is my decaf quad large extra-hot, no-foam, one splenda, Caramel 

Macchiato coming up? I’ve been waiting almost ten minutes.”  

  The elderly couple had been stealing drinks from the hand off 

plane and hadn’t even left the store with them. They were still camped 

out at a table with a cache of drinks in front of them, and the two 

tall coffees that they’d paid for were sitting up on the hand off 

plane. 

Alex stood there, dumbfounded. He remembered. 



He laughed. 

“I remember this.” 

 

Chapter 4 

    

When Alex got home from work he began paging through his old 

journals to see if there were any other events he’d seen. He was amazed 

at how much of what he’d written in his notebooks he’d since forgotten. 

He felt like he was rediscovering himself. 

 

I don’t want to have kids ‘cause I don’t want to pass on my 

defective genes. Mankind will be better without my contribution. 

 

Research Solipsism!! 

 

I dread getting high because of the horrible feeling of 

remembering what I haven’t experienced yet.  

 

 Alex stopped reading. He hadn’t thought about it in awhile but 

yes, the feeling of déjà vu was most apparent when he was stoned. 

That horrible feeling. 

Alex grabbed his newest notebook and began writing. 

 

If I can remember something I haven’t experienced yet, that 

means I have absolutely no free will. If everything in daily life 

can play out exactly the way that I “remember” it, then every 

interaction, between every human being on the planet would have 

to have been the same or else even one person, deciding to do 



something different somewhere else could change the outcome of 

what I remember. 

That elderly couple HAD to take those drinks.  

That girl the cop was asking about HAD to disappear. 

The dream I had last night HAD to happen. 

Maybe I should kill myself. 

 

 He caught himself as he wrote it. Kill myself? Where did that 

come from?  

  He remembered the dog, speaking in Helvetica. 

  “Did you end up getting off work for Scott’s party tonight?” 

Nathan appeared in the doorway and Alex shrieked. 

 Nathan laughed. 

 “Holy shit,” Alex’s heart thudded madly in his chest. “Knock 

first.” 

“Sorry, man,” Nathan shrugged. “It’s not like you’re jacking off 

or anything. You’re just writing in your notebook. So how ‘bout it? Are 

you still coming to Scott’s party tonight?” 

Alex nodded forgetting about his notebook and replacing it with 

excited thoughts of possibilities, “Hell yah, after a week like this I 

need to get really fucking messed.” 

“Speaking of which,” Nathan walked back into the living room to 

get his coat and pulled out a bag with a couple squares of paper. He 

handed the bag to Alex. 

“And this is?” 

“Guess.” 

“Is that . . . are those little paper squares of South Park 

characters?” 



“Acid, my friend,” Nathan smiled, happily. 

“Acid? How’d you get a hold of acid?” 

“Remember Greg?” 

“Yah, from school.” 

“Well, he has a connection and he hooked us up. I got six. Three 

for me and three for you.” 

“Whoa. I don’t know. I think I’m going to stick with pot.” 

“Come on, man. I don’t wanna do this alone. You heard what Seth 

said.  We have to try it. At least once. If you don’t like it we don’t 

ever have to do it again.” 

“It’s the liking it that I’m worried about.” 

“Come on, you’re always looking to expand your mind and discover 

truth, right? Greg told me that when you drop acid everything is 

finally explained.  The haziness of the world drips away and everything 

becomes clear.” 

Alex laughed, “Wow, that sounded extremely rehearsed, Nathan.” 

“Come on, man. I don’t want to do this alone.” 

Alex rolled his eyes. “Fine, fine. But I think I should start off 

with one.” 

“Two.” 

 “Okay, fine two.” 

“Then you should probably do three. Why separate Stan, Kyle and 

Cartman?” 

“What happened to Kenny?”  

“They killed, Kenny.” 

“You bastards.” 

Both chuckled, amused at their stoned wittiness. As the laughter 

began to subside, Alex’s gaze fell on the pair of boxes, “oh!” 

 “What?” 



 “Those boxes are really freaking me out, man.” Alex couldn’t 

believe he’d just forgotten about those strange boxes. How is that 

possible? That’s something far too weird to just forget about. They’re 

identical fucking boxes! How could I have forgotten about them? 

 “Oh shit. The boxes! I forgot about them!” 

“You forgot about them?” Alex was caught off guard by the 

loudness of his own voice. “How could you forget two absolutely 

identical boxes? Same scratches, same discolorations? It’s fuckin’ 

freaky, man.”   

 

Chapter 5 

 

“How do I look?” 

The sun had disappeared behind the Winnipeg skyline and all that 

was left was a posthumous glow that lit up the buildings on the 

opposite bank of the Red River. 

“Like Alex.” 

“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” 

“Dude, it’s a good thing. Relax. If you hook up with someone, you 

hook up with someone. Don’t actively go out looking ‘cause chicks can 

totally sense when you’re on the prowl.” 

“It’s seriously been like a month, man.” 

“Sure, a month,” Nathan chuckled.   

“Okay, fine, more like 8 months.” 

“And it’ll be longer if you don’t chill.” 

  Alex and Nathan had arrived much earlier than everyone else. They 

usually played Wii games with Scott before parties; it was somewhat of 

a tradition. Alex was really excited to play Super Mario Galaxy on 



acid.  They’d taken the LSD before they began their walk over to 

Scott’s house.  Alex didn’t really feel any different.  

  It was partway into the first observatory when Alex noticed he 

was feeling high, but he was high in a different way than he’d ever 

experienced before. It wasn’t that hazy, warm high that pot gave him. 

No, this was an intense, visceral, palpable, and strikingly lucid high. 

His brain was buzzing at a million light-years a second and he was 

Mario. He was seeing the endless Universe stretching out in front of 

him through his own eyes. He felt the pull of gravity from the smaller 

objects around Mario and he felt the inertia he would have felt had the 

game been real. 

 I wonder if planets that small really would have their own 

gravity. Instantly he wanted to be in that world. That world was so 

much cooler than the boring, mundane world he experienced every day. He 

would have a Princess that he’d travel the galaxy to save. He’d face 

off against large foes and experience weird surreal surroundings and be 

able to take magic mushrooms that changed his physical makeup.   

 He jumped up onto a platform and wiggled the motion sensitive 

controller, and a yellow star launched him into space. He flew off to 

the next large floating rock that had a strong enough gravitational 

pull to allow him to run on its surface. The colors around Alex were so 

intense and the crystal clarity of space beyond was staggering. He was 

breathless for a moment, but then realized that oxygen was important 

and inhaled loudly.   

 He began running erratically around the small ball of rock to 

which his avatar was confined until he found another launch point. It 

was only a few seconds afterward that Alex remembered that he was 

controlling the avatars movements with the controllers in his hands.   



 What if we’re all just avatars in some videogame and someone else 

is controlling us? What if God is some kind of pimply kid in his 

parents’ basement playing the whole Universe as if it were a videogame? 

 Alex dropped the controllers. “I’m out.” 

 “What?” Scott laughed. 

 “This is way too fucking real.” Everyone around him burst into 

laughter. “Whoever created this game is a fucking genius.” 

 “Yah,” Nathan said. “Shigeru Miyamoto is a god!” 

 It wasn’t just the visuals; the music and the sound effects where 

wholly consuming and added to the realness of the videogame world he 

had been experiencing.  

 He had to detach himself from the videogame world or, he knew, he 

wouldn’t want to leave. 

 “Anyone else want to play?” He asked.   

 Nathan volunteered and Alex went over to get one of the drinks 

he’d brought along. He opened the fridge and found that it was fully 

stocked with cola and his six bottles of beer were in the front corner. 

He didn’t feel like having any beer. 

 “Whose Coke is this? Can I have one?” 

 “The Cokes are mine,” a blonde girl sitting beside Nathan called 

over to him. “And yes, you can have one.” 

 Coming back into the living room there was a loud knock at the 

door and Alex felt the shock of the sound waves jolt through his body 

as they passed through him. His whole body shuddered. He was suddenly 

horrified.   

  It’s the police.   

Somehow they knew. Somehow.   

They are coming to arrest us all.   



 The blonde girl who’d given him the Coke walked over to the door 

and a group of about six people filed in.   

  The blonde introduced herself as Sara, and proceeded to introduce 

the new arrivals to him, but he couldn’t latch on to any meaning in her 

words.  

  He ended up just shaking all their hands and watching them move 

over to the rest of the group who were surrounding the television. 

 He absently heard Scott and a couple other people enter the room 

behind Sara’s group of friends and Nathan called a hello to them.   

  There are too many people here, Alex realized. Too many! 

  He began to feel weird. He heard Nathan’s voice, but it didn’t 

sound like Nathan’s voice. It was slower. In fact, the whole world 

around him had gotten slower. The movement of the people in the small, 

claustrophobic living room was delayed slightly.   

 And then he noticed he had to pee. 

 He excused himself quietly, but no one heard him, or gave him any 

kind of response to make me think that they’d heard him.   

  He closed the door to the bathroom behind himself and then 

wondered: When you pee, are there muscles that release to let gravity 

pull the urine out? Or do we have muscles that squeeze the urine out of 

our bladders? 

 He contemplated that puzzle as he watched his stream of bright 

yellow urine leap into the toilet making a thunderous noise that 

reverberated around in the air of the small bathroom. 

 He was so zoned out that he hadn’t realized he’d finished peeing. 

He was standing in the bathroom by himself, holding his dick.   

  He laughed.   

  He washed his hands and looked up at the mirror. The face staring 

back at him wasn’t the face he recognized to be his. It looked the same 



but something about it was off. He couldn’t place it. He just knew that 

the face in the mirror wasn’t him. 

 His lower back suddenly felt warm and he turned his head as far 

as it would go to look at it. He didn’t dare turn to show his back to 

the mirror.   

  I don’t want the me in the mirror seeing whatever is making my 

back warm.   

  Secretively, he lifted up the back of his shirt and tried to see 

what was wrong with his back.   

  There was nothing.   

It was all normal.   

 He caught himself. Why wouldn’t it be? He shook his head and 

laughed, turning back to the mirror.   

  Everything was normal. 

 Still, he didn’t want to look at his reflection any longer. He 

closed his eyes and blindly felt for the bathroom doorknob. When his 

hand finally wrapped around it, he pulled the door open and exited; 

making sure not to open his eyes before he was completely out of the 

bathroom. 

 “Oh sorry, a line isn’t one . . . one . . . one dimension, 

sorry,” A dark haired man in a green jacket was talking to a group of 

people who had formed a circle around him. He had drawn a little stick 

figure on the top piece of lined paper on a large stack of probably a 

hundred or two hundred pages. “But if you calculate the area of a line 

between another line, then that’s two dimensions. So any time you have 

any sort of area then you have a two dimensional being. You know, base 

times height and other different formulas for . . . yah . . . and 

you’ve got your x-axis and your y-axis . . ,” he drifted off.    



  Alex had no idea what the man was talking about but he was 

intrigued.  

 “If it’s just a line then it can be a line in any direction and 

that’s one dimensional but anyway . . . we’ve got Hermite, and he’s a 

two dimensional creature. Now,” 

 “Goddamned two dimensional creatures,” Alex laughed.  

 Everyone turned to look at him but they didn’t say anything. In 

unison, they all turned back to look at the dark haired man and he 

continued: “Now here’s the thing, remember in High School that they had 

a line going through the origin, right?  And if you add any kind of 

constant then it’s another line that’s parallel or whatever. As long as 

they had the same slope and other attributes then they were just 

parallel and they would only differ by a constant, right?” 

 Everyone nodded, but Alex was so fucking lost. He had no idea 

what was going on. 

 “Okay, so this is slowly easing into the concept of parallel 

universes.” 

 Alex moved in closer. 

 “So this creature is totally oblivious, he can only perceive in 

2-D, so if we’re to, I mean . . . look at all these pages,” the man 

thumbed through the stack of lined paper underneath the drawing of 

Hermite. “These represent all the alternate universes for Hermite. So 

if we were to . . . wooooop . . . bring him down through all of these 

levels . . . bringing him down through here . . . through here . . . 

through here . . ,” the dark haired man took the paper with Hermite off 

the top and slowly ran it down the stack of papers and randomly 

inserted it inside, “he wouldn’t know what the fuck was going on. All 

he’d see is his universe is suddenly changing around him and nothing is 

changing him. Like he . . . oh, wait . . . he would be unaware, 



actually, of the whole process. Just like with us and time travel. Now 

there’s this whole-” he stopped and looked pensive for a moment.   

  Alex didn’t know what to think. Was he just resting? Was he 

trying to remember something? What was going on?  

 “There’s also this theory called Vector Space Theory, in which it 

explains how objects can move around and whatever and as a consequence 

of how things are defined numerically it also inev- . . . inevi- . . . 

inevitably brings up this notion of parallel universes,” the dark 

haired man took in a breath of air. 

 One of the other people who Alex didn’t recognize took this break 

in the lecture to say: “I was thinking, that they have a lot of 

theories that are so fundamentally similar that they are possibly just 

smaller parts of a larger unified theory that they just haven’t 

realized yet. And that together they’re . . . I mean . . . everyone’s 

always fighting about how their point is better but maybe they’re all 

just part of the same point.” 

 “Like religion!” One of the people in the group added their two 

cents. 

 “Like religion.” Another said with a satisfied grin on his face. 

 “Yah,” Alex laughed. It wasn’t really that funny, but he was 

amused at the notion that someone had just repeated someone else’s idea 

and made it sound like it was their own. Or maybe he was just repeating 

to agree with it.   

 “Yah, like even on this list,” the dark haired man went thumbing 

through the papers.   

  Alex didn’t know why he had these papers along with him or what 

he was ultimately doing with them. School hadn’t started yet so it 

couldn’t be homework. Was this last semester’s homework? How did they 

even get on this topic? 



 The dark haired man continued: “it says here . . . for one of the 

questions . . .” 

 In the instant between words, Alex had a fully formed idea burst 

into his skull. But as abruptly as it came, it disappeared. He was 

trying to remember what it was about. 

 We’re getting smarter. We’re getting more advanced with our 

technology. Look at video games and how realistic they look and how 

expansive their- 

  He didn’t get time to finish his thought before the dark haired 

man started talking again. 

 “It says: define what the determinant of a matrix is. Um, uh, 

calculate the determinant . . . well, the professor said, um, ‘well 

actually there’s some slight ambiguity in there cause you could do this 

. . . or this . . . or this . . . or by this method’,” Alex didn’t know 

what the man meant by this, and had no idea what other methods he was 

talking about. “Or whatever, so it’s like . . . okay . . . we know that 

the determinant is a . . . is a specified scalar or that we . . . we 

compute, or that . . . that number that we get out of this process is, 

um, it generates this number’, well what the hell? What the hell did we 

just do? Well, it’s the same with this . . . you know . . . like the 

square root of nine. That’s equal to three. Well that’s also equal to 

two plus one. And three - that’s also equal to six minus three and . . 

. three is also equal to . . . you know . . .  the cubed root of twenty 

seven.” 

 “Yah,” everyone agreed. 

 Alex was always terrible at math. He hated numbers and he hated 

math. 

 “It’s that equivalence property that we take advantage of. And . 

. . uh, that’s why . . . that’s why if there are any complications in 



math or science it’s because, oh I could do this in so many different 

ways!” 

 “That’s true,” one of the people in the group said. 

 “What’s the best?” The dark haired man inquired.   

 “The Christian way,” Alex laughed. 

 Again, everyone turned to look at him, but this time they did 

acknowledge Alex and they laughed.   

  Alex smiled. 

 “Sometime I want to go to the church of Jesus Christ of Latter 

Day Saints,” a person with a frayed, blonde ‘fro said.   

 No one said anything after that. The group kind of dispersed and 

Alex sat down beside Nathan. 

 “How are you feeling, buddy?” He asked. 

 “Interesting,” Alex said, smiling.   

 “It’s hitting you?” He asked. 

 “Yah, I, uh . . . yah,” he said and burst out laughing.   

“I’m going to go get a drink,” Nathan said and stood up to head 

for the fridge.   

 He was astonished at how different a high acid was from pot. It 

wasn’t muddy and warm. It was a clear stream of endlessly mind-blowing 

thoughts that burst into the head and then disappeared to make way for 

the next one. Time has slowed around him, so much so that it was making 

him wonder if it had stopped completely. 

 “You have to hear this story!” There were voices that pulled Alex 

out of his introspective bubble. 

 “What story?” wondered a guy who Laura had introduced him to but 

Alex didn’t remember what his name was. 

 “Yah, what story?” Alex asked, standing up and joining their 

circle. 



 “Okay,” the guy telling the story was another of Laura’s co-

workers. He had a sporty toque on and was wearing sunglasses. Alex 

remembered his name was Ted.  

  Or Ed. 

Or possibly Fred. 

He had slightly darker skin and a fairly diminutive build. “So I 

was seeing this girl a while back and things started to get hot and 

heavy in the St. Vital Wal-mart parking lot,” 

 “In a Wal-mart parking lot?” Alex wasn’t sure who’d said it but 

it sounded like the voice was coming from behind Laura but he couldn’t 

be sure. 

 “It gets better, I promise you,” Ted said. “So we’re getting all 

hot and bothered and I’m taking her pants off and suddenly I start 

smelling something a little . . . off.” 

 “Like what?” Alex asked. 

 Ted turned to glare at him. Alex cringed from the negativity 

flaring off of Ted. He made a point to remember to keep his mouth shut. 

 “We kept going further and further and then we’re both naked and 

I see . . . she has a colostomy bag,” 

 “Ew!!” There was a collective groan of disgust from the circle. 

 “I could see she was very embarrassed about it so I didn’t really 

draw attention to it. We continued making out, things progressed, and 

we started having sex. We were zipping around from position to 

position-“ 

 “In the Wal-mart parking lot,” Alex laughed, and then cringed as 

Ted’s eyes shot daggers at him. “Sorry.” 

 “So we’re still fucking and then we go into sixty-nine. And I’m 

eating her out and she’s gobbling down my cock and then I feel 

something warm on my chest.” 



 “Ew!”  

 “Her colostomy bag has started to leak and it’s dripping on my 

chest.  The more she gyrates the more it comes loose until finally the 

whole bag comes raining down on my chest, but I’m so close I couldn’t 

stop then. I waited till I came to say: ‘do you smell that?’.”  

 “That’s disgusting,” Laura said from beside me. 

 Oh my god. Alex suddenly felt sick. Colostomy bag! 

He remembered his discussion with Nathan from a few days ago. 

  

Yah, I remember there being something on my back . . 

. and something about gravity and stars or something. This 

random guy was talking about some kind of math problem and 

. . . oh, you’d left for some reason and I was standing by 

this group of people and this one guy was telling this 

nasty story of a girl with a colostomy bag. 

  

 “I am seeing the future,” He said aloud. 

 “You’re what?” The girl beside him laughed. 

She was laughing and there was something sinister and mocking in 

that laugh, as though she knew. 

Like she was in on it. 

“None of this is real!” 

“Calm down buddy, um, where’s your friend?” the girl asked trying 

to soothe Alex, who was quickly becoming hysterical. 

“We have no choices,” Alex said, staring off anxiously into 

nothing. “Anything we do is already predetermined. I had to come to 

this party tonight. You had to let those people in. I had to play Super 

Mario Galaxy. I had to do three hits of acid.” 



“Oh fuck, dude,” the girl’s eyes widened. “You did three hits of 

acid?” 

She tried to flag some other people over to assist her. 

She helped him back to the couch and offered to go get him some 

water. 

Alex could see Scott and that blonde girl talking just beside the 

television and she looked kind of pissed off. She didn’t seem like she 

belonged in their crowd. She was a kind of easy attractive in her 

revealing bar-star outfit. Her hair was all done up as though she was 

going somewhere special. Alex began to wonder if this wasn’t just a pit 

stop on her way to another party. 

 He was mesmerized by her hair, or more so by the movement of it. 

It was kind of waving back and forth on top of her head as though it 

was caught inside some kind of swell-ridden sea that only affected the 

space around her head. 

 Alex turned to the person next to him on the couch, who turned 

out to be Nathan, and said: “Look at her hair. What’s going on with her 

hair?” 

 He laughed. “What do you mean?”  

 “Look at how it’s moving!” Alex pointed, shakily. 

 “I’m not seeing it move,” Nathan laughed.    

He looked at Nathan and, in a horrific instant, saw his facial 

features begin traveling around his face. His left eye was wiggling up 

and down and the right one was squirming side to side. His mouth was 

curling up and then unwinding, curling up and then unwinding.   

Alex let out a short terrified yelp before he realized that it 

was just the acid.   

He was just tripping out.   



He tried to calm himself but then he started feeling it. It was 

as though something was moving through him and everything in the room; 

slowly pulling miniscule amounts of matter away from the space around 

them. He felt little particles of himself disappearing. He wondered 

where they were going and who was taking them, and for what purpose.   

“Someone’s stealing our matter,” Alex whispered to Nathan, but he 

laughed and continued playing Super Mario Galaxy. “No really. We’re 

slowly disappearing.” 

He could feel that more and more matter was being sucked out of 

existence and there were big patches of black around the room. He 

rubbed his eyes, hoping that maybe he just had something in them, but 

when they opened, even more matter had disappeared. 

He whispered incoherent, anxious words to himself before finally 

revealing, in a voice a couple decibels to loudly: “I think I took some 

bad acid.” 

“I’m fine,” Nathan said. “We took from the same batch. You’re 

just worrying. Just go with it. It’ll be less freaky if you just go 

with it.” 

Alex exhaled slowly and tried to relax; tried to go with it. His 

brain began to crash. Thoughts were getting muddled and ext-ej-ra –gid-

pieces of som-tdi-ething were bein-eagkdo and ta-ejk-king over-

sigfjieal! 

I t-iejh-ried to . . .  

Jeil dnb waloo ebshi dl!  Jie lsldki nbe looi hwd bej. 

“En . . . EN!!” J elso dbb. 

Eos by keoos bywl wjo ahj bei? 

Sjen bey juj fjso qgtwdjhf  sjhu tdlo. 

“Ghe soo?” 

“Sbu soo?” 



S wbdi sloo buass tyei ok goskjh seuu gbud; beid asuu fgu soie 

wpq.  Doelk gi goll.  Djwight lsokgh bid ghdfu woek loo? 

“AIELLLLLLLL!” I-skd –fjk-scre-dl-amed and he saw that –dk-every-

tui-no one was looking over at him. At first he didn’t know why they 

weren’t coming to help him, but then he realized he was just sitting 

quietly on the couch.   

Alex was screaming frantically inside his own head, but his body 

was sitting perfectly still; staring forward. 

It was Nathan who first noticed something was wrong. 

“Are you okay?” Nathan asked him. 

Alex stopped.   

What the hell just happened? He felt as though his entire 

existence had been reduced to digital zeroes and ones; that he was 

simply a badly programmed computer application. I wonder - what is 

real? Are our senses what we perceive to be reality? If so, our senses 

can easily be tricked or confused, so what really is reality? Is 

reality tactile sensation like touch? If we can touch something, then 

it becomes real, right? But it’s our nerves that report to our brain 

with messages of tactile sensations and since they’re sending messages 

to the brain, couldn’t it work the opposite way? Maybe the brain is 

telling our nerves that there are sensations we’re feeling. Maybe we’re 

always stationary, stuck somewhere, and our brains give us the illusion 

of movement and interaction with things that don’t technically exist.   

“Maybe we are all just machines,” Alex pondered. “Just zeroes and 

ones.” 

Nathan came to sit beside him on the couch. “Dude, are you okay? 

Do you want to lay down for a bit?” 

Alex shook his head. He was just staring forward, looking at the 

disorienting images that were popping up on the television. He was too 



out of it to recognize them as any sort of program. To him it just 

looked like intersecting colors with no determined purpose or pattern. 

“Do you need something to drink?” 

“Maybe I should have some water,” Alex said. “I think that some 

girl is getting me water.” He swung his head around, but he couldn’t 

see her anywhere. 

They both got up and walked over to the kitchen. Alex downed an 

entire glass of water, and then poured another two after that.   

“Just chill for a bit; don’t get too worked up,” Nathan said, but 

then for some reason he laughed. “Did everything just taste like purple 

for a second?” 

“You know,” Alex said, for no apparent reason, “no action is 

right or wrong.”   

He was frightened by the sound of his own voice speaking. He 

hadn’t needed to think about it before he said it. The words had just 

fallen out. 

I don’t have any choice. I cannot make any choices! 

“What?” Nathan said before downing another glass of water. 

“I was just thinking,” Alex started, “an action can’t be right or 

wrong. It’s just an action. It’s our cultural attitudes toward that 

action that dictates if it is right or wrong.”  

“I’m not following.” 

 “Okay, Slavery.” 

“Okay, Slavery,” Nathan smirked in a mocking tone. 

“The ancient world thought it was okay. The majority were fine 

with owning slaves. But today, it should be unthinkable to have slaves, 

right?  What changed? The way people think about slavery. Slavery isn’t 

right or wrong, it just is. It’s people who project their beliefs and 

ideals onto actions to designate whether it’s right or wrong. It has to 



be us as a culture that evolves to enable equal rights to all 

individuals. People see some things we’ve done in the past as tradition 

and are very reluctant to any sort of change. For instance, ‘people of 

other races are inferior’, ‘the woman’s place is in the home’, 

‘marriage is between a man and a woman’, these are only truisms if you 

were indoctrinated into that particular philosophy that says those 

ideas are correct. There’s no inherent truth in those ideas. Those are 

concepts that humans have created and chosen to follow. I think people 

need to re-examine philosophies that we take for granted as being true. 

For everything we do, every moment of the day, we should be asking: 

why?” 

“So what about murder? Murder is always wrong.” 

“It is? What about war then? We go overseas and kill people from 

other countries, so why is that right when we believe murder is wrong? 

Then killing can’t be wrong if it’s right some of the time. A 

philosophy prof once told me that the majority of people who are pro-

war are also anti-abortion, and the majority of people who are anti-war 

are also pro-abortion. Neat contradiction, eh? I fall into the latter 

category. There’s too many people on the planet anyway.” 

“Interesting point.” 

“Did you know that we’re the only animals that drink other 

animals’ milk?” Alex said. 

The blonde bar-star Scott had been arguing with was within 

earshot and was visibly offended by Alex’s statement. “Excuse me?” 

“Oh, I was just telling Nathan that we’re the only animals that 

drink other animals’ milk,” Alex said. 

“Well, I am not an animal.” 

“Well, yah you are. We all are,” Alex made a grand gesture 

directed at the people in the room around him. 



“Maybe you are, but I’m not.” 

“Are you human?” 

“Of course, don’t be an asshole.” 

“Then you’re an animal. Homo-sapiens are mammals and therefore 

animals.” 

  The girl gave them the finger and stormed off. 

The door burst open and Alex jumped.   

“Oh, fuck!” He shouted. 

It’s a raid? They’re coming to arrest me.   

He hid behind the room divider between the kitchen and the front 

doorway.   

“Sorry I’m late,” It was Joanna; a girl both Nathan and Alex had 

gone to school with. She saw Alex, shouted something at him, and then 

ran over.  It was all very unnerving, but he found she was running over 

to give him a hug, and he relaxed slightly. “How are you doing?” She 

asked. 

“I’m kind of tripping out,” he confessed. 

“You didn’t!” She said. 

“He did,” Nathan said running up behind him. “And I have these 

wonderful things for you,” he passed her some small pills that looked 

like smaller versions of SweetTarts. 

She popped them in her mouth as she took off her shoes and joined 

the party.    

 “So what did I miss?” She asked. 

 “A discussion of the existence of parallel universes and my 

epiphany that we’re all digital; zeroes and ones,” Alex said flatly. 

 “I love you guys,” she gave him a hug. “You’re so weird.” 



 Their core group of friends shouted scattered hellos to Joanna, 

and she eventually introduced herself to the rest of the people at the 

party whom she didn’t already know. 

 Alex saw that Scott and the blonde girl were once again arguing 

in the corner about something and he laughed. His gaze landed on a 

guitar propped up in its stand beside Scott and he got the sudden urge 

to play.   

  He walked over and picked up Scott’s black Takamine G-series 

guitar, it reminded him of his own, which he affectionately named 

Brooklyn. He began strumming one of his original songs. 

 Alex closed his eyes and listened to the music emanating from the 

strings of the guitar. Brooklyn’s doppelganger sang out in soft tones 

that morphed from sound into colors in his mind. Where there was once 

blackness, a lush array of cascading colors flowed across his mind’s 

eye. He began singing and he felt the vibration of his vocal chords in 

his throat, and it tickled.  He continued watching the colors and 

slowly they began to blend together to form pictures.  

 On the right-hand side of his vision, if that’s what it could be 

called, he saw a painted tree. At first, it was made of solid colors, 

but then suddenly there were accents of lighter and darker browns to 

distinguish the bark. The top of the tree sprouted differentiating 

greens and yellows and he could make out the individual leaves. There 

was an explosion of color and there was no longer any black space.   

 It didn’t feel like he was moving, but in his mind he was walking 

down a dirt path past the tree and out into an open field. Everything 

around him was lit up in bright luminescent hues and the sky was 

brighter than he’d ever seen it before. Alex looked up and squinted 

into the sun and that’s when he noticed it wasn’t the sun at all. 

Instead, it was a spacecraft of some kind.  It flew in and dropped down 



to hover no more than fifteen feet above him.  The size of the craft 

was almost incomprehensible. He couldn’t see where it ended above him. 

It just seemed to take up the entire atmosphere. He was bathed in an 

even brighter yellow light and out of that light came a face; just a 

face.   

There were no arms, legs, or body; it was just a floating face.   

  <<THAT MUSIC IS AWESOME, MAN>> The face said to him without 

moving its lips. It must have been using some kind of telepathy.   

 “Thank you,” Alex said into the nearly blinding light. 

 <<DID YOU WRITE THAT?>> 

 Alex nodded. 

 <<PLEASE, KEEP PLAYING>> 

 He began playing one of his songs and sang out the words in a way 

he never had before. To him, it almost didn’t sound as though he was 

actually singing. Instead, it sounded like some kind of Angel who knew 

his song and was singing through him. 

 He sang: 

I see the night erupt in gunfire 

I see the faces 

Their blood shot eyes 

But I can’t feel it 

I see the lights race around the sky 

I see we’re down a man  

Tragic 

But I can’t feel it 

Watching the moments shift in and out 

Draining objectivity  



Why do I doubt? 

Ones and Zeroes 

Static flickers 

Hallow images without context 

I see the talking heads go at it 

I see we’re all a little insane 

But I can’t feel it 

I see the arbitrary outrage 

I see this fabricated world implode 

But I can’t feel it 

 <<THAT WAS BEAUTIFUL>> the face said to him. 

 He opened his eyes and another of Sara’s friends was sitting in a 

chair beside the couch watching Alex play guitar. 

 “That was beautiful, man,” he said. “You wrote that?” 

 Alex nodded. 

 “Man, that’s awesome,” he was smiling excitedly. “Would you be 

interested in being in a band? Our last frontman was a huge douche, and 

he didn’t write any songs anyway, so it would be great to have a lead 

singer who actually wrote his own songs.” 

  Alex looked at him, surprised. “Are you serious?” He was more 

than taken aback that someone would be so excited about his original 

music, and it made him excited as well.   

  “Yeah,” Alex said. “I’d love to.” 

 The man stood up and walked over to the kitchen. 

  I guess the conversation is over. Alex laughed, but then he 

thought about it. Did that just happen? Was he really excited about my 

music, or was it just the acid? Maybe the conversation never took 



place. Maybe he was just sitting on the chair beside the couch for an 

entirely different reason and I just imagined that he was talking to me 

about my music.   

  He went to go put the guitar away.   

  His legs felt like jelly and the whole world wobbled around him 

in agreement. As he leaned the guitar into the guitar stand and secured 

the strap in place in front of her neck, Alex realized that the world 

had drained of all its color. Everything and everyone in the room was 

draped in black and white.   

  He immediately felt as though he were in an old 20’s movie and it 

was then that he realized that he couldn’t hear any sounds.   

  I’m deaf!   

Alex looked around at the people in the room, and their clothes, 

began to change. The men were wearing semi-transparent top hats and 

equally ghostly dress suits began to form around their regular 

clothing. He could, however, still make out the clothing underneath the 

dress suits. The women all had short black bobs, which were the style 

at the time, superimposed over their own hairstyles.   

  Sara looked hilarious because she had such long hair and yet the 

bob still appeared over it. 

He realized that he wasn’t in a movie of the 20’s, he was in the 

20’s. 

Out of the silence came the wonderful din of swing music. The 

apartment around him melted away and he was standing in a small hall 

where all the people were dancing wildly to the music. There was a 

small stage over where the television used to be and on the stage was a 

full band. There was a drummer, two saxophone players, a host of 

trumpeters, some trombonists and some were playing weird exotic 

instruments that he’d never heard of before.   



Alex wondered if they were actually instruments that anyone had 

heard of before or if maybe they were just made up by his mind. 

  The whole world went black.   

 I’m blind!   

 Alex called out for people to help him but he couldn’t hear his 

own voice. Am I blind and deaf? Oh no, am I dead? Did I take some 

really bad acid and overdose? I don’t want to die.   

  I’ll never do drugs again. He thought to no one.   

  This was it.   

Alex would have to help himself because there was no such thing 

as God.   

  And then the dog appeared.   

  It was just standing there in the distance.   

  I’m not blind!   

  He could see it in front of him, but couldn’t see what it was 

standing on. Everything else around it was black. To him, it looked 

like the dog was floating, but maybe it was standing on the stage the 

swing band had been on. 

  The dog tilted its head at Alex, staring him directly in the 

eyes.  

  It didn’t make a noise, but the horridly familiar, bold subtitles 

appeared beneath the dog in brightly contrasted white text: 

 <<You’re so far off, kid. Just stop worrying and enjoy it>> 

 

Chapter 6 

 

Alex sat up screaming. 

“What?” Nathan stumbled into the living room. 



Alex hadn’t made it to his own bed and had been lying on the 

floor. 

“What happened?” 

“I’m still not feeling quite right,” he felt hungover, but he 

didn’t remember drinking at Scott’s party. “What time is it?” 

 “What?” Nathan groggily slumped himself down at the kitchen 

table. 

Alex walked over to the clock on the fridge and it saw it was 

3:12pm.  

  “It’s 3 in the afternoon?” 

 “I guess so,” Nathan was holding his sore head against the table. 

 “How’d we get home?” 

 Nathan giggled. “Dude, acid is fucking awesome.” 

 Alex asked again, in a more worried tone. “How did we get home?” 

  Nathan looked deep in thought for a long while before making a 

grandiose and inebriated gesture. “I remember something about a man 

made of vegetables. He called us a chariot made of radishes to take us 

home. 

They looked at each other for a few silent seconds and then both burst 

into laughter. 

 “Just chill, man,” Nathan stood up to grab some water from the 

fridge. “We made it back okay.  What does it matter how?” 

 “I guess you’re right,” Alex sat down at the table. “That was a 

ridiculously intense experience.  Acutally, I still feel fucking high.  

That’s incredible.” 

Nathan turned on the television and groaned. 

“What?” Alex turned to see what Nathan’s problem was. 

  “Nothing, I was just expecting . . . oh shit.” 

 “What?”  



  Nathan brought up the Channel Guide. 

 “Well that explains why Mythbusters isn’t on.” 

 “What?” 

 “It’s Sunday.” 

“Wait, what? How can that be?” 

 “I’m not sure, but it’s definitely Sunday.” 

“Shit. I’m late for work! I only booked off Saturday ‘cause I 

thought that’s all I’d need to recover.” 

 “Well, we did do three hits of acid.” 

 “Jesus, Nathan, why didn’t you tell me this could happen?” 

“I didn’t know this could happen. I’ve never done Acid before.” 

 “Fuck. Dale’s going to shit bricks.”   

  Alex ran around the apartment frantically trying to get his work 

clothes together. Nathan continued watching television. 

 

*   *   * 

 

  “Excuse me!” 

As Alex exited the apartment building, that same officer, Richard 

Pierce, was there to greet him. He pointed at him for a long, awkward 

moment before Alex realized what was going on and shakily gave the 

officer his name. 

“I’m Alex Sunderland.” 

 “Alex, I wonder if you could help me.” 

  “No, sorry, I still don’t know anything about Ms. Claypool.” 

“Who?” Pierce cocked his head to his side. 

Alex was silently confused and closed himself up inside himself. 

Shut up, shut up. He was trying so hard not to show how high he still 

felt. I’ll never do acid again!  



The officer started to speak after a few silent moments staring 

at Alex through narrowed eyelids. “We pulled a body out of the Red 

River just downstream and we’re asking the residents along the river if 

they know this person.” 

  The officer showed Alex a photograph of the woman taken post-

mortem. Her hair was wet and stringy, her face was a marbled grey, and 

her lips were a cold blue.   

  Alex’s eyes widened.    

“She kind of-“ Alex trailed off. 

 “Yes?” 

“Well, she kind of looks like someone in our building, but . . . 

I saw her on the elevator yesterday, uh, I think it was yesterday.” 

 “Oh?” 

  “Yah, no. It can’t be her. The woman I’m thinking about lives 

next door to me, in 503.” 

 “I’ll check it out.” 

 “I’m sorry, I’ve gotta go. I’m already late for work.” 

 “That’s okay, thanks for your help, Alex.” 

 

   *   *   * 

 

  Thankfully his boss wasn’t working. Maria was the shift 

supervisor. He liked working with Maria. 

Alex acknowledged that he was late, apologetically, and quickly 

got into his uniform and out onto the café floor.  

Alex liked a lot of his coworkers, but he hated his job. 

It’s a corporation masquerading as a grass roots, independent 

store. It sold specialty coffees and of course literature. Most of it 

them you could find at any other book store, but they also specialized 



in work by esoteric, snobby self-published prairie writers that 

probably wouldn’t have gotten published if they hadn’t done it 

themselves. They got a lot of neo-hippies, scenesters, and hipsters 

forever inquiring about their recycling programs and their fair-trade 

practices. On the other side of the spectrum were the stuck up white 

collar douche bags pissed off about spending $5.65 for a latte after 

pulling up to the drive-thru in a Porsche. 

 The original store was in the States but when a location opened 

up in Winnipeg, Alex applied. He’d been working at a specialty grocery 

store beforehand but they were slowly phasing him out and giving him 

less and less hours. At the time, he’d thought it’d be a better place 

to work.   

  I guess for the most part it is. Still, he frequently found 

himself dreading going to work.  

 He didn’t get along with Dale, the manager; or most of the shift 

supervisors.   

  I like Maria. 

  He did, however, enjoy working with most of his fellow baristas 

and that was what had kept him there. 

 He was still a little bit high.   

  He didn’t like having to talk to people when he was high. So much 

so, that he often got Nathan to order pizza for him. He’d pay for it, 

but when the pizza arrived he would give Nathan the money to give to 

the delivery guy.    

It was infinitely worse to try to carry on a friendly 

conversation and take customers’ drink orders.   

He was intensely worried that they would know he was high or that 

he would say something wrong, or inappropriate. 

He took in a deep breath.   



  To his relief, the morning was very slow. They’d put him in café 

again, inexplicably, and not in the drive-thru as they always seemed 

to. Café was always quieter than its high-speed counterpart.  

 In his opinion, they shouldn’t even have a drive-thru option.   

  Alex thought that that basically equated them with fast food when 

in actuality it took about two or three minutes to correctly make a 

latte or a cappuccino.   

  Customers in the drive-thru were notoriously impatient and didn’t 

realize the simple fact that, actually, they were not a McDonalds, and 

that if one ordered three different drinks, each with different types 

of milk: non-fat, soy, whole; it was going to take three times as long 

because the baristas had to steam three different kinds of milk. 

 “Man, are you guys ever slow today!” Alex heard a grating, nasal 

voice call from the drive-thru window. He turned around to see a woman 

whose outsides matched her insides. She was a prime example of why he 

hated drive-thru.  

 “I’m sorry,” Sabrina, his co-worker, said, “the woman before you 

had a very large order.” 

 “You guys have one of the slowest drive-thrus I’ve ever been to,” 

the ugly woman hissed. 

 He wanted to go over there and punch her. 

 Sabrina handed the woman her drink, and a recovery coupon in 

penance for their “slow service”.   

 When people were nice about it, Alex had no qualms about giving 

out recovery coupons. When someone asked for one it just made him want 

to pull the patron out of their car by their hair and smash their head 

against the drive-thru hand off plane repeatedly. 

 “Excuse me?” 



 Alex turned back around. He’d completely zoned out and there was 

a line up in front of him of about four people.   

 He tried to gauge how long he’d spaced out for, but from the look 

on the man’s face it must’ve been quite a while. 

 “I’d like a latte, no foam, skim milk, extra hot, two shots of 

mocha, two shots of vanilla, chocolate powder and uh . . . half decaf.” 

 Alex wanted to punch this guy too. There were so many things 

wrong with the way he’d just ordered his drink.   

 “What size would you like?” 

 “Um, large.” 

 He pulled out the Venti cup.  

 “No,” He said, angrily. “That’s extra large, I just want large.” 

 Alex almost snapped. He felt like screaming. 

 “So you wanted a Grande then?” he said calmly, pulling out the 

Grande size. 

 The man just rolled his eyes. “Whatever.” 

 “And the drink again, sorry?” 

 He just looked at Alex as though he were some kind of special ed. 

kid wearing a helmet fastened to his head with duct tape. 

 He repeated his order agonizingly slowly and in an exaggerated, 

condescending tone: “I . . . want . . . a latte . . . no foam . . . 

skim milk . . . extra hot . . . two shots of mocha . . . two shots of 

vanilla . . . chocolate powder and . . . half decaf.” 

 He punched in the order and gave the marked cup to Nikki who was 

making his drinks and he called out the order to her. 

 She called it back: “Half Decaf Grande two pumps mocha, two pumps 

vanilla, non-fat, no foam with chocolate powder latte.” 

 “That was half decaf right?” The man interjected loudly.  



 And Alex just nodded politely.  He’d wanted to say: “It was only 

the first fucking thing I said, dickwad,” But that would just bring 

attention to the fact that he was still kind of high and really 

shouldn’t be at work. 

 “Your drink will be up for you right away at the end of the bar,” 

he tried to smile at him. 

 The man just huffed off and Alex began helping the next person in 

line. 

 The day went by rather slowly, yet his breaks went by 

ridiculously fast. It felt like he’d only just sat down and put on his 

headphones, listened to the first 8 bars of the Nine Inch Nails song 

that was queued in his playlist, and then his break was done. 

   “Hello, friend.” 

 Alex looked up at a gentleman with a beard and glasses staring 

down at him. It wasn’t an ironic, patchy, hipster beard. It was a 

normal beard, and the man who wore it looked kind, and was smiling with 

his hand out. 

 Alex shook it. 

 “You know the whole universe may be a hologram? All this might be 

a three-dimensional representation of two-dimensional images on a 

holographic film at the edges of the universe.” 

 Alex didn’t know how to respond. 

 “James Bond isn’t a singular person,” the friendly man smiled. 

“He’s a code name for whichever agent is currently designated 007. The 

006s would have a specific code name for themselves, as would all the 

other double-O agents at MI6. Sean Connery, George Lazenby, Roger 

Moore, Timothy Dalton, Pierce Brosnan, and Daniel Craig are all 

different characters who have taken the name James Bond and that’s how 

Sean Connery’s Bond could battle S.P.E.C.T.R.E in the 60s and Daniel 



Craig’s Bond exists as a spy in the post-9/11 world. Sean Connery’s 

Bond was the original Bond and went through many altercations with the 

criminal organization S.P.E.C.T.R.E and he finally faced off against 

Blofeld in You Only Live Twice. At the end of that film, we can imagine 

that Bond and Kissy Suzuki ran away together. George Lazenby took over 

the character of Bond in Connery’s absence. He only had one outing 

because he resigned after his wife was murdered, causing Sean Connery’s 

incarnation of Bond to return only to leave again with the girl and the 

diamonds in Diamonds are Forever. Therefore, Roger Moore’s Bond takes 

over in Live and Let Die and has his own adventures until he retires to 

Sutton’s California mansion in A View To A Kill. Timothy Dalton’s Bond 

takes the reigns but is kicked out of MI6 after having his licence to 

kill revoked when he goes after Franz Sanchez to avenge the murder of 

his friend Felix Leiter. Enter Pierce Brosnan’s Bond who had a great 

deal many adventures as Bond, but in Die Another Day he becomes 

resentful after having been deserted by MI6 in a POW camp for many 

years. He runs off with Jinx and the diamonds which brings us to Daniel 

Craig’s Bond. It’s not a reboot of James Bond as a whole. It’s only the 

first mission for Daniel Craig’s Bond as being the new James Bond 007.”  

  -BEEP-BEEP-BEEP- 

 Alex’s break was over. He clicked off the grating alarm and when 

he looked back over to the friendly man, he was gone. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

  He’d still felt remarkably high during his shift and was doing 

everything that he could not to appear so. When the day was finished he 

was out of there, fast. He didn’t even order his complimentary partner 

beverage.  



  As he walked back to the apartment, his head swam with random 

bursts of thought that appeared and disappeared at will before he could 

properly contemplate their meaning. 

That James Bond stuff made a lot of sense, he smiled. 

He stopped suddenly. 

Wait, his eyes widened, did that actually happen? 

A car drove by with the license plate: S2H 1E1 

The proximity of the two ones made him think of the number 11, 

which in turn made him think of Paul. 

Paul was a non-verbal 21-year-old who Alex had went to camp with 

two summers ago as his respite worker.  

Paul didn’t know ASL.  

The signs he did make were his own and only had a few to cycle 

through. Alex had picked them up in the 3 hours it had taken to drive 

from Carmen to Camp Moose Lake.  

Paul would always wear his watch and had been very concerned with 

what time it was, and how much time there was going to be before the 

next activity. Also, he was very excited that he was going to see the 

Winnipeg Blue Bombers play the Edmonton Eskimos in two weeks. He had 

signs for “Winnipeg”, “Edmonton”, “Two Weeks”, “Away Team”, and “Home 

Team”. He’d cycle through that singular thought pattern every 20 or 30 

seconds.  

He’d tap Alex and then show him any one of those signs and he’d 

keep tapping him until he said, “yes, you’re going to see the Blue 

Bombers in two weeks” but if he didn’t continue to express the full 

thought pattern he’d tap Alex again and sign “two weeks”.  

And then Alex would say, “yes, you’re going in two weeks”. And 

that was pretty much their conversation, constantly, for the whole week 

at camp. Of course, he’d noticed some other ones as well.  



If he made the noise “Ow” that meant that a player had been 

injured.  

“Boo boo” meant that the team had made a mistake. 

And a kissing noise meant that they’d gotten a Home Run. His 

mother had to explain to Alex the significance of the kiss. They’d 

listen to Winnipeg Goldeyes games on the radio and the announcer would 

always say: “look up, pucker up, and kiss it goodbye” when a player got 

a Home Run. 

Made sense.  

Paul had an imaginary friend named “two two” who he’d always make 

up stories about and they always seemed to involve sports.  

He’d sign: “two two’s playing baseball”.  

Alex would say, “Where’s he playing baseball?”  

A finger running across Paul’s eyebrows meant: “Altona.”  

“Oh, he’s playing baseball in Altona?”  

Paul would make the noise “Ow.”  

Alex would say, “Oh he got injured?” 

Paul would nod his head. 

Pretty much all of the signs that he used with Alex involved 

sports; primarily Football and Baseball.   

  All that week, Paul would point at his watch and sign how many 

hours it was until the next time they would eat. Alex had laughed and 

said, “Paul, we’re not even eating breakfast yet. Let’s do that before 

we think of lunch.” And he’d laugh too and then make the sign again.  

 “Yes, Paul, only 4 more hours until Lunch.” 

 In the afternoon they always had three activities slots. The 

campers could choose from a bunch of activities what they’d most like 

to do. 



 After supper there was a shower/movie time. Where the campers 

would have the chance to have a shower and a movie would be played in 

the common area. He remembered the videos were Despicable Me, Tangled, 

Robin Hood, and Toy Story 3. 

 That was Alex’s away-from-Paul time; away from the constant 

poking and tight circular conversation.  

  They’d have “Fireside” which was the camp’s name for Bible study. 

The irony of the experience was not lost on Alex; though he just sat 

and listened. There was no point in challenging the beliefs of people 

with disabilities. 

  They sang a lot of songs at “Fireside” and Paul loved singing (or 

being around other people when they sang) and was always sign “sing?” 

 “Yes, Paul. Only 4 more hours until we get to sing.”  

 And every five or ten minutes he’d sign “sing?” 

 “Yep, there’s still 4 more hours ‘til we sing. We still have,” 

Alex could have inserted many activities “first before we can sing.” 

 Paul had to have Alex’s attention constantly. If Alex would look 

away for even a few moments Paul would tap Alex and point to his watch. 

Or poke him and say “bleh?” and look around questioningly.  

  Alex knew he meant blue. 

  It was Paul’s favourite colour and he was always really excited 

when other people were wearing blue. 

  Near the end of the week they had a carnival where the campers 

got to throw pie in counselors’ faces, do a horse shoe toss, play pass 

the wet sponge, do face painting, go bowling, and play musical chairs. 

After that, and supper, there was a talent show.  

  Alex had taken his guitar up and, since Paul loved singing so 

much, had played “Old McDonald”. Paul had gotten to choose which 

animals were on the farm.  



Alex could see that he’d loved that. 

The camp ended that Friday and Paul’s parents had come to pick 

them up and drive them back to Carman.   

And at the end of the trip, just before they’d dropped him off, 

Paul showed Alex that he’d made a new sign for him.  

He touched his back and the put up two index fingers to mean: 11. 

The number on the imaginary jersey was 11 and that sign meant: Alex.  

It was a wonderful feeling knowing that he had a space in 

someone’s limited vocabulary; one that was so tightly compacted he was 

sure to come up often in conversation. 

That made him feel wonderful. 

I wonder how you’re doing, Paul. 

  “Hold the elevator.” 

  Alex hadn’t even realized he’d made it to the apartment already. 

He felt a dark uneasiness inside him as he realized he couldn’t recall 

any of his walk. He dazedly reached over to press the button to re-open 

the doors. The elevator doors opened and Ava stepped in.   

  It was her. It had to be.  

“Hi,” he said as the doors closed. 

She just nodded. 

  He was surveying her features, remembering the filmy eyes, the 

pale lips, and the wet matted hair; she was definitely the woman in the 

photo.  

  There was a thick, uncomfortable silence.  

  Ava coughed nervously.   

  The elevator ride seemed to be going entirely too fast. They were 

already on the fifth floor.  

  The elevator doors opened and Alex had to hurry his pace to keep 

up with Ava, who was awkwardly speeding toward her apartment.   



  She’d already had her key ready and was inside the apartment with 

remarkable quickness. 

  Should I tell her? He considered. Maybe . . . maybe that thing 

with the police officer hasn’t happened yet? Maybe I was still 

experiencing some kind of . . . no, I was coming down stairs ‘cause I’d 

already woken up and was late for work. 

  He still felt remarkably high. 

  He knocked twice on her door. 

  The door reluctantly opened, he saw that the chain was still 

safely secured. 

“Yah?”   

“Um,”  

I saw a photo of you, after you were dead?  

“Okay, this may sound weird, but . . . are you okay?” 

  “Of course, why wouldn’t I be?” She closed the door slightly. 

“Yah, yah, I mean, of course,” Alex nodded his head. 

Well, you may not be soon. 

  “Well?” 

“See, the thing is,” Alex paused to suck in a breath of air. 

“There was a cop asking about you. He showed me a picture and . . .” 

  “And what?” Alex could tell the woman was beyond exasperated. It 

looked like she was seriously contemplating slamming the door on his 

nose. 

  “Well, he said you were dead?” 

“Dead?” 

 “Yah!” 

“Well, I’m obviously not.” 

“Yah, I know!” 

  Silence. 



 “Are you stoned?”   

  He had to think about it. He hadn’t smoked anything recently, not 

after the acid anyway. The more he thought about it, the more he 

realized he was still feeling some of the effects of the acid. 

  “No?” 

She slammed the door in his face. 

 

Chapter 7 

 

“You won’t believe the day I had!” Alex stepped into the 

apartment. 

 “Why, what happened?” Nathan was four bags deep in a tray of 

individual sized potato chips. He’d hooked up his old Nintendo 

Entertainment System to the living room television and was playing The 

Adventures of Bayou Billy.  

  Nathan’s avatar was a Chuck Norris-type character who battled 

foes in a Streets of Rage-style universe. 

“Well, I got to work okay, but I was over three hours late, and 

still pretty fucking high. Luckily, Dale wasn’t working. He’d have had 

a shit fit.  Our customers were exceedingly shitty today. This one girl 

ordered a-” his voice rose a few octaves to mock the girl’s voice in a 

valley girl accent, “chocolate, pepperminty, slushy thingy.” 

  Alex rolled his eyes. 

  “So when we made her a Peppermint Mocha ‘slushy thingy’, she was 

like, ‘No, it doesn’t look pepperminty enough’. Which I didn’t 

understand, cause you can’t really tell if it’s pepperminty enough 

since the syrup we use is clear, but whatever. I asked her what was 

missing and she went on this whiney rant about it not being green 



enough, but that didn’t make any sense. So we ended up just re-blending 

it with chocolate chip pieces and that seemed to make everything 

pepperminty enough while somehow not making the drink anymore green 

than before. Crazy bitch.” 

“How old was she?” Bayou Billy was walking through a forest of 

brown trees with gnarled, exposed roots. He sped along to an 8-bit 

soundtrack to which Nathan was bobbing his head. 

 “How old do you think she’d be?” Alex asked. 

“Sounds like she might be one of those spoiled twelve year old 

daddy’s girls.” 

“One would hope, but no. She was probably in her 20s. No lie. You 

know, it never ceases to amaze me, the differences between our 

generation and those of even a generations ago.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You remember that documentary we watched on the Revolution in 

China that was started by High School students?” 

“Oh yah, I remember that.” 

“It was started by High School students?” 

  Alex shook his head. 

“That would never happen in Canada or the States. Everyone is far 

too apathetic. Apathy is the social disease that will be our downfall.” 

He stopped talking and noticed that he didn’t remember thinking 

about anything he said before he said it. It all just kind of came out 

as though it was some kind of predetermined dialogue that had to be 

spoken at that moment. 

“Something else happened today,” Alex began, pensively. “There 

was a detective outside showing a picture of a woman they pulled out of 

the river.  And it looked exactly like the woman who lives next door. 

But I just saw her in the elevator.” 



 “Well, there you go,” Nathan shrugged, “she’s not dead.” 

“But it looked exactly like her.” 

A bright flash of remembrance ripped across his brain: “Oh shit. 

We forgot about the box!” 

“You know what?” Alex turned to Nathan. “We’re probably not 

looking close enough. They can’t be exactly identical.” 

  “Okay, let’s see.” Nathan began calling off imperfections. “Mark 

on the right-hand side by the back leg?” 

  Alex nodded. “Yep. Scuff on the top middle? 

“Fuck, no way. Yes. Scuff on the top middle,” Nathan was blown 

away. “Oh shit, man. This is messed up.” 

 “Crack in the front left leg?” 

 “No!” Nathan laughed. “No, there’s no crack in the front left 

leg.” 

“What? Really?” 

“No, there’s no crack in the front left leg!” 

 Alex sighed, relieved. “That’s great. Let me see.” 

  As Nathan passed the box to him, it wobbled slightly in his 

grasp, and leapt from his fingers onto the floor. There was an audible 

crack that Alex felt make shockwaves throughout the room. He couldn’t 

be sure if that had really happened or not, but to him, it felt real.   

  Both Nathan and Alex froze.   

  Alex slowly bent down to pick up the box and found that now there 

was in fact a crack on the front left leg on both boxes. 

“Oh my god,” Alex stopped. “Do you know what this means?” 

  Nathan just stared blankly at him. 

 “That other box Phillips gave us was from the future!” 

  Alex pointed to it with awe and reverence tinged with a worried 

anxiousness. 



  “What? No way, man. That’s impossible.” 

“Is it? You said there wasn’t a crack before and now we caused 

that crack by dropping the box on the floor.” 

“But that doesn’t mean the other box is from the future. That’s 

just stupid.”  

“No, it’s not. We got the box, it was identical to one I already 

had, except for the one crack, right? But now we made that crack so the 

box that already had that crack must somehow be from the future.” 

  “Nathan, are we still tripping out?” 

“Maybe.” 

  “We have to find out where this one came from.” 

 

   *   *   * 

 

 “What do we say?” 

  Nathan hesitantly knocked on the door. There was a long pause 

followed by an angry, muffled grunt that only vaguely sounded like: 

“What?” 

   “Did someone just say something or am I hearing things?” The door 

didn’t open. 

  Nathan and Alex waited a few anxious moments for Jake, but when 

he didn’t come to the door, Nathan reservedly knocked again.  

“What?” The door swung open and Jake’s angry face met theirs. 

  Alex and Nathan both looked horrified.   

 “Um . . .” Nathan began. 

 Jake just stared at them. 

Nathan finally managed to speak: “We were . . . uh . . . just 

wondering where . . . uh . . . where you found that box you gave us 

earlier.” 



 “Outside.” 

 “Yah, but, uh, where outside?” 

Jake was visibly annoyed. 

  “Down by the River. Buried in the dirt.” 

There was a long pause. 

 “Could you show us where?” 

 “No.” 

  He closed the door on them.   

 “Fuck,” Nathan sighed. “Well, what now?” 

 “We need to knock again.” 

 “Nope,” Nathan shook his head. “Not happening. 

“How about rock, paper, scissors?” 

Nathan quickly beat Alex, mostly because Nathan knew Alex always 

chose rock.  

Alex reluctantly knocked on the Phillips’ door. 

 “Jesus fucking Christ,” they heard a muffled shout from behind 

the door.   

Alex spoke up as the door slowly opened and Jake’s angry, gnarled 

face poked out to greet them. ”Um, it’s really important. Could you 

just explain to us where it was and we can go ourselves?” 

Jake sighed. 

“Behind the building.” 

They stared at him blankly. 

“Wherever there’s a freshly dug hole.” 

 “Oh, yah, okay, right.” 

There was silence. 

 “Well?”  

 They got the hint and bolted. 

*   *   * 



  

  “I still don’t understand how this can be from the future,” 

Nathan turned the box around in his hands as they walked.  

 “I’m not sure either. Maybe it’s something about the ground,” 

Alex considered. 

 “Like this stretch of the Red River is a time machine?” Nathan 

scoffed. 

“Hey, maybe,” Alex stood up to face Nathan. “I’ve always wondered 

if we just believed these are the boundaries of our existence because 

the media and those in power tell us that these,” Alex made a grand 

gesture that Nathan took to mean everything, “are our boundaries.” 

“Yah, you’re still high.” 

“No, man. I’m serious. What if we all have powers and we just 

can’t use them because people tell us we don’t have them. And what 

about the “rules” of the physical universe? Who dictates those rules to 

us? People in power, the regular everyday people have no idea about 

quantum mechanics or string theory; they just swallow up what people 

tell them. So maybe having a source of energy in our backyard that is 

powerful enough to send objects back through time isn’t so farfetched.” 

“Okay, man. We’re never doing Acid again.” 

Alex rolled his eyes. 

“So what do we need to do?” 

“Well, in order for the box to be sent back in time we need to 

bury it right? If we don’t bury it, it won’t be sent back in time and 

we won’t receive it in the past.” 

 “Awesome,” Nathan clapped his hands together. “Then fuck that. 

Let’s not bury it.” 

 “But we did.” 

“What?” 



“We received it in the past, so we had to have buried it.” 

“Well, let just not bury it this time.” 

“It doesn’t work like that. We got it in the past, so it has to 

be sent to the past.” 

“But what happens if we don’t?” 

Alex thought about it a moment. 

If we don’t send it back, we won’t get the box from the future 

and the events of the past couple days wouldn’t play out as they were 

meant to. Maybe I have an opportunity to change things! If I am seeing 

the future that means that every action by every person I’ve interacted 

with is predetermined. If we don’t put the box back into the ground, 

the events of the past couple days would change. But what would that 

mean for me? Would I suddenly not exist because we didn’t put the box 

back? Or have we branched off into a separate timeline that isn’t 

influenced by these events? Or would it cause some kind of paradox that 

could destroy the Universe? 

Alex held his head: “You know, my brain is starting to hurt. 

Let’s just bury the damn thing so we can go back upstairs and get 

stoned.”  

 “Amen.”  

 The hole was much bigger than they thought it should’ve been for 

the box, but they didn’t see any other holes so they assumed it must be 

the one Jake was talking about. 

  “So, how deep do we have to bury it?” Nathan crouched over Alex. 

 Alex shrugged and he probed the soil with two fingers. “It’s not 

like I’ve done this before.” 

 “But we did, that’s why we got the box right?” 

 Alex was silent. 



 They both began scooping out handfuls of dirt. Alex’s hand 

brushed something warm. He could make out the outline of few pale 

fingers protruding from the cold, damp earth. They both frantically dug 

out the body and pulled her onto the damp grass. He recognized her face 

immediately. She was even wearing the same dress as in the photo the 

officer had showed him. He checked to see if Ava was still breathing. 

She was, but faintly.  

 Nathan was already racing up the hill to the apartment to get 

help. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



	  


