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Part One



Chapter One

Knights, Snails, 
and Plastic 
Boogie

Three-quarters high on the edible he had taken to help him sleep, 
Pierre, lying lengthways across the couch with his legs sprawled over 
one armrest, granted himself two visions. 

The Irst vision was inspired by an article Pierre had been read-
ing earlier that day. xt was about depictions of knights engaged in 
mortal combat with giant snails, doodled in the margins of medieval 
manuscripts for reasons unknown. The origin and meaning of this 
theme remained a mystery to scholars, in the same way that no one 
can ever quite agree on the etymology of idiomatic ezpressions. To say 
that the monks drew these scenes because they were bored is to leave 
untouched the most tantali:ing aspect of the mysteryW ?hy snailsA 
Pierre had allowed himself to brieSy and idly ponder this question 
and settled on a familiar refrainW ?hy is anything anythingA Ks a kid, 
he had learned how to draw a cool-looking N from his older brother, 



GHxLDTN, NHKxCN, KHB PCKNTxO E33Lx’ Y

and showed it so his best friend. Noon enough, all the kids in his class 
were drawing sharp N(s in the margins of their notebooks. )ears later, 
Pierre had discovered that kids in every school across Horth Kmerica 
and perhaps even the world had been drawing this ezact shape, and 
no one knew why or where it had originated. No, instead of trying to 
piece together a materially historical account of knights versus snails, 
most scholars instead tried to speculate as to why this theme appealed 
so greatly to the minds of medieval monks. The answer, similar to the 
schoolboy N(s, might have something to do with the simplicity of the 
form, snails being easier to draw from a side-on perspective than other 
potential combatants. 

Pierre initially meant to take such a scholarly approach, but his 
mind quickly turned toward fanciful imaginings. ?hile the snails in 
the monkish doodles varied in si:e jsome cat-si:ed ones were depicted 
resting on tree branches; Pierre was drawn most to those that towered 
over their bewildered opponents. Knd so Pierre(s Irst vision was of 
Rust such a snail slowly trudging its way through the hallway of his 
apartment. Pierre knew the state of that hardwood Soor& it was 3cto-
ber, so beyond the normal layer of dust, bits of onion and garlic peels 
that had travelled from the kitchen via his socks, and little pebbles that 
fell out of Oarlos( work boots, was a preponderance of pine needles 
freshly fallen from the trees that lined the parking lot. Kll of this, Pierre 
knew, would Ind itself stuck to the bottom of the snail as it made its 
way toward the living room. 

No this creature of slime and dirt whose mass took up the entire 
breadth of the hallway was slowly making its way toward Pierre, who 
stood in shining heavy armour and balanced a lance in his right arm. 
Thrusting the lance forward with all his might, he watched it sink into 
the snail(s soft, viscous belly, taking much of Pierre(s forearm with it. 
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Pierre eRected himself from the vision with a few strong blinks and a 
cartoonish shake of the head. De sat up and looked around the room, 
trying to wash away the vision. De saw what he perceived as moonlight 
streaming through the window, which was actually coming from a 
streetlight. De lay down again and closed his eyes. —or a moment, he 
was emerged in blankness. —rom this blankness emerged his second 
vision. 

Pierre imagined himself in a labyrinth, gliding not walking between 
pink, featureless walls that eztended a few feet above his head. The 
labyrinth was in a deep velvet underground chamber. There didn(t 
seem to be any direct light source& instead, the walls were aglow in an 
almost phosphorescent way. Kt each intersection, Pierre turned left, 
as if compelled by a force beyond his control. Kt each dead end, there 
were small niches in the walls, about knee-height, that contained stark 
white obRects. 4any of these obRects were familiar shapes, resembling 
o'ce equipment such as staplers, hole punches, or pen holders, made 
strange by their pearly whiteness and alien smoothness. 

?e must note here that Pierre was not dreaming. De imagined all 
of this with intention. This is not say that he was in full control& the 
vision seemed to come both from him and from something else that 
was decidedly not him. —or ezample, the whiteness of the obRects was 
his decision, but their shape seemed to emerge from some unconscious 
source.

Pierre was sleepily engaging in a playful dialogue with his imagina-
tion. This di“ers from a dream, when the force of our imagination 
compels us Rust as powerfully as gravity compels us in our waking 
life. ?e act within dreams as if we are awake, whereas Pierre in his 
vision was deliberately ezploring the world he had created. De was in 
that state between consciousness and sleep, and, we must remember, a 
little high as well. No what he chose to imagine as he trundled through 
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his labyrinth might not make a whole lot of sense to sober-minded 
observers of his story such as ourselves. Eut we must keep in mind that 
this part, at least, was not a dream.

Pierre became aware, or chose to become aware, of a precious trea-
sure that lay at the centre of the labyrinth. This treasure was known 
as the Plastic Eoogie, and it in many ways seemed to resemble the 
ideal to which all these smooth, white obRects aspiredW a featureless, 
teztureless, shapeless chunk of nothing in particular. The name Plastic 
Eoogie conveyed to Pierre some deep and profound idea, so deep and 
so profound that there could be no appropriate name for it, and thus 
any two words chosen at random from any language were equally 
adequate 6 that is, equally inadequate 6 to describe it. 

This Plastic Eoogie was the key to Pierre(s future. This word, key, 
was meant in its most general senseW not only would the Plastic Eoogie 
unlock his future, as a key unlocks a door, but it was also the key 
that would clarify his future, as the key of a map deInes its various 
symbols and colours. xt was also key, in the adRectival sense, to his 
future, and was the key in which the symphony that was his future 
would be played. Pierre understood all these connotations  and many 
more besides, intuitively and instantaneously. Haturally, he felt a great 
desire to reach and obtain this Plastic Eoogie. 

xt was soon after coming to this understanding that Pierre fell 
asleep, and began to dream. This dream emerged from depths of 
Pierre‘s subconscious that we dare not plumb. Bispassionate observer 
that we are, we will leave Pierre to describe it in his own words.

…xt was called the Plastic Eoogie.!
Oarlos laughed.
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…xt didn(t sound funny at the time. x Rust accepted it, like, 83f course 
it(s called the Plastic Eoogie. ?hat else would it be calledA(!

Oarlos was sat on his armchair in a dark dressing gown over shorts 
and a t-shirt, his black hair Rutting out at strange angles from his head. 
De had thick, bushy eyebrows that sat above large, dark eyes. The light 
from the morning sun was reaching into the room, lighting his left 
arm, with which held a mug of co“ee. De was watching Pierre, who 
was sat on the couch beside him, play a video game. 

…There was this woman. Nhe was like a Loddess. Cike 4inerva or 
something9 Nhit6! Pierre interRected, as his character took damage. 
…Nhe was trying to tell me something about the Plastic Eoogie, but x 
wouldn(t listen. x don(t know why, but x was super bored. )ou ever get 
so bored in your dreams that you Rust wake upA!

…HoA Ho, x(ve never done that. ’ven your dreams are boring, Pierre1 
)ou need a more thrilling life.!

…)eah, x guess so.! De reali:ed now why he had been thinking so 
much about knights& in the game he had been playing for the last few 
weeks, he took on the role of a knight, navigating a medieval fantasy 
world full of bi:arre creatures. xn fact, this game had taken over the 
household& when he wasn(t playing, Oarlos was, and most of their 
conversations began with questions-as-greetingsW …Dow far are youA! 
or …Bid you beat that boss yetA! 

Pierre was in the midst of his preliminary weekend morning at-
tempts at the boss he(d been stuck on for the past few days. Oarlos had 
emerged from his room, eyes still most of the way closed, and said, 
…—alsitalA! De was, of course, correct. —alsital was simply too wily of 
an undead wi:ard for Pierre to get a handle on, with a wide variety 
of attacks that required perfect timing to avoid. xt was all well and 
good at Irst& Pierre could take out the Irst chunk of his health bar 
without taking a single hit, but the second phase, in which —alsital 
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tore his sta“ in half and began Iring magical orbs from both parts in 
tandem, caused Pierre to immediately panic, and often he was dead 
within thirty seconds. The screen faded to black, and he would have 
to restart from the beginning. 

Ks Oarlos watched, Pierre fumbled his way through the Ight as 
he tried to ezplain the nature of his dream the previous night. De 
told him about how, after 4inerva had ezplained the Plastic Eoogie 
and Pierre(s presence in the ma:e, she had transported him to another 
realm.

…x was on top of this hill, and before me stretched a vast plain. xt had 
Rust been raining, so x was ankle-deep in the mud, and x could barely 
move. Eut it was sunny as well, and the sun was hardening the mud, 
so that it formed a Irm cake-y layer that you had to push through in 
order to walk. x tried to walk a bit, but then x Rust gave up. xt was too 
much. 

…4inerva was still there, and she kept berating me, like it was all 
my fault that x had ended up there and x had no right to complain. 
3f course, she was Soating in the air so it was no problem for her.  
Kh, fuck.! Pierre, distracted by his narrative, had died to the boss. 
De revived at the nearest save-point, where he Rust rolled around ab-
sent-mindedly as he told the rest of the story.

…x remember she was still trying to tell me about the Plastic Eoo-
gie, but x couldn(t listen because x was watching this large dark mass 
approaching on the hori:on, cresting the hill.

…xt was this giant army, but it wasn(t walking or marching or any-
thing. xt was Rust sliding along. Knd as it got closer, x reali:ed that they 
were all snails. They had funny little helmets that their eye stalks poked 
out of, and they had these bugles they were playing, but the sound 
was all mu2ed, like they were Illed with mucus. xt was really gross. 
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?atching the whole thing made me feel like x was eating a mealy old 
apple.

…x saw that they were all marching toward this knight standing in 
the valley. De was in glistening armour with a dragon on his chest, 
but he wasn(t wearing a helmet. x could see his face. De was sort of 
sunk into the mud, like x was, and holding this pike that was way too 
big for him, so big it almost tipped him over. Knd he was making this 
ridiculous ezpressionW a combination of concentration, surprise, and 
utter stupidity. De kept wobbling back and forth, probably because 
of the weight of the pike, x guess.!

…Knd he was going to Ight the snailsA! Oarlos asked. …This is like 
what you were talking about yesterday, right, with the monksA!

…)eah, but they never actually got there. They were snails, so they 
were really, really slow. Knd so the tension sort of died away. They 
never seemed to get any closer. x was pretty uncomfortable standing in 
the mud, so x tried to sit down, but x Rust fell on my back and started 
sinking slowly into the mud. x remember 4inerva was looking at me 
like, 8?ho the hell is this guyA( but all x could do was stare up at the 
sky.

…’ventually x asked her if there was a point to all this, and she said x 
was supposed to be watching the Ight, which had apparently started, 
but x was completely stuck in the mud at that point. No, x fell asleep.!

…?ait, in the dreamA!
…)eah, x was really sleepy. Knd then for whatever reason, x sort of 

coughed and said, 8Kh, snail Rob9( and x must have said it in real life 
too, because x woke up on the couch hearing the words, 8Kh, snail 
Rob9(!

…Nnail RobA ?hat is thatA xs that an ezpressionA!
…Ho, it(s not anything.!
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…Cike a snail goes to workA 3r a Rob only a snail can doA )ou know 
what, Pierre,! Oarlos said, lifting his indez Inger, …)ou have a snail Rob. 
’very day you say it(s a slow, slow day. )ou(re like a snail, sliding back 
and forth behind the register-!

…3kay, yeah, x get it,! Pierre said. …3r maybe the snails are all the 
customers who show up right when we(re about to close, and x(m the 
knight who has to fend them o“.! This referred to a recurring dream 
of Pierre(s in which he had to knock late customers on the head with 
a broom in order to close the store. 

Oarlos laughed. De got up and went to the kitchen, where he 
poured himself a bowl of cereal. Pierre remained on the couch, looking 
out the window at the trees that loomed over the parking lot. …x can(t 
stop thinking about the Plastic Eoogie, though,! Pierre said.

…The whatA 3h, yeah.!
…xt really felt like if x had it, x would be set. x would know ezactly 

what x was doing and why. )ou know how some people Rust seem 
so self-assured, like they believe completely in themselves and what 
they(re doingA That(s the Plastic Eoogie. That(s what it gives you.!

…)ou can(t keep calling it the Plastic Eoogie. x can(t take it seriously 
when it(s called the Plastic Eoogie.!

…Eut that(s what it was1! Pierre got up and collapsed onto the 
armchair in the corner of the room. …That(s what it was called.!

…xt(s Rust a magic potion in a dream that gives you conIdence. 
OonIdence, that(s the word, rightA Hot Plastic EoogieA 3r did x miss 
this in ’nglish classA!

…Nure, conIdence is part of it. Eut not Rust that. xt(s not Rust be-
lieving that you can do something, but that it(s the right thing to do. 
)ou don(t have to sit around all the time thinking, 8?hat the hell am 
x doingA(!
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…)ou don(t have to do that right now, you know. Plastic Eoogie or 
no.!

…x feel like that(s all x do.!
Oarlos ate his cereal in silence. Pierre slouched deeper in the arm-

chair. De knew that there was something to his dream, and that he Rust 
couldn(t ezplain it. …4aybe you already have it,! he suggested.

…4eA x never went through any ma:e. x Rust found something x 
don(t mind doing. ?hether it(s the right thing or not, x don(t know. x 
don(t really consider it. xt makes sense, x(m good at it, and there(s good 
money.!

…)ou don(t often remember your dreams,! Pierre continued, as if 
he hadn(t heard.

…x would if x had the sort of ones you do.!
Pierre went silent, his hands folded across his chest as he slumped 

in the chair. De was deep in thought. De had, as his mom described it, 
…Illed out! in the last few years, to the point where his si:e almost gave 
him a regal air. Knd yet this was betrayed by the ezpression he made 
when deep in thought 6 which was most of the time 6 that looked 
like he was struggling to hide the fact that he was eating a sour candy 
and not enRoying it. 

…Kh, x don(t know what x(m doing,! he Inally sighed. 
…)ou probably need to go back to sleep,! Oarlos said.
…To Ind the Plastic EoogieA!
…Ho. )ou(re Rust tired. )ou always talk like this when you don(t 

sleep. Knd then when you sleep well, you come home and seem very 
happy about the fruit store and everything else. No you should Rust 
sleep in a bit. x imagine you haven(t got anything else to do this morn-
ing.!

…x was going to read a book,! said Pierre, gesturing at the pile on the 
small table nezt to him. 
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…xt can wait. Knyway, x have homework to do.!
Pierre listened to the sound of Oarlos rinsing his cereal bowl. Oarlos 

was not wrong& this line of thinking did more often occur to Pierre 
when he was tired. Eut in Pierre(s eyes, this wasn(t reason enough to 
discount it. xf it wasn(t a real problem, it wouldn(t keep recurring again 
and again. ?hy would he get so hung up on this, if it was not the vital 
question of his lifeA Knd is it not the vital question we all ask ourselvesW 
?hat am x doingA Knd further, what am x supposed to be doingA

4any people can answer the former question somewhat easily. xt(s 
often as easy as naming one(s profession. Eut Pierre always stumbled 
over it, because he felt there was a profound dissonance between what 
he was doing and what he was. …?hat are you doingA! to him meant 
…?hat are you doing with your life?! not Rust, …?hat do you do each 
week in order to get paidA! xt implied goals, principles, and philosoph-
ical RustiIcations. That he worked at a produce store was not enough. 
?orking at a produce store was simply an accident of circumstance& 
there had been a produce store down the street from his parent(s 
house, and when he moved out, he found a branch of that same 
produce store down the street from his apartment. Hothing about 
fruits or even vegetables spoke to Pierre on a personal level. De had 
no passionate feelings toward peppers, :ucchinis, or pears. De liked 
dragonfruit, and would sometimes proselyti:e it among customers, 
friends, and family members, but he didn(t get much Roy from selling 
it. xn all honesty, he thought they were a little ezpensive without the 
sta“ discount. Pierre(s passions lay in an altogether di“erent direction, 
or rather, in a wide range of directions, all somehow equally opposite 
to that of fruits and vegetables. Pierre(s main concern, however, was 
that of living a …good life.! —rom the winding, meandering dialogues 
of Plato to the straightforward delineated steps of self-help, Pierre 
had searched through the annals of time for the answers to his two 
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burning questionsW what is a good life, and how does one achieve itA 
xt is easy to see already that Pierre(s temperament bent toward the 
philosophical, and that the scholarly, contemplative life spoke to him 
most immediately. Knd in many ways, this is the life he found himself 
naturally rushing toward, as the waters of a fren:ied river eventually 
settle into a smooth, calm lake. Eut his inner life was still too turbulent& 
inside of him too many competing ideas wrestled for dominance, 
bouncing against the walls of his mind. De longed to be a strong man, 
to be a smart man, to be a powerful man, to be a dependable man, to 
be a capable man& to be an unSappable, indefatigable, and altogether 
unimpeachable man. 

Eut like all young men, and all young people for that matter, Pierre 
found himself impeached each and every way he turned. ’very act 
was called into question, every goal turned circumspect, and advice 
constantly pro“ered …for his own good! that turned dreams into dust. 
Perhaps these dreams were idle& perhaps Pierre, in the folly of youth, 
reached too far beyond his means in his imaginings. Eut be that as it 
may, it is a sad fact that Pierre had learned by now, at the tender age 
of twenty-Ive, to be keenly suspicious of himself and his intentions. 
Knd so each idle fantasy, each potential passion that welled up within 
him, was followed by a corresponding …reality check,! based on the 
only reality Pierre had come to knowW a reality in which he would never 
actually do anything at all. 



Chapter Two

Weekend Visions

It was Saturday morning, and Pierre was now left alone in the living 
room, with a fully free and unencumbered weekend before him. He 
had no plans, for he refused to plan on principle. Too often did his 
plans turn to naught; too often did he sit down or stand up to execute 
them only to qnd that the Pierre who had planned these plans was 
entirely di-erent from the Pierre now sent forth to put them into 
action. He felt no need to honour the memory of that old Pierre who 
had so Auickly passed away; his only obligation was to the Pierre of 
today and whatever emotion presently controlled him. Plans made by 
a happy Pierre were far too taxing; those made by a melancholy Pierre 
were far too dire. The rarest Pierre, the middleDofDtheDroad Pierre, 
made no plans at all, so content was he with this zeeting break from 
the tempestuous seas of his soul. 

Pierre decided, in the end, in a decision that did little more than put 
o- deciding, to go for a walk. N little ways down the hill there was a 
park, and around that park a small trail that cut through the forest, 
where Pierre often found himself wandering. “uring his qrst visit, on 
a driBBly ”ovember day, Pierre had dubbed the place ERrambletown,& 
for its knotted clumps of naked branches. Though he later discovered 
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that in the Spring all these brambles turned to wondrous verdure 
that threatened to overwhelm the very trail itself, the name stuck, 
and so Pierre often said to himself, EjetFs take a brisk stroll down to 
Rrambletown.& 

He spent a few minutes gathering his things( keys, wallet, phone, 
and then some mysterious fourth thing he felt was missing. He paced 
a few laps through the kitchen and living room in pursuit of it, before 
reckoning that it was probably )ust his keys again. Oinally, he exited 
into the hallway, and from there into the empty alley that connected 
his building to the neighbouring streets. 

It always struck Pierre, whenever he emerged from his house on a 
weekend morning with no compulsory destination, )ust how much 
space there was outside. The route to work felt like walking down a 
corridor or being carried along a conveyor belt; he was bound by the 
nonDnegotiable endDgoal and the looming peril of being late Wfor the 
third time this week.K Rut when he set out on his own, the world felt 
so large and so open that it felt almost magical that he was allowed to 
be alive at all. ”ever mind that he always went to the same two or three 
places, and that he always took the same two or three routes to get 
there; it was the possibilities that excited Pierre. He soaked in all these 
possibilities as he gaBed across the valley at the houses that seemed to 
grow up the side of the hills. 

Ns he approached the park, he heard yells and shouts coming from 
that direction, and soon caught a glance of a volleyball soaring through 
the air. N group had set up a volleyball net right there in the park, 
and there they were, playing volleyball. There were three qt young 
individuals to a side and two lessDqt, somewhat raggedDlooking young 
men seated crossDlegged on either side of the net. Vne of them had next 
to him one of those zipDboard scoreboards that Pierre remembered 
from elementary school.  
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Nnd the thought struck Pierre as a bolt of lightning( Should I be 
playing volleyball7

A VISION

The ball left a dull sting as it ricocheted o- his outstretched arms. His 
hands clasped together, thumbs stretched out parallel to each other as 
he had been taught, the ball hit the sweet spot )ust below his wrist and 
sailed into the air, seeming to pause for a moment )ust above the height 
of the net, where it collided with ?enFs palm and was reDdirected at 
great speed back toward the ground. 

The game had changed since elementary school. There had been no 
spiking back then, for obvious reasons, and not even a hint of tactical 
play. 5hat separated the cream from the crop back then was the 
freAuency with which one prompted the ball upwards and forwards, 
as opposed to sideways, backwards, or nowhere at all. Pierre had been 
awkward and clumsy back then, and a little afraid of the ball, since it 
seemed much heavier and more deadly in those days. 

In the intervening years, however, Pierre had become used to the 
ballFs weight, and it loomed less large in his vision and imagination. 
Ns elementary school dawdling had turned to high school training, he 
had lost a great deal of weight, and the bulk that remained could be 
harnessed into power, rather than holding him back. Ns high school 
had turned to college, Pierre could no longer devote the time necessary 
to volleyball as a duty; it was the best he could do to get together with 
old friends on the weekend for a pickDup game. 
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“uring a break, Pierre and the rest sat on the sidelines while 9ason 
and Ismail, whose passion for volleyball had diminished as their love of 
beer had increased, took the court to play a game of their own invenD
tion, handDhead. The game had similar rules to volleyball, in terms of a 
point being scored upon the ball either touching the ground or hitting 
the net. The ma)or di-erence was that instead of dezecting the ball, the 
ob)ective was to catch the ball in oneFs hands, and then, from whatever 
position you were standing in when you caught it, bounce the ball 
o- of your head and over the net. The game is primarily oneDonDone, 
mostly due to the fact that there only existed two willing competitors. 

The di—culty of scoring winners meant that the primary strategy 
was to hit the ball far enough past the net that it became tricky for 
the opponent to consistently hit it back. This didnFt mean, of course, 
that the pair did not try for winners; 9ason in particular often spent 
so much time on dummies and headfakes that an o—cial shotDclock 
had to be introduced and strictly enforced. Nn idle comment from 
the gallery compares the ongoing match to a halfDtime show, to which 
9ason takes great o-ence, and declares that not only is handDhead the 
main event, but furthermore, the pinnacle of sport as we know it. 
Oollowing which declaration he smashes the ball against his head with 
so much emphasis that his hat and sunglasses both go zying o- his 
head, making Ismail laugh so hard that he )ust sits down right where 
he is, ceding 9ason the point. 

Pierre, feeling the grass between his qngers, looks up past the unD
folding match at the road atop the hill, where he sees a solitary young 
man meditatively strolling along the sidewalk, and thinks to himself( 
Should I be taking more walks7
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Pierre continued into the forest behind the park. The trail took him 
winding down the hill. Rirds rummaged in the brambles on either 
side, and chirped from the treetops above. He found himself at a 
shallow stream that crossed the path, before winding between the 
tall grass toward the wetland. Pierre stopped there, as he often did, 
mesmeriBed by the stream. Nlways zowing, and yet never changing. 
The water always seemed alive, alive in some way between fauna and 
zora( the wilful movement of the animal combined with the steady 
complacency of the plant. 

PierreFs life had been going on for some time now, and yet very little 
had changed. He was old enough to know that he wasnFt going to 
change, at least not in any fundamental way. He was young enough 
to believe that the world was going to let him get away with this stagD
nation; that if he didnFt do anything, nothing was going to happen. 
5hen he cast his mind toward the future, he saw himself standing at 
this very stream, dreaming these same dreams. Vn some level, he knew 
he couldnFt continue this way forever. Rut on the other hand, he had 
made it this far. 

Either enforce your will on the world, or accept it as it is, he told 
himself. Rut he put o- the decision for another day. 

Nfter leaving the park, Pierre took a detour around his apartment, and 
headed into the city. 1usty old stores from a previous incarnation of 
the area stood in the periphery of a gigantic, shiny and bright mega 
mall. It was as if the mall only let them remain out of a twisted sense 
of mercy, leaving them to slowly fade into their own irrelevance. 5hen 
Pierre had moved in, there were already several skyscrapers across 
his street, mostly apartment complexes. Two or three more were in 
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the process of being built in the area surrounding the mall; Pierre 
had watched them turn from archaeological pits into vast mechanical 
skeletons. Gecently, they had grown windows, so that from afar they 
shone in the sun like towering diamonds, but when you got closer, 
you could see that inside was only dust, cardboard, and foam. 

He found himself at the bus loop opposite the SkyTrain station. 
This was where he caught the bus to work, and he generally avoided 
the route on his free days. Rut for whatever reason, he decided that 
morning to head down and mix with the crowds. He thought that it 
might cheer him up to walk part of the way to work, and then be free 
to come home. He qgured the contrast might inspire him to best take 
advantage of his leisure time. 

He watched ahead of him as the people Aueued for his bus qled 
inside. N young woman ran past him, fumbling in her bag as she 
rushed to )oin the line. The bus pulled away. Pierre continued on, 
passing to the other side of the station. 

“own the street were three o—ce towers. Two were identical recD
tangular blocks, notable only for their exact symmetry. The third was 
a more modern, sleek production, with a curved surface that rezected 
the sun directly into PierreFs face. 

He watched a group of people emerge from the turnstiles, immeD
diately bottleDnecking at the crosswalk )ust outside the gate. The light 
changed, and the procession marched across. 1any made their way 
toward the mall, but a narrow, regular stream branched o- toward the 
trio of o—ce towers that stood in a semicircle amid a concrete complex 
of stairs and ramps. They walked singleDqle, none in pairs or groups, 
each keeping about a meterFs distance from the person ahead of them. 
Pierre was reminded of a class of elementary school children parading 
down the halls.
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A VISION? 

He could see in its glass complexion the rezection of one of the nearby 
unqnished buildings, although the strange angle of its surface made it 
di—cult to tell which one exactly. Reside the skeleton stood a red crane, 
immobile at this time of the morning. 

He climbed the qve stairs, careful not to touch the railing from 
which blue specks of paint were shed, and vigilantly keeping in lockD
step with the man before him. The lead man was a slow walker today, 
and thus everyone behind inched forward, their heads turning this way 
and that, pretending that they werenFt doing what they were doing. 

He passed an artiqcial waterfall that cascaded into a small pool. 
The air was brisk with morning chill. Passing through the doors, 
he almost immediately started sweating. Lnbuttoning his )acket, he 
made his way toward the elevator. 4roups of men and women sat and 
stood around with co-ees in their hands, somehow di-erent from the 
singleDqle men and women )ust now arriving from the train station. 
Nnd yet, a more careful glance revealed they were the very same, transD
formed now by the insular atmosphere of the Tower. 

5ork H this was where Pierre came qve mornings of every week, 
to perform labour and earn a wage. The labour produced results; the 
wage allowed him to live. 5ith the company at his back, Pierre was 
making a di-erence in the world; and more importantly, doing someD
thing. Ns he rode the elevator up toward the qfth zoor, he reviewed 
in his mind the tasks for the day. Ies, he thought, I will be busy today. 
1any pro)ects to work on, and tasks to complete. 

Ns he passed through the corridor toward his cubicle, he took a 
look out the zoorDceiling window, out toward the train station. Nnd 
there he saw a young man, not part of the zow, going neither this way 
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or that, staring up at the Tower, to some zoor far above where Pierre 
stood. Nnd he saw the Tower all of a sudden as that young man must 
see it( not as a location, but as an aesthetic ob)ect. Nnd he desperately 
wished he could soar out that window, out above the trees, beneath 
the cranes, toward the water that zowed not so many miles away, and 
lose himself in that terrible ocean. 



Chapter Three

Pierre & His 
Ambiguities

Pierre did not dislike his time at the produce store, for what it was. The 
only part that truly bothered him was the questions customers would 
occasionally put to him. Not questions about fruits and vegetables, 
which he could usually answer with relative ease or otherwise pass on 
to a more knowledgeable co-worker, but the questions that were a 
little more personal. 

Pierre always put on an appearance of friendliness, greeting cus-
tomers with a smile and a “how are you today?” He found that en-
gaging in such a way made the work more pleasant, and customers less 
likely to get upset if he made a mistake or if something didn’t go their 
way. It wasn’t entirely an act; it was deeply ingrained within him from 
an early age to be polite and courteous. However, this friendliness was 
also skin-deep; Pierre was comfortable for the xfteen to thirty seconds 
of conversation it took to complete a transaction, usually consisting 
of a “how are you” and perhaps a comment on weather, fruits, or the 
state of the parking lot. To Pierre, this seemed the logical eEtent of the 
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customer-cashier relationship. He would never dare ask a customer 
anything about their life outside of their trips to the grocery store. 
He considered it not his business, and frankly, he didn’t care much to 
know about it. 

zhile Pierre considered it rude when a customer didn’t answer his 
“how are you,” he did not wish to be friends with anyone. M customer 
had once told Pierre his name, and Pierre had, in good faith, attempted 
to use the name the neEt time he saw him. Snfortunately, he had said 
the name to the wrong person. This had so traumati—ed Pierre that he 
vowed against any future attempts. 

However, some customers, either in the pursuit of friendliness, or 
F as Pierre sometimes reckoned F for some other nefarious purpose, 
liked to lightly interrogate Pierre about the state of his life. 2uch 
questioning may seem innocuous, but for Pierre, it carried deeper im-
plications. Dor eEample, the question, “Mre you in school?” indirectly 
revealed a condescending attitude toward his current employment. To 
work at a fruit store exclusively, at such a young age, was clearly an 
untenable way of living. 2urely, one would have to be attending school 
at the same time in order to pursue some higher calling. Pierre, had, in 
fact been to school; he had graduated, albeit only with a diploma that 
called itself an “associate’s degree.” 2ometimes he would tell people 
this, that he’d xnished school, but this tended to only prompt more 
questions, so instead he had started to simply say, “no,” to which most 
people had nothing to say. 

Mnother question in a similar vein was, “jo you have another :ob?” 
F as if having one :ob wasn’t already too many. 

ze bring all this up in order to present an eEample of an interaction 
that conxrmed all of Pierre’s suspicions of himself3 that he was la—y, 
that his life was useless, and that because of these two things, people 
did not like him. 



PIR&&R A HI2 MBGIUSITIR2 WY

There was a regular who showed up to the store every Driday 
evening, when the place was near dead. 2he was small and incredibly 
skinny, and rode a motori—ed wheelchair. 2he required help to reach 
and carry about her purchases, and she usually requested Pierre’s 
supervisor by name. However, on this day, the supervisor was busy. 
Pierre was a little afraid of the woman; she had a loud voice and she 
was quite particular about the fruits chosen for her. 2he always insisted 
on having only the best, and while Pierre could fairly conxdent he 
could pick out a good fruit, he didn’t feel he could guarantee the best. 
However, he did what he could, lightly sweating as he tried to keep up 
with her requests. They were outside, and Pierre was picking through 
the bags of cherries, trying to come up with one perfect bag out of 
the several sitting on the table. It was late summer, and the cherries 
were on their last legs, the bags sticky with :uice. 2ome were too hard; 
others caved in from a single touch. He was struggling with the task, 
and worried that he was being too slow, but dared not rush for fear of 
not being meticulous enough. 

zhile waiting, the woman struck up a conversation. “jo you work 
here full-time? Oou always seem to be here.” 2he had large, stern eyes, 
and a constant sneering eEpression. 2he seemed to constantly be in 
pain, which for all Pierre could tell, might very well have been the case. 

“I’m :ust part-time,” he said. “Three days a week.”
“jo you go to school? 4r have another :ob?” M two-in-one. 
Pierre bristled. “No, I :ust work here,” he said.
“Oou live with your parents?”
“Nope, with my roommate.”
“Mnd you can a(ord to live in this city? 4n three days a week? jo 

your parents pay your rent?”
“No, I pay my own rent. ze’re :ust in a basement suite. I get by 

somehow.” 
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“I xnd that hard to believe,” she said. 
Pierre felt suddenly guilty, as if he really shouldn’t be allowed to 

get by somehow. He often felt that there must be mysterious eEpenses 
that other people paid and he didn’t. Rveryone always brought up 
the cost of living in the city, but Pierre ate only home-cooked meals 
Lpartially due to never having learned how to order take-out, and 
feeling it was too late now to learn5 and borrowed all his entertainment 
from the library. He wasn’t saddled with debt from school, having 
only gone to a community college for less than two years, and, maybe 
most importantly, had no pretensions to ever living any better than 
he currently did, and therefore felt no pressure to save up for a house 
or a better apartment. !astly, he was far too young to worry about 
retirement, xguring he would inevitably die sometime in his thirties 
or forties.

“Mnd what do you do when you’re not working here?” the woman 
asked, still apparently bewildered by Pierre’s part-time lifestyle.

Pierre took a second to decide whether to answer truthfully or not. 
Then, he reali—ed that he couldn’t tell what a truthful answer would 
be. 2o, he said “I don’t know; I :ust hang out.” 

2he squinted at him. “I don’t see how your parents are okay with 
that,” she said. 

Pierre said nothing. Mt that moment, his supervisor stepped out-
side and greeted the woman, so he took her cherry bag to the counter 
inside, and then walked back into the storage room, where he stood 
in the walk-in refrigerator, staring at the piles of boEes that lined the 
wall. 

Pierre knew that there was more to be done in this world than 
moving fruits and vegetables around. It was a xne way of getting out 
and about and putting a few nickels in your pocket, but it did not 
constitute a life. To call it a living would only prompt the :ocular 
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response, “If you call that living6” If he had had kids to return home 
to, a sick mother to take care of, or a philanthropic mission to carry out 
in his spare time, such a career might not be in any way an ob:ect of 
censure. Gut Pierre had only “hanging out,” and though his “hanging 
out” had a little more intellectual rigour than the phrase generally 
suggests, it didn’t amount materially to much more than any other 
form of sloth, in the same sense that meditation is, when divorced 
from all spiritual or psychological ends, :ust sitting around.

He had spent the last few years ridding himself of the hopeless 
ambitions that had tortured his adolescence, teaching himself to live 
with only the bare minimum of money and eEcitement, stripping his 
life down to its essentials, with the hope that in this way he could 
reali—e its true essence, why he Land by eEtension, anyone5 was alive 
at all. Gut so far he had found nothing but many ingenious cures for 
boredom.

He always felt that if he had :ust a little bit more time, he could truly 
make something of himself F learn some skill that would catapult 
him into his ideal dream-life, where money and time were no longer 
a problem. Gut time was never enough. His free hours 7itted away 
:ust as fast, no matter how numerous they were. Rven now, with his 
four free days a week, it never felt enough. Mt work, he was often 
struck with inspiration for a new way of :ustifying life; a new pro:ect 
to best take advantage of the freedom he had carved out for himself. 
Gut each new conception came with a new pressure, each “I could8” 
soon transformed into an “I should8” and becoming :ust another 
obstacle to his “freedom.” It was in this way that Pierre’s obsession 
with free time subsumed its own purpose3 he no longer longed for the 
the freedom to do what he liked, but the freedom to not do anything 
at all. 
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He held to this idea of freedom with an iron grip, and was hyper-
sensitive to any attempt to wrest it from his grasp. Mny suggestion or 
proposition of how his time could be spent was met Lat least internal-
ly5 with bristling anger. He could actually feel his hair stand on end 
at times, as if pricked upright with righteous indignation. He needed 
this free time, this empty time, this absence of time F as far as he was 
concerned, the only alternative was death. 

Mnd so Pierre’s life was more negative space than anything else F 
more idea than reality F more of a philosophical construction than 
an actual honest-to-Uod life. 2o it’s really no surprise that we xnd him 
ruminating in a fridge full of produce, the words repeating in his head 
like a mantra3

“I don’t see how you parents are okay with that.”
Pierre wasn’t sure that his parents were okay with it. In fact, he was 

quite certain that they weren’t. 

Pierre’s last visit to his parent’s house had not gone well. It had not 
gone poorly, by any stretch; in all, it had been quite uneventful. How-
ever, it had left a sour impression. He hadn’t visited in some time, 
because every time he thought to call on them, he then thought, “jo 
I have anything new to say?” to which the answer was always no. He 
was in the eEact same situation now as he had been in Barch, during 
their last visit, and the situation in Barch had not been particularly 
impressive. 

“Not impressive” is certainly the right phrase. Pierre’s parents were 
rarely impressed with what he was doing. This never reached the point 
of direct confrontation, but instead manifested itself in a subliminally 
communicated sense of parental disappointment. Pierre understood, 
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viewing the situation ob:ectively, that his parents had probably put 
more e(ort into his life than he had.

He often felt that it would be best for all involved if he disappeared 
for a while, only to return when he had transformed his life into 
something more impressive. This slow drip of what he called “gradual 
progress” F which might to the more dispassionate observer seem like 
“doing nothing” F served to obscure any actual improvements he did 
make. Buch like it is di1cult to tell how much a child has grown 
until none of his clothes xt, it can often be di1cult to recogni—e one’s 
internal development until it reaches some visible threshold. 

zhen Pierre sat alone and thought about his life, he often felt quite 
assured that he was a better Pierre than he had been a year or two ago. 
Gut the fact remained that he had very little to show for it. Mnd what 
eEternal markers he did have, such as his diploma from the nearby 
community college, only prompted the question3 Mnd where has that 
got you?

Pierre had been trying out a version of this strategy by simply 
avoiding his parents for the last few months, despite the fact that he 
generally en:oyed their company. Gut he quickly felt bad about such 
unxlial behaviour, and agreed to visit them for dinner. 

He arrived early, always at the whim of the bus schedule. He entered 
the passcode on the door, and then the same code in reverse to disarm 
the alarm. The house was empty. He walked around a little, up and 
down the stairs, conxrming that his parents had gone out. M soup 
was simmering on the stove, and his dad’s glasses were sitting on the 
dining table. Mside from that, the house looked almost unlived in, 
like something out of an interior design maga—ine. Rver since he had 
moved out, the house had been spotless3 nothing left on the 7oor; 
not a drop of tea nor crumb of bread on the counter. Nothing was 
left out anywhere; everything had a drawer or a shelf to call home. 
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Pierre had come to understand rather quickly that this was not the 
natural state of things. His apartment only ever reached such a level of 
cleanliness immediately following a manic bout of tidying, which were 
as irregular as they were unthorough. Getween these, the rooms sat in 
total neglect. In this way, Pierre’s cleaning habits dutifully followed 
the pattern of his life. 

The long bus ride had tired Pierre out, so he sat down on an arm-
chair in the living room and closed his eyes. He awoke to the sound of 
the front door. His mom appeared at the top of the stairs. “4h6” she 
said. “Oou’re early.”

“ze thought we’d have time for a quick walk,” his dad said, coming 
up after her. “I guess not.”

“I was early,” Pierre said. 
“Oou look like you’ve been asleep,” his mom said.
“I think I have.”
“Oou’re too young for naps, Pierre,” she said, sitting down on the 

stairs to take o( her shoes. 
“2ave them for when you’re my age6” his dad yelled from the 

kitchen, still wearing his sneakers.
“Rven he doesn’t nap that much,” his mom said, under her breath. 
“Mre you hungry now, Pierre?” his dad yelled.
“Oeah.”
“zhat was that?”
“He said yes, dear6”
“Mlright, I’ll :ust heat up some bread.”
Pierre took the time to accustom himself to being awake again. He 

had eEperienced one of those naps in which it felt like he had been 
on the verge of uncovering some secret truth, the nature of which he 
could no longer remember. It felt to him like the kind of truth which, 
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if he could have communicated it to his parents, would have changed 
their mind about something. 

Urowing up, Pierre had never felt any pressure from his parents 
to do anything in particular. They encouraged him to complete his 
schoolwork and get good grades, but would only truly push him as far 
as a passing grade. zhen he was a child, they acknowledged his dreams 
and ambitions, but as he grew older and tried to set himself toward 
more realistic goals, he felt that they were treated much the same way 
as his childish fantasies. Pierre was never told to be a lawyer or a doctor, 
but instead simply told that it was best to xnd something he en:oys 
doing. 

Mfter a disastrous beginning to his adult life characteri—ed by shy-
ness and fear, Pierre decided to cast himself free and see a little more of 
the world than was visible from the second 7oor window of his bed-
room in his parent’s townhouse. He moved into the city. To survive, 
he got a :ob at the fruit store down the road. juring the xrst month 
at his new place, when it rained every day for an entire month, Pierre 
reset his ambitions. In essence, he gave up on everything. This was not 
as terrible as it sounds. It was only a method of formali—ing what had 
already become clear3 that at the rate he was going, he was never going 
to accomplish anything. 

Pierre never eEplained this situation to anyone. Instead, he pre-
tended that he was still pursuing the goals that had taken him to 
community college, while in reality, he struggled to cope with life in 
its most basic aspects. He made himself food, kept the home relatively 
tidy, and “accomplished” F as he termed it F errands. This he con-
sidered to be the limit of his capabilities.

Pierre’s parents saw him as someone who was struggling to get a 
start on his life3 who wanted more, but was unwilling to push himself 
toward it. In their mind, he wanted a career, but was unwilling to do 
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the work required to get one. It would never have occurred to them 
that he no longer allowed himself to want anything. The idea was 
simply too depressing. 

Mnd thus, their conversations often devolved into certain formulaic 
eEchanges. The most common and distressing for Pierre always began 
with a half-hearted question from his father, asking Pierre if he’d made 
any progress in “xnding a real :ob” or thought about “what he wanted 
to do.” He always brought it up as if it was partially a :oke, tacitly 
acknowledging the uncountable times this eEact line of questioning 
had been raised and subsequently dismissed. 2omething like, “I don’t 
suppose you’ve been applying for :obs lately?” or, “Mnd how’s the 
:ob-hunting going?” Pierre would squirm in his chair and make some 
sort of non-committal answer3 often “ze’ll see.” 

Drom here would begin a short lecture on the lack of satisfaction to 
be derived from part-time work at a fruit store, and the need for what 
Pierre’s father termed “a proper career.” Gut eventually he would cut 
himself o( mid-way, saying, “I know we’ve been through this lecture 
enough times before8”

Pierre would nod through the monologue, responding to the xnal 
comment with, “Oep, we sure have.” He no longer attempted to de-
fend himself, either with the truth or with falsehoods. He certainly 
wanted to defend F  or, at least, eEplain F himself, but he didn’t 
know how. He couldn’t make any sense of his life, so he didn’t see how 
anyone else would be able to. He couldn’t say that he was satisxed, 
because he certainly wasn’t. He couldn’t say that he was “happy” or 
“content” or “grateful :ust to be alive at all,” because he was none of 
those things. He was :ust alive.  

zhat he perhaps wanted to say was that he was trying his best. It 
was :ust that his best was pretty bad, and that it also looked a whole lot 
like not trying at all. Mnd also, if he thought of “his best” in an ideal 
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sense F i.e. his innate potential based on his skills, circumstances, and 
temperament, casting aside his actual eEperience, in which none of 
those things had any meaning set against the very real but indescrib-
able inadequacy, fear, and general dysfunction that characteri—ed his 
day-do-day eEistence F then he was nowhere close. 

This time, however, Pierre had a response prepared. Gecause to say 
that Pierre had completely abandoned his dreams was premature and 
somewhat inaccurate. zhat Pierre had really done was clear the way 
for one Urand Mmbition3 one Urand Mmbiguous Mmbition whose 
ambiguity served as the great mystery that compelled him through a 
life barely worth wasting. Mnd one week prior to this dinner with his 
parents, Pierre thought he had discovered its true nature.



Chapter Four

Rain

The rain fell hard, rattling through the ducts that snaked their way 
across the ceiling. It was rare for Pierre to look up there, and always 
startling to see that maze of pipes and light xjtures hanging bust avo:e 
him. It reminded him of a mo:ie set, casting spotlights on the displays 
of lemons, apples, limes. It was veautiful at times- slow times, specifA
ically, when Pierre had nothing to do vut stare at the vright oranges, 
reds, yellows and greens that made up the scenery, so shining and so 
glossy that one forgot that all of it was bust food to ve cut up and 
chewed into mush, or else lost in compost vins and ruvvish heaps. ;s 
a scene, as a painting, it could ve veautifulN as a piece of actual life, it 
was a collection of items waiting to ve sold. 

The artixcial calm that per:aded the store stood in stark contrast to 
the vrisk Oo:emver wind that stormed outside. Rnly the plastic signs 
closest to the entrance rustled slightly at the small gusts that entered 
through the open doors.

“aincoats dripped water along the Eoor, wallets and phones and 
keys spilled out as people rummaged through their illAdesigned pockA
ets. ’”:erything is bust more di3cult when itLs raining,— an old woman 
said to Pierre, as she struggled to open her purse. It was trueN e:en the 
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routine act of paying for groceries somehow took twice as long, e:en 
while inside and sheltered. FineAups grew twice as fast, disgruntled 
customers waiting impatiently as those at the register found a place 
to valance their umvrella. ;s they opened their wallet, they would 
notice that their umvrella had fallen o:er, meaning they had to pick 
it up and xnd a new angle at which to set it down vefore returning to 
their vattle with the wallet again. ”:erything got wet- the scale was wet, 
the counter was wet, the card machine was wet. “eceipts were placed 
carefully in customersL hands only to ve thrust into wet pockets or wet 
vags. Then, the umvrella had to ve taken up again, although no one 
e:er left a free hand to take it, and e:erything had to ve adbusted once 
more & at least, enough for the threeAfoot walk to the door, at which 
point somehow a new hand had to ve found to open the umvrella, or 
lift the hood of oneLs backet, or take out the keys so the car door was 
unlocked once one got there. 

Rutside, it was the end of times. The canopies and umvrellas vilA
lowed and threatened to escape, spraying water this way and that as 
they did so. Plastic vags, ripped oH the roll in a xt of avsentAmindedA
ness, Eew across the parking lot vefore settling comfortavly in a pudA
dle. ;nything that fell to the ground was turned to mushN remnants 
of grapes, receipts, and grocery lists littered the Eoor. 

Must vefore the rush started up, Pierre had veen sent out to reinforce 
an umvrella that was teetering o:er a parked car. ;fter looping a 
second vungee cord around the vase and attaching it to a tavle co:ered 
in red peppers, Pierre had time to look out at the coming storm.

The sunlight was veginning to fade. The clouds were not amassed 
like one giant carpet, vut rippled like wa:es across the sky with suvtle 
gradients of greys and vlues. 

;s night fell, the storm did not cease, vut vecame in:isivle. Brom 
the lighted interior of the store, the rain could ve seen only as EickA
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erings silhouetted in the headlights of cars as they pulled into their 
parking spots. 8ustomers grew few and far vetween, and Pierre veA
gan to feel as if he was stranded on a small island of light amidst a 
dark, lonely world. The strangers that occasionally emerged from the 
darkness lingered in the store for what felt like hours, dragging their 
feet like reAanimated corpses, staring at the displays as if searching for 
some form of di:ine re:elation. They came to him with vaskets no 
sane person would e:er dare construct. ; single pomegranate, two 
mandarin oranges, and a head of lettuce. Three lemons and a pint 
of mushrooms. Rne man spent forty minutes circumna:igating the 
store, ga:e Pierre a discouraged shrug, and walked out with nothing. 

Pierre read stories vy UP Fo:ecraft on his phone vehind the regisA
ter, attempting to lose himself in senseAdefying worlds and unintelligiA
vle insanity, vut nothing could feel stranger to him than where he was. 
Rf all the places in the world he could ha:e gone or veen, somehow he 
had ended up here, sitting on a little lip in the wall, half hidden from 
the entrance vy a pile of apple vojes, nearly alone in a store packed 
with produce on a dark and stormy weekday night. It felt unreal to 
velie:e that only a few hours ago there had veen light emerging from 
that sky, and that at the end of this impermanent night, the sun would 
appear again. Rnly a few hours ago, the store had veen packed with 
rustling and vustling customers. ;nd vefore that, Pierre had veen sat 
comfortavly at home. In less than hour, he would ve home againN this 
fact was the hardest to velie:e.

Oow, the wind pushed and the rain fell on an empty nothing, 
and in his mind, only Pierre was around to tell the tale. This wasnLt 
altogether true. PierreLs super:isor was holed up in the o3ce, cashing 
out the two closed registers on the other side of the store. There was a 
customer too, Pierre noticed, after taking a 2uick glance around, clad 
in a vlack coat o:er in the corner vy the potatoes. 5he was picking up 
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the potatoes one vy one, turning them o:er in her hands, and putting 
them vack. ;nother ghost. 

6hen eight oL clock rolled around and it was time to close the store, 
Pierre could hardly tell how the time had passed. 5omehow, thirtyAsij 
hundred seconds had elapsed o:er the course of the last hour. In its 
simplest form, time is motion & and yet, in all those seconds, nothing 
had mo:ed. Oothing had happened. ”ach time Pierre had looked at 
the clock, it had looked ejactly the sameN and yet, here he was. 

;fter pulling the vins and umvrellas in from outside, taking the 
garvage to the dumpster, co:ering the potatoes and tropical fruits 
with vlack garvage vags, and locking the vack door, Pierre stood near 
the entrance, twirling the chain they used to secure the front door. 
The vins and tavles from outside xlled the aisles, lea:ing only a small 
corridor from the vackroom to the front door. It was Y-?!, and PierreLs 
super:isor was stood on her phone near the vack wall, waiting for the 
clock to tick o:er vefore she could shut oH the lights. 

Pierre was tired and miseravle. The impending walk and vus ride 
were unimaginavle in their tortuousness. Ue longed for either teleA
portation or death. The voredom had made him hungry, and this 
hunger had boined forces with the cold and the damp. The rain could 
still ve heard softly through the air ducts. R:erpowering that sound 
was the Euorescent vuzzing that vecame audivle only after the radio 
had veen shut oH. 5omeone timidly knocked on the door vehind 
Pierre. Ue turned around and shook his head, and they walked oH. 

’Time to goD— The lights shut oH with a click. Pierre stepped 
through the front door and closed it vehind him while his super:isor 
set the alarm, then opened it vrieEy to let her out. Ue wrapped the 
chain around the handles and secured it with a padlock, wrestling with 
it for a few moments vefore it clicked into place. 6ith a 2uick nod and 
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a good night, Pierre set oH into the darkness, thinking that tonight was 
the night he would xnally eat that pizza in the freezer. 

Pierre stood at the vus stop, s2ueezing his umvrella vetween his right 
arm and torso as he rummaged through his vag for his phone. ’”:eryA
thing is bust more di3cult when itLs raining.— Uis umvrella tipped 
o:er, causing drops of water to fall on the touchscreen. Ue tried to 
wipe it oH with his slee:e, which was also wet. Ue ga:e up and put the 
phone away. 

Ue felt as if he could sink into the ground. Susic would cheer him 
up, vut there was no way heLd ve avle to gather together his earvuds 
without ejposing them to a potentially destructi:e amount of rain. 
Ue watched cars na:igate the intersection- the lights alternating red, 
green, and orangeN the orange hand replaced vy the walking man, the 
walking man replaced vy the orange hand. Rn the opposite corner, a 
digital sign ad:ertised programs at the nearvy recreation centre. The 
top and vottom lines of tejts were animated independently, and whoA
e:er had programmed the sign must ha:e set transitions to random, 
meaning that often the second half of an announcement appeared 
long vefore the xrst. ;t last, wrapped in a confusion veyond mortal 
minds, the sign oHered Pierre this message-

5T;“TIOC …Rq“ 8;“””“9
8FR5”0 BR“ 6IOT”“
; vus passed in front of the sign, and stopped in front of Pierre. It 

leaned o:er with a series of pneumatic whines, and the doors creaked 
open. Pierre tapped his card, passing rows of shi:ering, dripping pasA
sengers as he made his way to the vack. Ue carefully valanced his 
grocery vag on the Eoor, leaned his umvrella against the seat in front 
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of him, crossed one leg o:er the other, and closed his eyes. The vus set 
oH. 

Ue opened his eyes a few stops later to see strutting down the 
aisle a man in his early twenties, with thick, vlack, curly hair and a 
vurgeoning moustache. Ue glanced at each passenger he passed, as if 
he was looking for something. Ue caught sight of Pierre. Ue ga:e a 
2uick nod of recognition, sat down on the chair in front of Pierre and 
turned around with a vig smile on his face, showing oH his vraces. 
’Uey Pierre, howLs it going, dude9— Ue reached o:er the chair, and 
ga:e Pierre a xrm handshake.

’Rh, good. Uow avout you9— said Pierre. 
’Cood, good. 0onLt tell  me youLre coming vack from FeeLs, 

dude1—
’…ep.— Pierre grinned sheepishly. 
’I canLt velie:e youLre still working thereD— 
Uervert had only worked at FeeLs for sij months or so, and had 

ne:er veen happy avout it. Ue was avout eight years younger than 
Pierre. 0uring their xrst con:ersation, Uervert had asked Pierre how 
long he had veen working there, and when Pierre replied that it had 
veen almost three years, Uervert couldnLt hide his shock. Pierre reA
memvered at UervertLs age feeling a similar incredulity regarding the 
possivility of staying at a part time bov for that long. 6hen he had 
started at FeeLs, he had imagined it was a shortAterm thing- sij months, 
mayve a year at most. Must to tide him o:er vefore he started vigger and 
vetter things. 

Pierre had ne:er 2uite xgured out what those vigger and vetter 
things were. Uervert, on the other hand, had known all along. Uis 
plan was to vecome rich. Ue stro:e toward this goal with an undying 
tenacity. Uis family was from 8uva, and the one thing he seemed 
to know avout 8uva was that people there were not rich. This was 
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vecause of 5ocialism, he said. 4orn in a land of opportunity, Uervert 
sought to secure his virthright vy ’doing vusiness.— Ue was always 
talking avout ’doing vusiness.— Ue spent his days watching talks and 
speeches vy producti:ity ejperts, moti:ational gurus, and passi:eAinA
come wizards. Ue would play them on his phone as he packed cherries 
into vags, as he wrapped elastic vands around vundles of asparaA
gus, and e:en while he was working the till. PierreLs voss, generally 
an easygoing guy, couldnLt stand Uervert, and Pierre couldnLt realA
ly vlame him. Uervert didnLt do his bov. Ue liked to ha:e friendly 
con:ersations with customers, vut ne:er actually helped them vuy 
fruit or :egetavles. Ue wouldnLt do a single task ejcept under direct 
super:ision. ;nd his constant grilling of coAworkers avout their goals 
and aspirations made him few friends. 

0espite all this, Pierre liked Uervert. Ue found him amusing. 
6hile their temperaments couldnLt ha:e veen more diHerent, Pierre 
had made it immediately clear early on in their ac2uaintanceship that 
he was not interested in anything that Uervert was trying to sell. ;nd 
Uervert e:entually seemed to almost come to respect PierreLs content 
and easygoing nature. Pierre vrought a healthy skepticism to UervertLs 
schemes, which of course did not aHect UervertLs actions in any way, 
vut at least led to some amusing con:ersations. 

The last Pierre had heard from Uervert vefore he was unceremoA
niously xred was that he had paid a guru se:eral thousands of dollars 
to ve his ’mentor,— and had set up an Instagram account in order to 
resell bewellery.

’Uey, itLs a li:ing,— Pierre said, shrugging.
’If you call that li:ing, man. I couldnLt stand that place.—
’ItLs not so vad. 5o what are you up to now9—
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’Rh, you know, still on the grind.— Ue smiled widely and nodded 
his head as he spoke. ’I was bust at the mall, you know, making some 
connections. 0oing vusiness. Saking deals.—

’Oice. 5o e:erythingLs going well9—
’…eah, itLs going good, itLs going good.— Ue made a xst and punched 

it into his open palm. ’Crinding away. Clad I got away from that place. 
0id I tell you that I got a bov at the …S8;9 Uelping out at the gym 
and the pool and stuH. ItLs chill as hell, dude. 4est part is I can do my 
vusiness on the phone while I work. ILm taking calls all day. They donLt 
e:en care.— 

’…ou did that at FeeLs too,— Pierre said.
’…eah, yeah. ThatLs true1 ThatLs true, actually,— he laughed, still 

nodding. 
’The …S8; seems like a much vetter xt for you, though.—
’0exnitely, dexnitely. ItLs so much vetter, man. …ou know, one 

time,— he lowered his :oice and leaned forward, ’I had a nap on one of 
those vig puHy mats in the vack room. I was out for like, two hours.—

’6hat the1—
’I was so tired. I had veen up all night the night vefore. 0oing 

vusiness, you know.—
’Rf course.—
Ue took a look around the vus, and then vack at Pierre. ’5o, youLre 

still at FeeLs, huh9 6erenLt you planning on going somewhere else1—
Pierre had once inad:ertently told Uervert avout a fake plan he had 

concocted mostly for the sake of his parents, which in:ol:ed getting a 
bov at an ad agency. ’That didnLt really work out,— he said. 

’;h, too vad1 too vad. 0id I tell you avout my mentor9 UeLs great, 
dude. I could hook you up if youLre interested.—

’Oah, I think ILm okay. IL:e got other stuH going on.—
’Rh yeah9— UervertLs eyes widened at the idea of stuH going on.
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’…eah1 ILm writing a vook right now, actually.—
’5eriously9 6oah. ThatLs so you, dude. The Pierre Philosophy.— Ue 

made a gesture with his hands that reminded Pierre of a magician. “I 
can imagine it. …eah1 ThatLs awesome.— Uis nodding grew e:en more 
:igorous. ; bingle played on the speaker, and the KOejt 5topL sign lit 
up. ’This is my stop, man. Uey, it was good to see you. Cood luck 
on your vook. If you need anything, hit me up.— Ue nodded his head 
upwards in the same way as vefore, and ejtended his arm. They shook 
hands emphatically. 

Pierre was not writing a vook. Ue was wet, he was tired, and he was 
miseravle, and he wanted Uervert to velie:e, if only for a moment, 
that he was doing more than simply working at FeeLs. This had nothA
ing to do with Uervert himselfN Pierre knew that he would likely forget 
avout it vefore their nejt meeting, bust like most things Pierre had 
told him, and e:en things he had told Pierre. Their con:ersations had 
a tendency to repeat themsel:esN Uervert had told Pierre avout his 
family in 8uva at least x:e times as if it were vrand new information. 
Uervert therefore was a con:enient receptor for a lie. Ue was trusting, 
perhaps e:en gullivleN and he saw Pierre as something entirely alien, 
therevy willing tJo velie:e anything avout him. 

4ut although this vook of PierreLs did not ejist, and he had not 
veen writing it, Pierre had not felt, in the moment, that he was lying. 
The lie, immediately upon veing said, retroacti:ely created its own 
truth. Ue had veen working on a vook. Bor 2uite a while now, in fact. 
ThatLs why he didnLt ha:e a fullAtime bov. ThatLs why he needed so 
much free time. ThatLs why he hadnLt started a career. 



“;IO WL

The vook xlled in all the empty spaces, all the unanswered 2uesA
tions that made up his life. It bustixed his past, his present, and his 
future. It did this so eHecti:ely that it immediately vecame necessary to 
PierreLs conception of himselfN in that moment, Pierre vecame an auA
thor. ”:erything he did was now in ser:ice of his writing- all the menial 
shifts at the fruit storeN all the days spent milling avout at homeN his 
whole lackadaisical community college career. These were no longer 
irrele:ant wastes of time, vut in fact necessary e:ents leading to the 
creation of his vook. It was all intricately connected  and wonderfully 
teleological. 

The 2uestion remains as to why Pierre chose writing a vook, specifA
ically. ;s it will turn out, there are se:eral practical venexts to this 
choice, vut to get into these would ve anticipating oursel:esN further, 
none of these were in PierreLs mind during these initial moments. Oo, 
PierreLs words had come from somewhere deep within, some part of 
himself that lay unreckonedAwith. 

Pierre had actually wanted to write a vook, once. Ue had wanted to 
write many vooks. In ninth grade, he had listed ’author— as his desired 
career on a form he had to xll out during a ’career planning— seminar 
at school. In tenth grade, during a similar class, he had left the xeld 
vlank. In ele:enth grade, he had written ’puppeteer— in order to pro:e 
to a friend that no one actually checked the forms. 

Ue had spent a good deal of ninth grade thinking avout writing 
vooks. Ue e:en got as far as sketching out a third of an outline and 
drafting a couple paragraphs. Bor a week or more, this vook had veen 
the only thing on his mind, vut an idle comment from his father, 
whom he hadnLt e:en told avout his idea, suddenly put him oH the 
whole thing. It was too early for writing a vook, anyway, he decided. 
;t fourteen, it was enough bust to think avout it. The time for actual 
writing would come later. 
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The time for actual writing had ne:er arri:ed, vecause it soon veA
came apparent to Pierre that he didnLt actually like writing. 6hat he 
liked was the idea of accomplishing something and ha:ing that acA
complishment take the form of an artifact. Ue liked the idea of ha:ing 
something to point to, years or decades later, whene:er he wondered 
what he had done with his life. R:er the years, this latter idea had 
disconnected itself from the specixc form of a vook, and transformed 
into some amorphous grey cloud that Eoated through PierreLs interior 
world. 6hene:er he tried to con:ince himself that working at the fruit 
store wasnLt so vad, that it was ’a li:ing,— and that he had no reason to 
ejpect any more out of life, it showed up to tell him that this wasnLt 
enough, that he needed to ve doing something more. 

Oow, after almost a decade, it had, in a xt of panic, re:erted to 
its original form. Pierre once again wanted to write a vook. 4ut it 
was more than a desire nowN it was a need. ;nd it was no longer too 
early. Pierre was twentyAx:e years old. Ue was an adult, with a full 
adult life. People ejpected something from him. Ue only hoped that 
their ejpectations would ve satisxed with something as 2uaint and 
oldAfashioned as a vook. 



Chapter Five

Edward Talbot

The next day, Pierre began work on his book. But before he could sit 
down and compose any words, there were a few important matters 
that needed attending to. The Irst was that his bedroom desperately 
needed tidying. Hn its current state, it was no place to write a book. 

je started right away, beginning with the nucleus around which 
the whole provect re:ol:ed- his computer desk. Ht was by far the messiS
est surface in the room, piled with papers, books, coasters, sunglasses, 
cords, notepads, rubber balls, a hackey sack, two chapsticks, and two 
pairs of nail clippers. The dark surface somehow left unco:ered by all 
these obvects was instead co:ered with a thin layer of dust. 

je remo:ed all this miscellany, along with his keyboard, mouse, 
computer monitor, and speakers, placing them on the bed after stu;S
ing the du:et into a corner so that nothing got lost in its folds. je 
then swept up the crumbs with a small brush, before spraying the 
surface with a general cleaner and wiping with a damp cloth. EatisIed, 
he turned to the bed and deliberated on which items in which conIgS
uration would be most conduci:e to writing a book. je started with 
his monitor, keyboard, and mouseR these were essential, for Pierre was 
a modern man for whom long toil with a pencil or pen was a mavor 
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pain in the wrist. The speakers too returned, for he thought that the 
right music might make all the di;erence. je placed a single notepad 
on the opposite side of the keyboard from his mousepad, in case he 
needed to take notes by hand. je took some pens and pencils from 
the drawer, stuck them in a mug from the kitchen, and put that abo:e 
the notepad. Then, he placed two coasters between the keyboard and 
the monitor- one on the left for water, and one on the right for co;ee. 

je stepped back, admiring his new minimalist workspace. Ht had 
all one might need for highS’uality scholarly work- nothing more, 
nothing less. je turned back to the bed. &:erything still remaining 
needed a new home. je opened the top drawer of his desk to throw it 
all in there, only to Ind that it was already full. je opened the second 
drawer. Ht was also full. 

je dumped the contents of all four drawers onto the Door, and 
began reorganiWing. Gfter sorting out garbage and recycling, he de:elS
oped a system for his four drawers so complex that he probably could 
not ha:e explained it e:en to himself. The Inal obvect remaining was 
the hackey sack. je passed it back and forth between his hands as he 
deliberated. je Inally decided that he might want to play around in 
this way while brainstorming the book, so he put it back on the desk, 
between the two coasters. 

je put his du:et back on the bed, threw some clothes in the launS
dry hamper, swept the Door, and was vust about to dust the shel:es 
when he realiWed that he was hungry. 

je had meant to continue his cleaning in the afternoon, but as 
he chewed his ham sandwich, he felt for the Irst time in a while the 
satisfaction of a good dayLs work. Eo, he spent the afternoon loaIng 
about. 

Pierre spent his mornings in much the same way for the rest of the 
week. Gfter Inishing his bedroom, he mo:ed into the hallway, then the 
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bathroom, the kitchen, and Inally the li:ing room. These hourSlong 
midSmorning frenWies would come to an abrupt end at lunchtime, 
after which he could rarely muster up much momentum. 5hen he 
didnLt ha:e to head to work, he spent his afternoons sedentary, colS
lapsed in ”arlosL uncleLs armchair, playing a game or reading a book. 

”arlos couldnLt help but notice the immaculate state of the apartS
ment. je thanked Pierre one day after returning from work. PierreLs 
pleasure at ha:ing his accomplishments recogniWed prompted him to 
take a rest. “n Eunday, he didnLt clean at all. je felt so good, in fact, 
that he extended his rest through Uonday. “n Tuesday, he meant to 
get started on the book before his afternoon shift, but accidentally 
slept in. “n 5ednesday, upon sitting down to write, he realiWed that 
a few of the materials from the drawer had found their way back onto 
the desk. je glanced around the room, and realiWed that there were 
clothes on the Door again. je spent the morning cleaning, and then 
had to go to work. 

Ht had now been almost two weeks since he had in:ented his book. Ht 
seemed to Pierre brutally unfair that life continued to get in the way of 
its realiWation. 5hen he awoke Thursday morning, he was so irritated 
by the way going to work and cleaning the house were interrupting his 
writing time, that he wanted to ’uit his vob altogether and go li:e in 
a ca:e. jis anger did not abate when he walked into the kitchen and 
realiWed that he had forgotten to do the dishes after dinner. 6G man 
cannot li:e like this‘— he exclaimed.

Hgnoring the dirty dishes, he hurried to his bedroom and sat down 
at the computer. jis skin felt hot and itchy, as if he needed to sweat but 
couldnLt. jis Ingers ho:ered o:er the keyboard, his forearms tensed. 



PH&AA& M Tj& GUBH4qHTH&EzN

je was an angry man. je had enough composure to realiWe that that 
was no way to start a book, but he couldnLt help himself. je took a few 
deep breaths. je pressed down on the 7TL key ? we can only assume 
that he was prepared to begin his book with that most inauspicious 
word- The. 

But he ne:er made it that far, for as soon as the letter appeared 
onSscreen there was a knock on the front door, and such was PierreLs 
condition at the time that he actually vumped out of his chair. Yo one 
had e:er knocked on that door before, not once in the eight months 
that Pierre and ”arlos had occupied this apartment. Pierre understood 
immediately what was happening. je knew the qni:erse wellR he had 
li:ed with it for some time now. 

qnconsciously, Pierre realiWed in this moment that his book was 
dreadfully Hmportant. Gnd not only Hmportant, but potentially so 
re:olutionary and transgressi:e that almost e:ery entity in existence 
had been set against its coming into being. This book was poised to 
change a world that feared change, or at least feared the sort of change 
that a man like Pierre ? although we must admit to a certain di8culty 
in articulating exactly what type of man we mean by this ? would 
bring about.  

Gnd as Pierre approached the door, he thought for a brief moment 
that the police would be waiting on the other side to arrest him, but on 
reDection that felt too ob:ious and frankly, a bit silly. Gnd so one can 
imagine that Pierre made a truly indescribable face when he opened 
the door to Ind two policemen stood on the other side. 

The two o8cers seemed ’uite young, around PierreLs age. The 
closer one to the door was tall and blonde, with the face and deS
meanour of a man who gets along well with mothers and grandmothS
ers. The one looming behind was shorter and s’uatter, and had a more 
reproachable look. 



&O5GAO TGCB“T z…

64ood morning,— the goodSnaturedSlooking one said. 6Ooes an 
&dward Talbot li:e hereJ— 

6Yope,— said Pierre, although he did take a moment to ponder the 
’uestion.

The o8cer looked down at his notepad. 69ouLre sureJ—
69ep. ThereLs no &dward here.— 
Gt this, the second cop came forward and took a full step into the 

apartment, causing Pierre to step back. je scanned the hallway in both 
directions, and then leered into the kitchen. je turned to Pierre. 6H 
ha:e the same co;ee maker,— he said. 

Pierre didnLt say anything to that.
The Irst cop ignored this whole procedure. 6Oo you know &dward 

at allJ—
6”anLt say H do,— said Pierre. 
6je doesnLt li:e next door or anythingJ—
6H wouldnLt know, to be honest.—
6Gnd can H get your nameJ— Yow that the goodSnatured policeman 

had recogniWed Pierre as useless, he dropped the whole goodSnatured 
shtick and took on a more formal tone. 

6Pierre ”astorp.—
6Gnd can you spell that out for meJ— 
Pierre spelled it. 
6Gnd you li:e aloneJ— je insisted on starting each ’uestion with 

the word 6and.—
6H ha:e a roommate,— Pierre answered.
6Gnd whatLs his nameJ—
Pierre told him.
Gfter carefully votting all this information down in his notebook 

as if it had any rele:ance at all to the case of poor &dward Talbot, the 
initially goodSnatured cop wished Pierre a pleasant day. The second 
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cop nodded to Pierre as he left, as if acknowledging some tacit underS
standing between them as owners of the same co;ee maker. 

Gfter such a singular experience, there was little hope of Pierre 
getting any work done on his book. Hnstead, he roamed around the 
house a few times, trying to work o; the ner:ous energy he had built 
up during the encounter. je felt guilty, as if he had failed in his ci:ic 
duty. Gt the same time, the way the cop had taken that big step into his 
hallway had set o; a wa:e of righteous indignation at the o:erSstepping 
nature of law enforcement. These conDicting emotions e:entually led 
him to his armchair. 

Pierre ga:e o; a somewhat lordly aspect as he sat- his back straight, 
one leg crossed o:er the other, occasionally stroking his chin. 9et the 
look on his face as he thought was far from regalR it was a look of 
puWWlement and concern, as if he had vust put some sort of disagreeable 
food in his mouth and was unsure whether or not he should spit it out.

&dward Talbot0 the name actually seemed familiar to Pierre, alS
though he couldnLt place where he knew it from. Ht didnLt strike him as 
someone famous enough to 4oogleR no, he felt that he had known an 
&dward Talbot somewhere, at some time. je thought of the :arious 
teenagers, college students, and middleSaged women he had worked 
with at the produce store o:er the years. Yone of them were named 
&dward, although one had been named 1ohn, which for a moment 
almost seemed signiIcant. 

je made his way to his bedroom and took his high school yearbook 
from the bottom rung of his bookshelf. qpon opening it, he was 
immediately o:ercome with longSforgotten memories. Ht had been 
almost a decade since he had roamed those musty halls. je put the 
search for &dward on hold as he attempted to Ind the one candid 
photograph of himself that he knew to be in there ? in which he 
appeared totally by accident, sat behind two students performing a 
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science experiment in the lab ?  but as page followed page, he realiWed 
that he might ha:e been thinking of a di;erent year. 

je skipped ahead to the graduating class. &ach student had a large 
head shot and accompanying blurb, often used to say farewell to the 
school and their teachers and wish the best of luck to the entire gradS
uating class of ()FK. Those most photogenic students who wore their 
gown and cap with pride generally used the entire wordScount a;ordS
ed to them, anticipating their future appearance on the &xecuti:es 
page of some worldSdestroying companyLs corporate website. They 
would list e:ery one of their friends as proudly as they would later list 
their degrees, awards, and business achie:ements on CinkedHn. 

LPierre, in his ambiguity, had written this-
6The choices we make in life determine the path we will take and 

the le:els of rad Wen you will be able to accumulate.—
jis guidance counsellor, after conIrming that this wasnLt some 

sub:ersi:e message unIt for publication, told Pierre in class one day 
that she found it 6profound.—M

There were also those whose cap and gown seemed illSItting, and 
who looked like they had been forced to sit up straight for the Irst time 
in years. Their messages were shorter but less formulaic, and often 
not punctuated correctly. &dward TalbotLs was one of these. je had 
written- 6Thx to all the teachers for helping me along the way, and 
thanks to my buddies for a good time. Aock on EOEE—

Cooking at the portrait, Pierre realiWed why the name had seemed 
both familiar and notR Pierre and &dward had not shared a single 
class nor had any friends in common. Their only interactions had 
been during the one year when both played on the school rugby 
team, although Pierre couldnLt recall any speciIc instances of the two 
speaking to each other. Pierre knew what little he knew of &dward 
through hearsay, from his name popping up in a con:ersation e:ery 
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once in a while. jis impression of &dward was informed by the people 
he associated with, and it was, admittedly, more unfa:ourable than 
fa:ourable. je might not ha:e :oted &dward 6most likely to get in 
trouble with the law,— but he certainly wouldnLt ha:e :oted him 6least 
likely to get in trouble with the law.—

Hn his portrait, &dward had wa:y blonde hair that curled away 
from his head at the ends. jis eyebrows were light, and his eyes had 
a persistent gormless ’uality to them. jis smile looked childish and 
at the same time de:ilish, rising more on the right side than the left, 
and showing slightly crooked teeth. je didnLt look much like a young 
graduate passing through the gates of maturityR rather, he looked like 
a mischie:ous kid who vust got away with something. 

So! Pierre thought, Edward Talbot used to live in this apartment. 
Perhaps he slept in this very room! This man from my high school in that 
town many miles away, with whom I rarely spoke at the time and about 
whom I have not thought of since, cooked his meals in that self-same 
kitchen where I, upon finishing this thought, will make myself lunch! 
And all this not six months prior to this very day! qpon reDection, 
Pierre struggled to imagine &dward cooking, but he supposed that he 
might at least ha:e used the microwa:e. 

5hen Pierre opened the door the next day, it took him a few moments 
to register what he saw. The buWWer had interrupted him vust as he had 
sat down at his desk with a cup of tea. je had been about to open 
a webpage and start scrolling, but as soon as he stood up he became 
con:inced that what he had actually been about to do was open up 
his book and get to work. The :oice on the phone which hung in the 
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hallway told him that there was a deli:ery, which he assumed must be 
for ”arlos, since he hadnLt ordered anything recently. 

qpon opening the door and looking up, he saw none other than a 
decadeSaged :ersion of the young &dward Talbot. je was dressed in 
the na:y uniform of an GmaWon dri:er, although it didnLt It him at all. 
The shirt bunched up where it was tucked into his pants and sort of 
ballooned out around his waist. The slee:es were rolled up, one more 
than the other, both dangerously close to sliding back down. je did 
ha:e a package in his hand, but he didnLt immediately thrust it toward 
Pierre like a normal deli:ery person wouldR instead, he vust stood at the 
door shuNing his feet for a few seconds before saying, 6jey0—

6ji,— said Pierre. 
6HL:e, uh, got a package,— &dward said. 6HtLs for, uh0— je held 

up the package and made as if reading the label. 6Ehoot, this is the 
wrong house. Ye:ermind. qh, sorry, dude0— je spoke too ’uickly, 
not lea:ing enough of a delay for his ruse to be taken as legitimate 
confusion. je started to turn away.

6jey, we went to high school together, didnLt weJ— Pierre said, as 
&dward was taking his Irst few steps down the hallway.

65hatJ Yo. Yo, we didnLt.— Ht was hard to tell whether he was 
lying, or if he vust didnLt recogniWe Pierre. 

69ouLre &dward, rightJ &dward TalbotJ—
&dward looked left and right suspiciously, his eyes wide and mouth 

hanging open like a cow.
6qh, vust so you know,— Pierre continued, 6there were police here 

looking for you the other day. H told them H didnLt know you, but then 
later H remembered your name from high school. Oid you used to li:e 
here or somethingJ—

&dward looked as if his mind had left his body in order to consider 
the situation from a more detached point of :iew. je was halfway 
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between running away and crumpling to the Door. Euddenly, the lights 
came back on behind his eyes. 6Pierre‘— he said. 69eah, dude, okay, 
yeah, we did go to high school together. H totally remember now.— je 
walked past Pierre and into the apartment. Pierre stood in the doorway 
for a second, bewildered by the audacious deed, and then shut the door 
behind.

6Uan, H donLt know what the hell my plan was with this whole 
deli:ery thing,— &dward said. 6H vust wanted to see who li:ed here, you 
know,  but H didnLt think it through at all. 9ou totally shocked me 
there.—

6Eorry,— Pierre said, for some reason. 
6Yo worries, man. HtLs actually ’uite a relief.— je stood arms akimS

bo in the kitchen, looking out at the balcony window, in the manner of 
a man about to say, 6H like what youL:e done with the place.— Hnstead, 
he turned to Pierre and said, 6The cops were hereJ—

69ep. H said H didnLt know you, though. H remembered the name, 
but couldnLt put a face to it or anything.—

69eah, fair enough. HtLs been a while0 since those old days.— je had 
transformed from a ner:ous wreck into the most comfortable man in 
the world in mere seconds. 6H wonder what they were after. H suppose 
it doesnLt matter. H left something here when H mo:ed out ? H was in 
kind of a hurry, and it was in my secret hiding spot, so H couldnLt get 
to it while e:eryone was on my back, you knowJ—

Pierre nodded.
6HL:e been racking my brain for months trying to Igure out some 

way to get back in. 5ithout, you know, breaking and entering or anyS
thing like that. Then HLd really be in trouble with the cops‘ Today was 
something like a scouting mission- scope out the place, do some recon 
? that sort of thing. But itLs great that itLs you, man‘ Uakes my life 
so much easier. Hf you donLt mind, HLll vust0 Oo you mind if H0J— je 
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gestured toward the hallway. Pierre took a step back as &dward carried 
on toward the bedrooms. je stopped outside of ”arlosL halfSopened 
door. 

6ThatLs my roommateLs room,— Pierre said.
6Hs he homeJ— &dward poked his head inside. 
6jeLs at school.—
6HLm sure he wonLt mind,— &dward decided, opening the door and 

strutting right in. Pierre followed to the doorway, but didnLt go in. 
The curtains were closed, tinting the room blue. &dward was in 

the corner near the closet, carefully setting aside a snowboard that 
had been leaned against the wall. je pulled out the bookshelf and 
stepped around it, trapping himself in a little corner behind, wedged 
between the foot of the bed and the wall. Pierre turned on the light. 
6“h, thanks,— &dward said. 6By the way, do you ha:e a screwdri:erJ—

65hat exactly are you planning on doingJ— Pierre asked.
6ThereLs a little panel in the wall back here. H donLt know what itLs 

for, but if you screw it o; thereLs a little nook behind, and H left some 
stu; in there.— 

65hat sort of stu;J OrugsJ—
6jaha, no.— 
Eince he made no further comment, Pierre went and got him a 

screwdri:er. je didnLt exactly like what was going on, but he felt powS
erless to stop it now that it had gone this far. Oor whate:er reason, he 
found &dwardLs demeanour somehow reassuring, and was con:inced 
at this point that there was nothing male:olent or criminal about what 
was going on. Ht still made him feel a little guilty, though. je kept 
thinking that if ”arlos were to show up, he would ha:e absolutely no 
idea how to vustify the situation. 

je reached around the bookshelf to hand &dward the screwdri:er. 
Orom where he stood, on the other side of the bookshelf, he couldnLt 
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see the panel &dward was unscrewing. Yot wanting to pry, he left the 
room again, and stood in the doorway, respecting &dwardLs right to 
pri:acy in this bedroom that had once been his. 

&dward worked ’uickly, and within a minute he called Pierre to 
help him put the bookshelf back in place. Gs they pushed it back, 
Pierre caught a glimpse of the curious obvect &dward held in his hand. 
Ht was blue and shaped like a crescent moon, looking almost like an 
o:ersiWed glasses case. Ht e:en had a seam through the middle. Pierre felt 
that he had seen it before, but couldnLt place where or when. 5hen the 
bookshelf was back in place, &dward opened up the case and checked 
inside, but in such a way that Pierre couldnLt see its contents. 

6Gll goodJ— Pierre asked.
69ep. Thanks man, youLre a lifesa:er.— Gs they walked through the 

corridor, &dward asked, 6Eo, what are you up to these daysJ 4oing to 
schoolJ 5orkingJ—

6HLm working on a book,— Pierre said. 
65ow, a book. Oamn, man, cool stu;. 5hatLs it aboutJ—
6HtLs about0 trying to li:e your life the best you can.—
6Eounds deep. Uaybe H wouldnLt get it, haha. Though we all gotta 

li:e our best life, donLt weJ 5e only get one, you know. HL:e been 
working at the ferry terminal these last few years. Pinda fuckinL sucks 
being onScall but itLs pretty chill most of the time. ”anLt complain.—

69ep,— Pierre said. They were standing vust outside the front door. 
Pierre was leaning against the wall somewhat awkwardly, with his 
hands in his pockets. &dward was once again looking around the 
apartment, admiring the furniture Pierre and ”arlos had brought into 
it. 

65ell, thanks again for all this. 9ou really sa:ed me here, man.— 
6OonLt worry about it. jappy to help a fellow Eunde:il.—
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6jaha yeah, alright, man.— je turned toward the door. 6Gnd donLt 
worry about all that police stu;,— he said.

6EhouldnLt you be the one thatLs worriedJ—
6jey, these things happen.— je shrugged. 6Gnyway, thanks again. 

HLll see you around.— 
Gnd with that, he disappeared out the door. 



Chapter Six

A Dinner With 
Family

We now dnu orslevbel ackh w,ese we wesef ios tp tl cp p,tl Potnp tn 
’tesseyl lposm p,cp ,e gcue ,tl wcm am arl po ,tl Pcsenply ,orle cnu 
ievv clveeP tn p,ets csgk,ctsf w,esef rPon wchtn.f ,e ,cu p,e ieevtn. 
p,cp logep,tn. wcl caorp po k,cn.eA 

-ipes c iew gtnrpelf p,e asecu wcl wcsgf cnu p,e p,see lcp uown 
po utnnesA ’tesse wcl lptvv aepween oneqHrcspes cnu oneqp,tsu clveePf 
lo ,e lPenp c atp oi ptge ltgPvm lpcstn. uown cp ,tl lorP cl ti psmtn. po 
segegaes ,ow po rle c lPoonA xtl gog k,tueu ,tg ios ,tl lveePtnellA 
xtl ucu ae.cn e—Pvctntn. p,e senobcptonl rnueswcm tn p,e rPlpctsl 
acp,soog D p,ets ,orle wcl cvwcml aetn. d—eu rP tn loge wcmf 
cvp,or., tp ,cu leegeu Pesiekpvm ntke po ’tesse w,en p,em gobeu tnA 
’tesse wclnyp Pcsptkrvcsvm tnpeselpeu tn p,tl tniosgcptonA xe wclnyp 
eben tnpeselpeu tn newl caorp ,tl korltnl obesleclf os p,e cubenprsel 
oi ,tl gogyl kowoshesyl k,tvusenA xe wcnpeu po pcvh caorp ,tl aoohA 

’tesse hnew ,ow ,e vooheu po ,tl Pcsenplf aekcrle ,e oipen lcw 
,tglevi isog p,ets PeslPekptbeA xe wcl c gecnuesesf c vociesf cnu c 



- INEERT WNFx M-LNY5 7S

atp oi c volesA ztnke .scurcptn. et.,p mecsl c.of ,e ,cu uone c vcs.e 
cgornp oi nop,tn.f Prnkprcpeu wtp, okkcltoncv .vtgPlel oi tntptcptbe 
p,cp Hrtkhvm djjveu cwcmA Mos w,cpebes seclonf p,tl ptge ievp ut“esenpA 
F,e aoohf uelPtpe nop mep ,cbtn. koge tnpo e—tlpenkef ievp realA Nn ickpf 
tp ievp cvv p,e gose secv ios p,e ickp p,cp tp cl mep ,cu no iosgA F,ese wese 
no vtgtpl tn ’tesseyl gtnu po w,cp ,tl aooh korvu aekogeA Eo one 
korvu Pvcke lrk, ”ru.genpl on tp cl B.oouO os BacufO aekcrle p,ese 
wcl ltgPvm nop,tn. p,eseA Np wcl aemonu ”ru.genpA 

Np wcl kvecs p,cp pevvtn. ,tl Pcsenpl caorp p,e aooh worvu uelpsom 
tpl lpcprl cl cn tuecv enptpmA :ekcrle rnvthe xesaesp cnu Fcvaopf p,em 
ckprcvvm kcseu caorp w,cp ’tesse utu wtp, ,tl vtieA Wstptn. c aooh 
worvu ae mep cnop,es utlpsckpton isog p,e cppctngenp oi c Bsecv kcseesO 
cnu c Bsecv vtieAO F,em worvu Psoacavm clh ti ,e wcl Pvcnntn. on 
Pravtl,tn. tpA F,em gt.,p eben clh w,cp p,e aooh wcl caorpA F,tl wcl 
c vebev oi lksrptnm ’tesse wcl rnPsePcseu iosA 

;n p,e op,es ,cnuf ’tesse rnueslpoou tn loge lenle p,cp p,e onvm 
seclon ,e ,cu tnbenpeu p,tl aooh wcl po ”rlptim ,tglevi tn p,e emel oi 
PeoPve e—ckpvm vthe ,tl Pcsenpl& po .ep p,eg o“ ,tl ackhf cnu lpoP cvv 
p,tl Hrelptontn. caorp kcseesl cnu ”oal cnu pchtn. selPonltatvtpm ios 
oneyl vtieA F,tl aooh wcl logep,tn. ’tesse korvu l,ow po p,e wosvu 
cl c lmgaov ios p,e ickp p,cp ,e utuf tn ickpf pche ,tl vtie lestorlvmG p,cp 
,e did wonues w,cp ,e wcl lrPPoleu po uo wtp, ,tgleviG cnu p,cp 
p,ele Hrelptonl ckprcvvm aop,eseu ,tg c vop gose p,cn p,em aop,eseu 
cnmone evleA Np wcl onvm p,cp ’tesse ,cu nebes aeen p,e pmPe po koge rP 
wtp, answers po lrk, Hrelptonlf arp tnlpecu ltgPvm wcvvoweu tn p,egf 
lvowvm uelkenutn. tnpo p,e grkh rnptv ,e korvu no von.es lee p,e lrnf 
rnptv ,e wcl lwcvvoweu rP st.,p uown po p,e ,ctsl oi ,tl ,ecuf ,tl 
aonel ksrl,eu am p,e Psellrsef ,tl vrn.l kovvcPleuf cnu obescvv caorp 
cl uecu cl c Peslon kcn aeA -p w,tk, Potnpf tnebtpcavmf ,e worvu dnu 
,tglevi isee c.ctnf Pes,cPl cipes c .oou nt.,pyl lveePf eges.tn. tnpo p,e 
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ast.,pnell oi p,e lrn cnu p,e isel,nell oi p,e ctsf ics isog p,e ucshnell 
w,ese lrk, Hrelptonl uwevvA Wcvhtn. cvon. tn p,tl isee U eclm wcmf ,e 
worvu lruuenvm dnu ,tglevi wtp, one ioop tn c Pruuve oi gruA -nu 
wtp, p,cpf p,e Hrelptonl wese ackhf p,e kmkve ae.tnntn. cnewA 

xtl aooh wcl cn cppegPp po enu p,tl kmkveA Np cPPecseu po ,tg cl c 
l,tntn. aeckon vecutn. ,tg po p,e Psogtleu vcnuA Np gcue vtie eclmA :rp 
tp onvm wosheu aekcrle tp wcl nop konnekpeu po cnmp,tn. evleA Np wclnyp 
logep,tn. ,tl Pcsenpl ,cu povu ,tg po uoA Np wclnyp logep,tn. ,tl 
peck,esl ,cu povu ,tg po uoA Np wclnyp logep,tn. F,e Wosvu e—Pekpeu 
oi ,tgA Np ,cu eges.eu onvm isog p,e uePp,l oi ,tl own ,ecspA xe 
utunyp wcnp po konpcgtncpe tp am e—Poltn. tp po p,tl wosvuvm wosvu cnu 
tpl Hrelptonl oi gonem cnu arltnell cnu kcseesl cnu c Bsecv vtieAO 

xe korvu tgc.tne ,ow p,e konbeslcpton worvu .oA xe ,cu tgc.q
tneu tp on p,e arl stue obesA xe worvu astn. rP p,e aoohf cnu p,em 
worvu clh w,cp losp oi aoohf cnu ,e worvu gche loge nonqkoggtppcv 
notlef cnu p,en ebesmone worvu ltp p,ese rnkogiospcave cnu konirleuA 
;sf ,e worvu vtef cnu lcm p,e aooh wcl caorp logep,tn. os op,es 
?uelPtpe tp nop mep konpctntn. cnm wosul9f cnu ,tl ucu worvu clhf 
B-se mor Pvcnntn. on Pravtl,tn.CO cnu ,e worvu l,sr.f cnu p,en 
,tl ucu worvu lcm logep,tn. vthef BPravtl,tn. aoohl tl c kcseesf arp 
wstptn. c aooh tl nopfO w,tk, ’tesse seko.ntjeu wcl ellenptcvvm psre 
cnu p,eseiose ut6krvp po selPonu poA 

F,e aoohf l,tntn. aeckon oi ,oPe p,cp tp wclf wcl cvlo c Pcscuo—A 
Np pscPPeu ’tesse tn c uoraveqatnuA xe korvu netp,es lPech caorp nos 
nop lPech caorp p,e aoohA xe korvu netp,es wstpe p,e aooh nos nop 
wstpe p,e aoohA Np ,cu po e—tlp cnu nop e—tlp cp p,e lcge ptge D w,tk, 
tl c ut6krvp p,tn. po uoA 

zof ’tesse utu nop pevv ,tl Pcsenpl p,cp ,e wcl wstptn. c aoohA Nnq
lpecuf ,e lPenp cn tnkseutavm nosgcv ebentn. cp ,tl Pcsenpyl ,orlef 
urstn. w,tk, ,tl icp,es utunyp astn. rP kcseesl os ”oal cp cvvA Mos c iew 
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,orslf p,em t.noseu ’tesseyl rnqae.rn vtief cl ti tp utunyp e—tlpA F,tl wcl 
e—ckpvm w,cp ’tesse ,cu wcnpeu p,tl w,ove ptgeG arp cp p,e lcge ptgef 
,e korvunyp ,evP arp ieev p,cp Pes,cPl p,em ,cu ltgPvm .tben rP on 
,tg cipes cvvA 

’tesse seprsneu ,oge po dnu Vcsvol vorn.tn. on p,e vecp,es csgk,cts 
tn p,e vtbtn. soogA F,e wcm ,e lcp tn p,e k,cts wcl cvgolp kogtkcvG ,e 
wcl lo p,tn p,cp ,e utunyp secvvm okkrPm p,e k,ctsf arp tnlpecu leegeu 
po 1ocp caobe tpA 5or korvu ecltvm ,cbe dp p,see oi ,tg ltueqamqltuef 
cnu cnop,es on eck, csgselpA  -p p,e lcge ptgef ,e lvork,eu lo vow 
p,cp tp vooheu vthe ,e wcl ltnhtn.f wtp, ,tl von. aecpqrP ve.l e—penutn. 
,cviwcm cksoll p,e soogA

F,e csgk,cts tplevi aevon.eu po VcsvolG ,e lctu tp ,cu aeen Pclleu 
uown po ,tg am c .secpqrnkve os loge op,es eHrcvvm utlpcnp sevcptonA 
’tesse oipen wonueseu w,ep,es p,tl ,cu ckprcvvm aeen tnkvrueu tn p,e 
wtvv D BFo gm aevobeu .scnuqneP,ew ?os w,cpebes ,e tl9 Vcsvolf N aeq
Hrecp, p,cp ovu .seen legtqsc..eu vecp,es csgk,cts vcn.rtl,tn. tn p,e 
lPcse lprumO D os ti tnlpecu oi aetn. veip to Vcsvolf p,e k,cts ,cu ltgPvm 
aeen leftf cnu Vcsvol ,cu enueu rP wtp, tpA ’tesse tgc.tneu Vcsvoly 
.secpqrnkve po ,cbe c arl,m w,tpe gorlpck,ef heen lmgPcp,eptk emelf 
cnu c l,tsp wtp, p,e poP arppon rnuoneA xe vtheu po p,tnh p,cp ,e ,cu 
lgoheu kt.csl tn p,tl k,ctsA 

Vcsvol ,cu on c pcnhpoPf l,osplf cnu lnecheslf gecntn. ,e ,cu 
sekenpvm seprsneu ,oge isog c srnA F,e lwecp wcl lptvv usmtn. on ,tl 
iose,ecuA xe ,cu prsneu p,e k,cts po icke p,e obenf cnu wcl lcp wtp, 
,tl ,cnul kvclPeu rPon ,tl vcP cnu c konpenpeu mep Pctneu e—Psellton 
on ,tl ickeA  

Bxow wcl p,e srnCO ’tesse clheuA 
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BR,fO Vcsvol l,sr..euA B5or ,cu utnnes wtp, mors PcsenplCO
B5ePAO
Bxow cse p,em uotn.CO
BF,emyse senobcptn. p,e rPlpctsl acp,soog nowAO
BF,cpyl w,cp N vthe po ,ecsAO 
F,e oben aeePeuf cnu Vcsvol sepstebeu c pscm on w,tk, lcp cn e—q

Pvoueu kosuon averA xe vctu tp cpoP p,e lpobe po koovA ’tesse l,oweu 
,tg p,e .ooutel ,tl Pcsenpl ,cu lenp ,tg ,oge wtp,f tnkvrutn. c pra 
oi cvgonu arppesf c prPPeswcse oi p,e veipobes lorPf cnu c I!I oi c 
gobte isog ,tl k,tvu,oou ,e ,cu e—Pselleu c gtvu tnpeselp tn wcpk,tn. 
c.ctnA 

;n p,e wcm ,oge isog ,tl Pcsenpyl ,orlef ’tesse ,cu lpeweuA xe 
utunyp gecn po lpewf arp logeptgel ,e korvunyp ,evP tpA xe uektueu 
p,cp ,tl Pcsenpl utunyp selPekp ,tgA F,em utunyp lee ,tg cl c kogPvepe 
PeslonA xe korvunyp pcvh po p,eg caorp woshtn. cp Yeeylf aekcrle 
p,em utunyp lee tp cl cn ckprcv ”oaA xe korvunyp pcvh caorp ,tl aoohf 
aekcrle ,tl aooh utunyp gche gonemA xe lrPPoleu ,e korvuybe povu 
p,eg caorp ,tl sekenp srnqtn wtp, Ruwcsuf arp ,e .relleu p,cp p,em 
worvuybe iornu icrvp wtp, ,tg ios caepptn. c wcnpeu kstgtncvA F,em 
uedntpevm worvunyp ,cbe rnueslpoou cnm pcvh oi p,e ’vclptk :oo.teA 

W,cp p,em utunyp rnueslpcnuf golp oi cvvf wcl p,cp ’tesse ,cu 
lmlpegcptkcvvm cncvmjeu p,e konutpton oi p,e wosvu tn sevcpton po ,tl 
own Pesloncvtpmf cnu p,sor., gcp,egcptkcv kcvkrvcptonl seck,eu p,e 
konkvrlton p,cp c irvvqptge ”oa os c kcsees worvu cllrseuvm htvv ,tgA 
’tesse hnew p,tl calovrpevmA Ni p,ese wcl one p,tn. ,e hnewf tp wcl p,tlA 
F,tl hnowveu.e wcl p,e iornucpton rPon w,tk, ,tl enptse P,tvoloP,m 
wcl artvpA Eo one evle hnew p,tlf aekcrle ,e korvunyp e—Pvctn tp po 
p,egA xe korvunyp e—Pvctn tp po p,eg aekcrle tp utunyp gche cnm lenleA 
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BNybe aeen p,tnhtn. caorp p,e ’vclptk :oo.tefO ,e lctu po Vcsvolf 
w,o wcl now ,ecptn. rP c Pvcpe oi veipobes be.epcavel po .o wtp, ,tl 
utnnesA 

Bxr,CO lctu VcsvolA
BF,e ’vclptk :oo.tef isog gm usecgAO
B;,4 mec,A F,cp p,tn. Ltnesbc .cbe po morfO Vcsvol lctuf ltpptn. 

uown wtp, ,tl ioouA  
BEof noA z,e utunyp .tbe tp po geA F,cp wcl p,e w,ove PotnpA N ”rlp 

segegaeseu p,e op,es ucm& l,e povu ge N wclnyp allowed po ,cbe p,e 
’vclptk :oo.teA F,cp tp wclnyp gecnp ios PeoPve vthe geAO

B’tesse4 p,tl utunyp ckprcvvm ,cPPenAO
BWevvf melA :rp segegaes ,ow p,e ’vclptk :oo.te wcl p,tl p,tn. p,cp 

vepl mor d.rse mors irprse orpC 5or ”rlp .ep p,tl kogPvepe cllrscnke 
p,cp p,e .ocvl moryse k,cltn. cipes cse ckprcvvm p,e golp tgPospcnp cnu 
aelp mor korvuybe k,olenA -nu p,cp no gcppes w,cp .oel on tn p,e 
gecnptgef moryse ”rlp4 .oouA 5oryse .oouAO

B;hcmAO
BN wcl tn p,e vcamstnp, voohtn. ios tpf cnu l,e lctuf nof N kcnyp ,cbe 

tpG Nyg nop lrPPoleu po ,cbe tpAO 
B5elAO
F,ese wcl c astei Pcrle w,tve ’tesse psteu po segegaes w,cp ,e 

wcnpeu po lcmA Vcsvol .vcnkeu rP isog ,tl utnnesA 
B:rp w,m kcnyp N ,cbe tpCO ’tesse konptnreuA BIoelnyp tp leeg vthe 

op,es PeoPve ,cbe tpCO 
BNybe nebes ,ecsu oi cnmone ,cbtn. tpf PesloncvvmAO
B5or hnow w,cp N gecnA Ythef p,em ”rlp ,cbe p,tl kespctnpm caorp 

p,egf w,ese p,em uonyp lekonuq.rell ebesmp,tn. cnu konlpcnpvm wonq
ues w,cp p,emyse supposed po ae uotn.AO

B:rp p,tl tl aekcrle p,em p,tnh p,emyse uotn. w,cp p,emyse lrPPoleu 
po ae uotn.f noCO
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BR—ckpvmK F,cpyl e—ckpvm N gecnA F,em p,tnh p,emyse uotn. w,cp 
p,emyse lrPPoleu po ae uotn.K xow uo p,em .ep vthe p,cpC Nybe nebes 
ievp p,cp wcm caorp cnmp,tn.AO 

BWevvf ’tessef tp tl aekcrle p,em wenp po p,e gcje cnu gep Ltnesbc 
cnu l,e .cbe p,e ’vclptk :oo.te po p,egA 5or lcw p,e usecg morsleviAO 
Vcsvol enp,rltclptkcvvm pooh c atpe oi ,tl k,tkhenA 

BMos.ep caorp p,e usecg ios c lekonufO ’tesse lctuA 
B’tessef moryse p,e one w,o neeul po ios.ep caorp p,e usecg ios c 

lekonuK 5or cse k,cltn. cipes p,tl ’vclptk :oo.te cl ti tpyl secvA ’eoPve 
cse nop cl lrse oi p,eglevbel cl mor p,tnhA F,em ”rlp uonyp ,cbe cl 
grk, ptge po Ponues lrk, p,tn.l cl mor uoA Lolp oi rl ”rlp wcnp po 
uo logep,tn.A -nmp,tn.KO

BN ”rlp ieev vthe Nyg .otn. po wche rP one ucm cnu secvtje p,cp 
ebesmone evle wcl st.,p caorp ebesmp,tn.f cnu Nybe ”rlp aeen c wetsu 
tutopAO

BW,oC W,o tl st.,pCO
B-vv p,ole krlpogesl cp wosh w,o .tbe ge wetsu voohl w,en p,em 

clh ti N .o po lk,oov cnu N pevv p,eg noA F,em vooh cp ge vthe Nyg p,e 
kscjtelp gcn on Rcsp, ios woshtn. cp c isrtp lpose cnu nop .otn. po 
lk,oovA Npyl vthef w,o uo p,em p,tnh tl lrPPoleu po wosh cp c isrtp lposef 
ti nop geC W,m kcnyp N wosh cp c isrtp lposeC W,cp evle uo p,em wcnp 
ge po uoCO

BLrk, oi p,tl tl tn mors ,ecufO lctu VcsvolA
B5or ,cbenyp leen p,ole voohlf gcnA F,em wcnp po htvv geA F,em 

wcnp ge po uteAO 
B’tessef ,ecs tp isog ge& mor cse cvvoweu po wosh cp c isrtp lposeA 

5or Pcm mors ,cvi oi p,e senpf mor heeP p,e cPcspgenp kvecnf mor secu 
mors aoohlG w,o kcsel w,cp mors ”oa tlCO

BWevvf gm Pcsenpl lrse uoAO
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B-,f PcsenplKO Vcsvol gcue c .elprse cl ti lwcpptn. c ar. cwcm isog 
,tl ickeA 

PIERRE’S FANTASY

’tesse wcl logew,ese aepween p,tspmqdbe cnu iospm mecsl ovu D ovu 
enor., po ae rntbeslcvvm seko.ntjeu cl c gcprse curvpf arp morn. 
enor., po sepctn ,tl morp,irv bt.orsA F,tl bt.ors wcl tgPospcnpf ios 
’tesse ,cu po gobe p,sor., p,e wosvu e“ospvellvmf cave po tnpe.scpe 
loktcvvm wtp, p,e morp, cl wevv cl p,e ovues .enescptonA xe geutpcpeu 
ios one ,ors ebesm gosntn. cnu ebesm ebentn.f cnu tn lPtpe oi os Pesq
,cPl aekcrle oi p,tlf ,e wcl cave po ckkogPvtl, tn eck, ucm ebesmp,tn. 
,e ,cu lep orp po uoA xe nebes srl,eu arp wcl nebes vcpeA xe nebes 
.scaaeu ios p,tn.lf arp cvwcml ,cu p,egA xe ckkogPvtl,eu .secp iecpl 
wtp,orp cgatpton os lpsctnA 

Irstn. ,tl geutpcptonf ’tesse veip p,e Rcsp,A xe ,cu c lePcscpe vtie 
orp p,esef aemonu ptge cnu lPckeA Nn p,tl lePcscpe vtief ,e ck,tebeu 
nonqe—tlpenkeA F,tl nonqe—tlpenke cvvoweu ,tg po Psckptke wu-weiA 
Wtp, wu-weif ,e wcl cave po uo wtp,orp uotn.f cnu ckp wtp,orp ckptn.A 
F,tl wcl nop p,e onvm aenedp oi ,tl nonqe—tlpenkeA xe wcl cvlo isee 
isog leviqp,or.,plA xe no von.es wossteu caorp w,cp ,e wclA xe no 
von.es wossteu caorp w,cp ,e wcl lrPPoleu po aeA Np nebes okkrsseu 
po ,tg po wonues caorp op,es PeoPveyl oPtntonl oi ,tgA 5or korvunyp 
eben kcvv p,tl konduenkeA Np wclnyp leviqcllrscnke etp,esA Nnlpecuf tp wcl 
c kogPvepevm ncprscv aetn.q,tgleviA 

W,tve aetn. ,tglevif ’tesse korvu tnpesckp wtp, op,eslA F,ele tnq
pesckptonl wese 1rtu cnu lPonpcneorlA xe rnkonlktorlvm tnpesPsepeu 
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p,e enes.tel lrssornutn. ,tgA W,tve uotn. lof ,e asor.,p iosp, p,e 
enes.tel p,cp eges.eu wtp,tn ,tgA F,ele Psebtorlvm kogPeptn. enesq
.tel wese asor.,p tnpo ,csgonm btc ,tl wu-weiA 

W,cp utu ’tesse uo tn p,tl vtieC Wevvf p,cpyl p,e aecrpm oi p,e w,ove 
p,tn.A Np utunyp ckprcvvm gcppes w,cp ,e utuA W,cpebes tp wclf p,e 
,csgontorl ncprse oi ,tl e—tlpenke gecnp p,cp no one worvu ebes 
Hrelpton tpA Eo one worvu ebes wonues w,m ,e wcl uotn. one p,tn. 
cnu nop cnop,es p,tn.A F,e p,tn.l ,e utu utu nop leeg po Psekvrue 
op,es p,tn.lf eben p,or., tpyl .enescvvm psre p,cp we kcn onvm uo one 
p,tn. cp c ptgeA F,e psrp, tl p,cp no one wcl Hrtpe lrse w,cp ,e utuf 
cnu p,em utunyp gtnu p,cp cp cvvA F,em nebes clheu ,tg caorp tpA Np 
utunyp eben okkrs po p,eg po clh ,tg caorp tpA 

Wcl ’tesse gcssteuC Itu ,e ,cbe k,tvusenC zogeptgelf melf ,e wcl 
gcssteu cnu ,cu k,tvusenA xtl k,tvusen vooheu rP po ,tg sebesenptcvvmA 
xtl k,tvusenyl istenul cvlo vooheu rP po ,tgf cl wevv cl ,tl ntekel cnu 
neP,ewlA xe ,evPeu p,eg p,sor., p,e psoraveloge Pcspl oi p,ets vtbel 
wtp, ,tl lc.e cubtkeA xe wcl kcPcave oi rnueslpcnutn. k,tvusenf cnu oi 
PcsptktPcptn. tn p,ets wosvuA xe wcl nop gesevm c icp,es d.rsef arp cvlo 
c ievvow PvcmgcpeA W,tve Pvcmtn.f ,e nebes volp ,tl ut.ntpmG tn ickpf p,e 
ltvvtes p,e .cgef p,e gose ut.ntdeu ,e cPPecseuA Np wcl tgPolltave po 
egacsscll ,tgA xe korvu no von.es ieev l,cge D cvp,or.,f oi korslef 
,tl egPcp,eptk catvtptel gecnp p,cp ,e rnueslpoou tp kogPvepevmA

F,e icnpclm wcl nebes lo e—Pvtktpvm lpcpeu cvv cp onkeA :tpl cnu Ptekel 
okkrsseu po ’tesse cp bcstorl ptgelf tn selPonle po bcstorl tnlekrstptelA 
Lolp oi p,e icnpclmyl cPPecv wcl p,e tuec p,cp ’tesse worvu one ucm 
ae isee po nop p,tnh caorp p,e Psoavegl p,cp ,e krssenpvm cvwcml 
p,or.,p caorpA F,tl worvu koge caorp nop p,sor., ’tesse lovbtn. 
p,e Psoaveglf arp pscnlkenutn. p,eg D aekogtn. c ,rgcn aetn. 
w,o wcl caobe p,e besm konkePp oi Psoaveglf cnuf cl lrk,f aekogtn. 
nop c ,rgcn aetn. cp cvvA Mos e—cgPvef p,tl icnpclm oipen tnkvrueu 
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p,e tncatvtpm po e—Pestenke Pctnf os .ep ltkhA F,tl Pcsp oi p,e icnpclm 
okkrsseu po ’tesse golp oipen w,en ,e wcl ,rn.obesf os ,cu c kovu D 
osf tn ,tl weches gogenplf w,en ,tl lpogck, wcl rPlep cipes ecptn. 
poo grk, tke ksecgA 

W,ep,es ,e wcl ckptbevm tnurv.tn. tn tp os nopf p,tl icnpclm Pvcmeu 
c btpcv sove tn p,e P,tvoloP,tkcv iscgewosh btc w,tk, ’tesse bteweu 
p,e wosvuA xe utu tn ickp aevtebe p,tl icnpclm wcl ck,tebcaveA xe nebes 
e—Pvtktpvm p,or.,p os lctu lo D ios ,e hnew p,cp tp lornueu stutkrvorl 
w,en Prp tnpo wosul D arp tp e—tlpeu cl c irnucgenpcv rnHrelptoneu 
c—tog isog w,tk, ,e uestbeu ,tl enptse wosvubtewA Np wcl lo irnucq
genpcv cnu lo acltk p,cp ,e wcl enptsevm rncwcse oi tpA Vonlktorlvmf ,e 
hnew tp onvm cl c icnpclmf logep,tn. po ,evP .ep ,tg p,sor., p,e por., 
ptgelA Wef cl utlPclltoncpe oalesbeslf ,owebesf kcn lee tp cl ellenptcv po 
,tl konptnrcv lr“estn.A 



Chapter Seven

Edward Talbot 2

On the wall across from the front door, Pierre and Carlos had hung 
a white board on which they wrote down their work schedules and, 
occasionally, plans for the day. Pierre had drawn a knight xghting a 
snail nejt to his name, and Carlos had drawn a strange geometric 
obvect that resembled a star. 

Pierre woke up that morning feeling li-ely, and had made the deW
cision to write on the board that he was working on a book. !hen he 
had done so, he looked with pride at the words for a few moments, and 
decided that they looked xtting nejt to his name. Pierre, an authorA 

Bfter that, he left for work. Bfter work, time slipped away such that 
it was not until the following morning that Pierre sat down at his desk 
with the utmost intention to begin writing down words for his book. 
qut something was not ;uite right with Pierre that morningH he had 
woken up a little sore, a little weak, and e-en a little nauseous. (e felt a 
twinge in his chest, and a touch of soreness in his throat. Bs he opened 
the document he had sa-ed ‘which contained only the capital letter 
T’)E he felt that the mouse clicks took a little more eDort than normal. 

Pierre coughed. (e sat still for one minute, eyes closed, and thought 
about the sensation of his body. (e opened his eyes. ’here was cerW
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tainly something going on in there. !hether he was dexniti-ely sick 
or not, it made no sense to embark on such a grand endea-our when 
not in perfect condition. Ft would only set a poor tone for the whole 
provect. 

(e closed the document, renaming it ”qook W Sirst Lraft,G and 
stood up. Once in the li-ing room, his symptoms stopped bothering 
him so much, but he felt he couldn)t go back now for risk of aggra-atW
ing them further. ’he best course of action was to relaj, and in that 
way fend oD any potential sickness that might be headed his way. &o, 
he picked up a no-el from the coDee table, tucked it under his arm, 
and settled into a day of idleness.

’he nejt morning, after an uncomfortable night with a stuDedWup 
nose, Pierre awoke and, with the xrst hard push of air through his 
nose, forced out the cobwebs that had taken up residence in his nosW
trils. ’hose xrst two breaths of the day were glorious, like those of 
a man vust freed from prison. Pierre)s life shone ahead of him like a 
ray of Mod)s light. qut as he walked down the hallway to get a glass 
of water, he felt a sharp twinge behind his nose, and with it a drip 
sliding slowly out from his nostril and toward his upper lip. Fncreasing 
his pace, he managed to make it to the kitchen and grab a tissue vust 
before it dropped to the Uoor. ’his xrst tissue of what would become 
many felt almost lujurious in comparison to the rough sandpaperWy 
feeling he got from the twentieth, which milestone he reached around 
noonWtime. (is nose was red with agitation, his throat itchy, and his 
mind had turned to smoke.

(e picked up a book, but couldn)t lose himself in it. (e was too 
much in his own body, o-erly aware of all the aches and heats and chills 
emanating from all its diDerent parts. R-entually the mild annoyance 
of placing the bookmark and setting the book down e-ery time he 
needed to blow his nose caused him to gi-e it up. Fnstead, he sat up 
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in bed, mindlessly watching zoutube -ideos the way he had watched 
daytime tele-ision as a kid when sick from school. (alfway through 
each -ideo, he)d start scrolling through the recommended -ideos beW
low, vust like as a child he would search the channel guide as the douW
bleWheader of Y?B?&?( drew to a close. Occasionally, back then, he 
would xnd himself ten minutes deep into a thirtyWminute ad-ertising 
block, assuming the nejt show was vust around the cornerH this, too, 
had its modernWday analogue, for in xts of total absentmindedness he 
would fail to notice the &kip button in the corner, allowing the preWroll 
add to roll on and on. Fn truth, the ads, then as well as now, were 
sometimes more interesting than the actual programming. 

Bll of this was an absolute waste of time, because sick time can only 
really be wasted… almost as if our sick hours were part of an alternate 
life that we li-ed only in xts and starts amidst our regular healthy one. 
Once well again, Pierre could not e-en remember what it felt like to be 
sick. (owe-er, as &ick Pierre, he could remember all those bedridden 
parts of his childhood, sipping at water ‘when he could xnd the energy 
to lift the cupE, reaching for tissues, crawling into the kitchen for a 
piece of toast and some crackers. Compared to those times, Pierre was 
doing vust xne, for now. (e was only a little under the weather. ’he 
greatest problem facing him was boredom. (e couldn)t sleep, because 
he couldn)t get comfortable. &o, he vust sat there. 

’he bu99er in the hallway went oD -iolently, causing Pierre to vump 
from his bed. (e dragged himself to the intercom. ”(ello—G

”Ft)s me,G said a youthful male -oice. 
”F don)t know who that is,G said Pierre.
”Rd. Rdward. F)m back again.G
”*hhhhJG
”F brought something for you. Bs a thank you.G
”!ow, uh, okay. F)ll let you in.G 
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”zou betterA Ft)s cold out here, man.G
Pierre unlocked the door and waited for Rdward to come up. (e 

leaned against the kitchen counter, still in his pyvamas and dressing 
gown, which he tied up modestly while he waited. B few moments 
later, there was a knock on the door 0 which still made Pierre vump 
0 and Pierre let Rdward in. 

Rdward was dressed in more suitable clothes this time 0 in fact, he 
looked downright proper. (e was wearing dark slacks and a buttonWup 
shirt that he had e-en tucked in. ”zou don)t look so good,G he said to 
Pierre as he walked in, closing the door behind him and e-en slipping 
oD his shoes. (e was carrying one of those triangular bojes of Serrero 
2ocher in one hand, and in the other what looked like a vewellery boj. 

”F)m a little sick,G said Pierre, in a gra-elly -oice. 
”zou don)t sound so good either,G Rdward said. 
”zeah, F hope F don)t get you sick.G
”Lon)t worry about it. F)m not gonna get sick. Yy luck is turning 

upH can)t you tell— Nust look at meAG (e looked down and tugged at his 
shirt. ”zou like the outxt— F clean up alright, eh—G

”1ery professional,G Pierre said. (e could tell that Rdward hadn)t 
been this dressed up since Mrad.

Rdward made his way into the kitchen and set his gifts down on 
the dining table. ”2ight— Yy buddy)s dad is hooking me up with a 
vob. (e said, TNust show up looking like a man who showers e-ery 
day.) !hich, F mean, that)s what F always look likeA zou know— Muy 
thinks F don)t take showersA Bnyway, he said, T&lacks and a buttonWup). 
qusiness casual, as they say. Bnd hey, it)s actually more comfortable 
than F thought.G 

”zeah, they)re not bad,G Pierre said, remembering that he also 
hadn)t worn a buttonWup since Mrad, and the last time he had worn 
slacks was for a (alloween costume. 
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”Bnyway,G Rdward patted the chocolate on the table, ”’his is vust 
a little something to show you that F appreciate what you did for me.G

”Ft was really nothing.G
”Ko,G Rdward said, pointing his xnger. ”Ft was not. zou did me 

a solid. F acknowledge that.G (e picked up the vewellery boj and 
presented it to Pierre with both hands. ”’his,G he said, ”is a good luck 
charm. Ft)s a -ery powerful good luck charm. F had it cut oD from a 
larger one F ha-eH it)s, F don)t know, coral or something. Ft)s always 
been good to me, and F think you deser-e it.G

Pierre nodded, accepting the boj, also with both hands. *pon 
feeling its weight, he knew what it was. ”’hanks,G he said, in a scratchy 
-oice. (e felt a drip in his nose, and frantically put the boj on the 
counter in order to blow his nose. 

Rdward watched with a knowing smirk. ”zou won)t ha-e to deal 
with that much longer.G

”zou mean this thing cures the common cold—G Pierre asked.
”Yan, you won)t e-en remember what the common cold is.”
Pierre picked up the boj again, and looked at it in silence. 
”Bnyway,G Rdward said, after a few moments, ”F hope you feel 

better. ’hanks again, and good luck. F lo-e to see a classmate doing 
well.G (e mo-ed past Pierre toward the front door, and slid his leather 
shoes back on with the help of a miniature shoehorn he retrie-ed from 
his pants pocket. 

”zeah, well, uh, thanks for the gift,G Pierre said, holding up the boj. 
”Lon)t mention it. !elp, see ya laterAG Bnd with that, he disapW

peared out the door. 
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Pierre collapsed onto the armchair. ’he standing and talking had left 
him feeling worse than e-er. (is lungs burned, his bones ached, and 
his skin was itchy all o-er. (e had brought the vewellery boj with him, 
but had to recline a few moments to catch his breathe before he could 
untangle the ribbon that kept the lid on. 

(e already knew what would be inside. 6aid atop the -el-et interior 
was a small white obvect, smooth to the touch and -aguely triangular 
0 almost like a shark)s tooth. Ft had a confusing sensation of weightH 
not hea-y ejactly, but somehow resistant to mo-ement in the same 
way that a hea-y obvect would be. Ft was as if it wanted to stay where it 
was, to be left alone 0 as if weight was merely the physical manifestaW
tion of an innate stubbornness. (e rolled it around in the palm of his 
hand, xnding no marks on it anywhere. (e couldn)t tell where or how 
it had been cut from the larger Plastic qoogie Rdward had ejhumed 
from Carlos) wall, and wondered whether that piece itself hadn)t been 
cut from some e-en larger Plastic qoogie. !as there truly only one 
Plastic qoogie, of which each indi-idual Plastic qoogie was merely a 
part— !ere larger parts more powerful, or did each part, no matter the 
si9e, contain the full power of the Plastic qoogie—  

‘Sor the fact that this item was, in fact, the Plastic qoogie, was such 
a certainty to Pierre that it hardly bears mentioning.E

(e wondered where Rdward kept his piece. Lid it ha-e to be carried 
on one)s person, or could he lea-e it at home— Clearly, it needed to be 
in one)s possession in some way or another, or else Rdward wouldn)t 
ha-e needed to retrie-e it from their house. Bnd that, in fact, answered 
his xrst ;uestion, because he wouldn)t ha-e kept it hidden in a wall 
if it needed to be carried around. qut, was it perhaps possible that its 
sphere of inUuence had to do with its si9e, and that Pierre)s piece, being 
smaller, needed to be carried around— Bnd what did it do ejactly— 
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Pierre considered for a moment whether he e-en wanted a Plastic 
qoogie. (e remembered that Yiner-a had told him specixcally that 
he wasn)t supposed to ha-e it, that there was something about his 
character that meant it was not for him. Bnd yet, here he was, with 
the Plastic qoogie in his hand. Or at least, what he assumed was the 
Plastic qoogie. !as this some sort of test— Ff the Plastic qoogie was 
real, then clearly Yiner-a)s warnings about it must also be real, as both 
”factsG had their source in the same dream. (owe-er, the ejistence 
of the Plastic qoogie had emanated from Pierre)s own subconscious, 
whereas Yiner-a had seemed to appear from elsewhere 0 was it 
possible, then, that she was some sort of malicious spirit, trying to keep 
Pierre away from the Plastic qoogie for the same reason ‘or reasonsE 
that the !orld seemed determined to thwart his eDorts at e-ery other 
vuncture— 

(e remembered a key chain he had seen in his desk drawer the other 
week while cleaning his room. (e had ac;uired it at some point as a 
child 0 probably part of a goodie bag. Bttached to it was a little orange 
pouchH as a kid, it had felt like some smooth, lujurious fabric, but 
he reali9ed now that it was only cheap plastic. (e had thought about 
throwing it out 0 vust as he thought about throwing it out e-ery time 
he cleaned his desk drawer 0 but had decided to keep it. Ft didn)t take 
up much space, and you ne-er knew when something like that might 
come in handy. 

(e found the pouch in the second drawer from the bottom. (e 
loosened the top, and placed the small piece of Plastic qoogie inside. 
Ft xt perfectly. (e brought the pouch with the Plastic qoogie into 
the kitchen, where he attached it to his current key chain. ’hen, 
ejhausted, he went back to bed. &taring at the ceiling, he thought 
about what had vust happened, and what might be about to happen. 
(is thoughts turned to strange premonitions, and cyclical mo-ements 
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formed before his closed eyes. !ithin minutes, what he had been 
contemplating transformed into utter nonsense, and soon after, he fell 
asleep. 



Chapter Eight

Book

On his desktop, a notepad document was opened, and into it were 
poured the following words:

“One p.m. Alone at a desk in the furthest corner of the Earth, a 
young man begins work on a document that will one day be recog-
nized as a prophecy. The words are delivered to him via a small speaker 
embedded into the ceiling above him. The voice speaks slowly; the 
words are clear, but the boy can not grasp their meaning. He writes in a 
reWned cursive script on lined paper. Phen a page is Wlled, he moves it 
onto a pile on the left, and pulls another piece of lined paper from the 
considerable pile to his right. Pholly entranced by the letters taking 
form beneath his hand, he sees little else. He does not hear the water 
dripping from the pipes in the wall. He does not see the bugs crawling 
along the ground, and up the legs of the desk. He does not feel them 
on his clothes, on his skin, enveloping him. He copies down the letters 
precisely; he can not a’ord to make a mistake.“

Iierre sat back in his desk. He had no idea where that had come 
from.

This wasnBt the book that Iierre had planned to write. Kt felt as if 
the decision had been made for him: he was writing Wction. He had 
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implicitly assumed that his book would be non-Wction q perhaps 
philosophical or autobiographical in nature. However, he should have 
realized that he had little new to o’er in the realm of philosophy, 
and a biography of only a few sentences. jiction is the natural format 
of the young and the idle, of those who dream more than they live. 
Kt is not mere escapism. To dreamers, Wction is the true essence of 
their waking life. They do not take life step by step, but leap for-
ward into speculative futures. Their past is a series of dreams they 
can never return to, each with their own future: alternate presents 
based on choices they never could or would have made. Phen such 
a person is presented with a blank page, Wction invariably tumbles 
forth. Their Wctions can take many forms: they may mas1uerade as 
philosophies, memoirs, political treatises q they may write a history 
stu’ed with counterfactuals and anachronistic advice. Phile Iierre 
may have imagined he was setting out to write non-Wction, he had no 
speciWc form in mind, and thus, his unconstrained imagination took 
the lead. 

7ut Iierre was disappointed. 7ecause now that there were words 
on the screen, his book was, in a certain sense, dead. Kt was dead as an 
ob0ect of fantasy; it was dead as pure potential. 7efore he had begun 
to type, his book could have been anything. Kt could have been a 
description of the true nature of all things, presented in such a way 
as to eradicate all doubt, convince all of the Truth, and sell xR billion 
copies. Kt could have been a poem so abstract and e&perimental that 
no one in the world could possibly understand it, and yet so beautiful 
that no one could help but try. Kt could have been a utopian vision so 
inspiring that it would become the backbone of political thought for 
centuries. 7ut now, it was 0ust a story. Kt was a story that Iierre did not 
see the point of, or much like. Kt seemed to him meaningless, generic. 
Kt used all the same words that he and everyone had been using for his 
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whole life. These old, tired words in old, tired sentences, forming an 
image that is easily conceived and ignored. ”ust a story, and not a good 
one. 

He could see the room clearly in which the boy sat. The paint 
was peeling o’ the walls, e&posing damp, cracked wood. Kt was dark, 
lit only by a single weak lamp above the desk. The air was muggy, 
the whole atmosphere claustrophobic. He hadnBt written this down, 
but the room was deep underground. The desk was one of those old 
ones youBd see on anti1ue shows, made of mahogany or some other 
ancient-sounding wood, with drawers lining both sides. Kt wobbled 
as the boy wrote. The speaker was 0ust like those in the ceiling of his 
elementary school, totally incongruous with the old-fashioned nature 
of the room. Iierre could see all that. He could even feel the bugs on 
his skin, although he would have preferred not to. 

Phere had this image come from4 He had never seen such a room, 
not even in a movie, and yet it felt immediately familiar. The young 
man in the desk also resembled no one he had ever met, and yet he 
recognized him. Kt seemed that he had felt what this boy had felt, that 
he had been caught up in a similar situation sometime, maybe in a 
dream. He was one to remember his dreams, but surely there were far 
more he had forgotten than remembered. Jomehow, this one must 
have been retained somewhere in his memory, only to be unlocked 
when he began to write it down. 

That was interesting and all, but did this image have any value4 
Kf he were to present it to someone, would they feel anything4 Or 
would they 0ust say, “PhatBs the point4> That 1uestion bothered him 
most. Phat was the point4 He was writing a book because he had lied 
and told others he was doing so. He had told others he was doing so 
because he thought it might impress them, or make them feel better 
about his life. 7ut now, he felt that they all would think him even 
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more pathetic than before. Pho writes a book nowadays4 His parents 
never told him they wanted him to write a book. They would probably 
rather he get a full-time 0ob and make money so they could stop 
worrying that he would end up on the street, or worse, back in their 
house. Uaking good money writing Wction re1uired skill and luck; 
Iierre considered himself to have neither. 

He was x—? words into his book, and he already felt weighed down 
by the constraints. He felt there was only a narrow path through which 
he could take the story, and that path led to failure. 7itter failure of 
a sort that could end him. He had, in the last several weeks, placed a 
lot of his hopes on this book. Kn a way, he felt it to be his last hurrah, 
his last chance at redemption after many misspent years. Thoroughly 
discouraged, he sat down at the armchair in the living room. He 
couldnBt allow himself to play his video game. He felt the eyes of The 
Porld on him, and spending his time in such a way would 0ust be a 
conWrmation of everything it had ever thought of him. Jo instead, he 
0ust sat there. 



Chapter Nine

Out At The Pub

On the corner of the busiest street in Pierre’s hometown was a pub 
— the only pub left over after its former competitor burned down 
several years earlier. It shared its name — The Rose & Crown — with 
hundreds or perhaps thousands of pubs across the English-speaking 
world. It was the ,rst place Pierre had legally drank alcoholH and to this 
day the only place outside of his own home he felt comfortable doing 
so. 

Ge was there with two friends of his from high school. xregH 
the more gregarious of the twoH had Sowing dark hair and constant 
stubble. Ge taught English composition at various high schools and 
community colleges in the area. Ge had a passion for his work that 
eWpressed itself only via disdain for the material conditions imposed 
on those who did it. 

Pierre wasn’t sure what Utu didH but it had something to do with 
game theoryH or set theoryH or systems theoryH for some corporation no 
one had ever heard of. Ahatever it wasH it paid wellH and Pierre had 
never known Utu to spend a single eWtraneous centH leading Pierre to 
imagine that Utu was sitting on some dragon’s trove of gold to be used 
one day for the purpose of xod-knows-what. 
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Pierre brought up his recent encounters with Edward Talbot. 
NAasn’t he in our math class with ?r. ”ageljD Utu pondered. xreg 

Fust shrugged. 
NI never had any classes with himHD Pierre said. N9ut the police came 

to my house the other day and were asking about him.D
N7t your housej AhyjD xreg said.
NI guess he lived there before I did. Though I don’t know what they 

want him for. Aas he a troublemaker or somethingjD
NThe cops are always after us troublemakersHD said xregH with a 

grimace. 
Nqid you tell them anythingjD Utu asked.
NI didn’t have anything to tellHD said Pierre. 
NLair enough. 7nd what did he want when he came byjD 
NGe grabbed something from in the wall in Carlos’ room. I felt kind 

of bad about letting him in thereH but it made sense at the time. It 
all happened pretty Yuickly. Ge Fust unscrewed a panel from the wallH 
and took out this thing that looked like a glasses-caseH only a lot bigger. 
AellH not a lot bigger. ?oderately bigger.D

xreg sYuinted. NAhat the helljD
NAhat was in itjD asked Utu.
N”o idea.D
NCashjD suggested xreg.
Pierre shrugged.
N…et’s Fust hope it’s not Carlos’ secret stashHD said xreg. NThen 

you’d be an aid to burglary. 8ou’d be an abettor. That’s as bad as a 
burglar0 if not worse.D 

N9ut how would Edward know about Carlos’ secret money stashjD 
asked Utu. 

NGidden camerasHD xreg said smugly. N7ll throughout the house. 
Aatching everything you do. Or perhaps — and consider this care-
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fullyHD he saidH lifting one ,nger in the airH NPierre’s the one who really 
took the moneyH and he invented this whole elaborate story in order 
to throw us o1 the track.D

NGe could have Fust not mentioned it at allHD said Utu.
N8ou’re not thinking like a burglarH Utu'D said xregH pounding the 

table with his ,st. NThis manHD he saidH nodding his head toward 
PierreH Nhas a slippery mind.D 

NI don’t think it was a secret money stashHD said Pierre. NI think I 
know what it isH but0 it doesn’t make any sense.D

Nqoes it make more or less sense than what xreg’s been sayingjD 
asked Utu. 

NIt somehow makes less senseHD said Pierre.
NGow much do I need to drink before it makes sensejD
Nxive it a few hours.D
It seemed to Pierre recently that more and moreH the things he knew 

were incompatible with the common understanding of the world. 
Ahen he tried to look at it from an obFective standpointH or at least 
from the perspective of anyone around himH he reali5ed that the prin-
ciples he had begun to live by had no basis in reality. If he tried to 
eWplain any of thisH from the Plastic 9oogie to his novel-as-destinyH the 
best he could hope for were polite nods and uncomfortable silence. 
Isolated within the con,nes of this dream-understandingH interaction 
with the outside world was becoming almost painful. Constantly he 
felt the need to censor himself to avoid ridicule. 

7s the night continuedH and drink compounded upon drink in 
an eWponential wayH this self-censorship became impossible barring 
absolute silence. This was more di2cult for Pierre than it was for UtuH 
who managed to maintain a facade of infallible sobriety byH after a 
certain pointH retreating into a posture of silence and deepH reSective 
nods of the head. This strategy was not only physically impossible for 
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PierreH who despite his solitary lifestyle did in fact love to speakH but a 
social impossibility considering that if Pierre and Utu were both silentH 
xreg would have no one to talk to. 

Nqo you think medieval knights actually fought snailsjD asked 
PierreH after a brief lull in the conversation.

NAhat;s that you sayjD asked xregH leaning over.
N…ike in the drawings on all their scrolls. They’d always draw 

knights ,ghting these giant snailsHD said Pierre.
NIsn’t that Fust the medieval eYuivalent of a memejD
Utu nodded deeply. NI read that the snails were a metaphor for the 

aristocracyHD he saidH slurring the ,nal word into oblivion.
NThat’s Fust what they say nowHD said Pierre. N9ut how do they 

knowj They’re Fust guessing.D
NAellH there’s no such thing as giant snailsHD said UtuH Nwhich makes 

you think thatH probablyH they didn’t ,ght them.D
Pierre shrugged. N7nimals go eWtinct all the time.D 
N8ou knowH you’re rightHD said xreg. NThey used to have giant sloths 

too.D
NThat was millions of years agoHD said UtuH N”ot like Jzz.D
N?ore like "zzzHD said Pierre. NThink of the dodoH though. They 

killed them all o1 in the "Mth century. Aho’s to say medieval knights 
didn’t kill o1 all the giant snailsj I meanH I wouldn’t blame them. 
Imagine having one of those wandering around your town.D

Nqoes anything eat snailsjD asked xreg. NI can’t think of any animal 
that would want to eat a giant snail. It really would be up to us to 
destroy them.D
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NEWactly.D Pierre pointed a ,nger at xreg. NEWactly.D
NAouldn’t there be some sort of historical record of themjD said 

Utu.
N…ike drawingsj In the margins of a manuscriptH perhapsjD said 

xreg.
NOther than that. ?aybe some prince writing about a snail-hunt-

ing eWpeditionH or an ornamental shell hung on someone’s wall.4 Ge 
slapped his hands on the table. NThey would de,nitely have kept the 
shells' They’d have to: snail shells are cra5y. qid you know they’re all 
uniYuej Imagine having a one-of-a-kind giant snail’s shell sitting in 
your drawing roomH all polished and everything. They’d go nuts for 
that. D

N?aybe they were bannedHD said xregH Yuietly.
NAhatj AhyjD
NI don’t knowHD he shrugged. NIust maybe.D
NUtu’s rightHD said PierreH morose. NThey would have preserved the 

shells. I didn’t even think of that.D
NUorryH PierreHD said xreg. N…ooks like not all dreams can come 

true.D
The waitress showed up. They all ordered another. The mood at 

the table had turned ineWplicably sombre in that drunken late-night 
way: the cheerful energy pushed away and replaced by a melancholy 
malaise. The change wasn’t unpleasant: they all embraced it as the 
natural course of an eveningH wallowing in it like no sober man can. 
EWperiencing these eWtremes is part of the appeal of drinkH and there is 
something pure and nice in the lows Fust as there is something coarse 
and regretful about the highs. 

Pierre was wonderingH as at the beginning of our storyH about where 
the adventure of the world had gone. xreg was rueful of the fact that 
he so rarely got to go out and see his friends like thisH and was on the 



OBT 7T TGE PB9 !J

verge of delivering a speech on the subFect. It is impossible to know 
precisely what Utu was thinking ofH but one could tell by his face that it 
was of the same genreH although it would have taken a crowbar to pry 
it out of him. 7ll three in their internal soliloYuies were opining on 
entirely separate subFectsH yet looking up at their table-matesH each felt 
a kinship of purpose that buoyed their spirits. Each could read on the 
other’s faces the same troubles that were bothering themselves. 8esH at 
this time of nightH all men are brothers. 

Aith a new round of drinks came a new conversationH touching on 
subFects not pertinent to the present volume. PierreH xregH and Utu all 
wished only to speak of their own troublesH and yet none did so. In-
steadH they talked of old timesH old at least by the standard of those not 
Yuite thirty years old. It was still novel to them that they could use the 
phrase Nover a decade agoD to describe events from their adolescenceH 
and they revelled in this newfound maturity. …ittle by littleH their good 
spirits were revitali5ed by good spirits: the conversation grew louder 
and more boisterousH and the melancholy was pushed aside to bide its 
time until the long walk home. 

Gours laterH when the lights of the bar turned onH they reali5ed 
the eWtent of their sleepiness. Paying their tab with whatever card 
they could ,sh out of their wallets — NnoH we don’t accept library 
cards hereD — they shuKed out the door onto the darkH Yuiet street. 
To PierreH his awkward locomotion felt like a danceH graceless as it 
was. Each step had a mind and rhythm of its own. It was freeing. 
They passed the shopping compleW across from the barH and the large 
parking lot of the grocery store. 7s they approached the ,elds of the 
recreation centreH Pierre felt like running: veering o1 onto the soccer 
,eldH he began to sprint at full speed. Gow long had it been since he 
had run like this' xreg and Utu followedH all three of them yellingH 
not with a desire to communicate anythingH but Fust yelling for its 
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own sake. In the empty darkH it was possible to be children again. 7 
sprinkler was watering the grass aheadH and Pierre challenged himself 
— in a loud voice — to get as close as possible without getting wet. 
Ge miscalculatedH and su1ered a spray of water. Running again out of 
rangeH he collapsed onto the dirtH rolling in the grass. Ge closed his eyes. 
Ahen he opened them againH xreg and Utu had grabbed an arm each 
and were trying to pull him upH but succeeded only in dragging him 
along the ground. NOkayH okayHD Pierre saidH sYuirming. NThis isn’t 
helping.D They let go and he fell back onto the ground. Ge lay there 
for a few moments. NI feel a bit sick0D he said. N”oH noH I’m alrightH 
I’m getting up. I’m getting up0 now'D and on the NnowDH he sprang to 
his feetH walked a few paces in a lively stepH and then slowed to a shuKe. 
NOoooOoooOoohHD he said.

Ge looked up to see that xreg and Utu were already eWiting the 
,eld on the other side. Too tired to catch upH he settled into his own 
world. Ge took large sweeping steps that took him as much sideways 
as forwardH and began to sing a song. 

It was the kind of dark where everything seems blurryM all the trees 
rustled in the windH from the bushy elms that lined the eWterior of the 
,eldH to the tall hedges across the street. The sky was a mess of cloudH 
reSecting to the east the glowing orange light from the rural green-
houses. Pierre’s song carried he knew not how far. Ge improvised a 
whistle soloH which by the end had diverged so much from the initial 
tune that he forgot entirely what he had been singingH and returned to 
silence for a few moments while he found a new song. 

Ge caught up with Utu and xreg a ways laterH where the road 
diverged around a teardrop-shaped raised medianH about three feet 
o1 the groundH upon which one large and three smaller pine trees 
grew. xreg was in the process of climbing the large oneH one leg 
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wrapped around a hori5ontal branchH while the other dangled toward 
the ground. Utu stood to the sideH leaning against the concrete. 

NAe were waiting for you.D Utu saidH upon seeing Pierre walk up. 
Ge gestured to the tree. Nxreg got impatient.D

xreg yelled to them from the tree. N8eaaaahhhh'D Ge was now 
astride the branch as on a horse’s saddle. 

Utu gave him a brief ovation. N”icely done'D 
Pierre stared up at him with a strange sort of wonder. 





Part Two



Chapter Ten

Job Interview

Pierre paced nervously through the glass doors and into the empty 
lobby, his footsteps echoing on the marble .oorT whe kalls kere all 
glass, and through them you could see the imposing blac; stone pillars 
that surrounded the building li;e a cageT whe doors opened to Pierre 
kithout resistance, and there kas no one in the lobby there to stop 
him from marching throughz the only security guard kas in the far 
corner, gaAing kistfully out the kindokT whe reception des; kas ox 
to one side, easily ignorable as he headed straight for the monolith in 
the centre of the room that contained the elevatorsT Hs a child, Pierre 
had imagined that each building contained e-actly one company, and 
that one could determine khich company it kas by the large logo near 
the topT je had only been disabused of this notion somekhat recentlyT 
whe tkentyJodd .oors of this particular building, he learned as he 
s;immed the sign ne-t to the elevator, contained kithin them as kide 
an array of business names and categories as the colossal mall near his 
apartmentT 

whe oOce he kas headed to kas on the third .oorT whe elevator 
khis;ed him upkard on this short Bourney at such a diAAying pace 
that he felt his brain nearly leave his head, and khen, seconds later, 
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he found himself e-iting the elevator into the hallkay, his legs could 
barely ;eep him uprightT whe sign for Eoston Wnterprises pointed 
Pierre dokn the hallkay to the rightT “p here, the elegance of the 
lobby kas replaced by plain oxJkhite kalls and carpet of such a bland 
colour that one immediately forgot it as soon as one loo;ed akayT Yore 
glass doors akaited Pierre at the end of the hallkay, engraved kith the 
Eoston Wnterprises logoT

Rt had been the Laturday folloking their night at the bar khen Ltu 
had te-ted Pierre, informing him that a Bob kas opening up at his 
company, and that he could get Pierre an interviek if he kas interestedT 
’…ou kere ranting last night about ”ee(s): kas hok the te-t startedT 
Pierre didn(t speci—cally remember doing that, but it certainly kasn(t 
outside of the realm of possibilityT 

Hs kith any suggestion presented to him out of the blue, Pierre(s 
initial impulse kas to say, ’Hbsolutely notT: ”i;e kater in a current, 
it kas diOcult to tear Pierre akay from khatever path lay directly in 
front of himT Ue could call it Pierre(s ”ak 1if there does not already 
e-ist a ”ak kith such a nameF& H man in a rut tends to stay in a rutT Eut 
Pierre did not act on his initial impulseT …es, at —rst glance, it seemed a 
miserable e-istence to commit oneself to a longer commute and longer 
hours kithin the con—nes of some tech company(s oOces 1for Pierre 
rightly assumed that Ltu kor;ed in techF, but there kas much to be 
said for ta;ing this opportunity to get out there and see the katery part 
of the korldT Uhile not as promising an adventure as a khaling voyage 
or a military campaign G Pierre(s conception of an adventurous life 
kas permanently stuc; in the realm of 0Sth century novels G it kas 
something dixerentT ?or four years he had seen only that part of our 
globe that e-isted betkeen his home and ”ee(s, had ;nokn only the 
regular customers of that produce store, and had moreover felt, not 
every day but on many days, trappedT Wveryone kho ;nek him ;nek 
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that he could do ’better,: although their de—nitions of ’better: kere 
so various as to defy generaliAationT Perhaps this Bob could, better than 
any announcement of an ethereal boo;JinJprogress, convince all of 
them that he kas on his kay to doing ’better,: and ful—lling their 
myriad e-pectationsT  

whe eJmail Pierre had received from j8 after begrudgingly subJ
mitting a hastilyJassembled resume and a cover letter G khich Ltu inJ
formed him no one read but everyone e-pected G told him to chec; in 
at reception at least —fteen minutes prior to his interviekT je shoked 
up —fteen minutes prior to this —fteenJminute cutox, having left early 
for fear of getting lost, khich he in fact had donez otherkise, he kould 
have arrived an ungodly fortyJ—ve minutes before the interviekT 

whe door to the oOce kas loc;edT Pierre peered through the glass, 
and spotted the receptionistT Eehind her, people kere moving aboutT 
je tried to get her attention, but she didn(t loo; up from her computJ
er screenT whe kay she moved her mouse around, kith her chin resting 
in her other hand, suggested to Pierre that she kas playing Lolitaire, 
or maybe YineskeeperT je felt it kould be undigni—ed to kaveT je 
;noc;ed on the doorT Lhe loo;ed up li;e a hare in long grass upon 
hearing a gunshotT Lhe sak him at the doorT whe machine on the kall 
beeped, and Pierre pushed the door openT 

’where(s a button ne-t to the door,: she said, in a kay that kas 
somehok ;ind enough to relieve Pierre of any embarrassmentT 

’R(m here for an interviek,: Pierre saidT ’Uith YrT ?eldman,: he 
addedT

Lhe as;ed him to ta;e a seat at one of tko kide blue couches across 
from the des;T Pierre could see glimpses of the rest of the oOce behind 
her des;, and it loo;ed e-actly as he had seen on televisionT whis kas 
remar;able to him at the time, but in retrospect seemed rather obviJ
ous, since it(s hard to thin; of an environment more easily replicable 
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on screenT je kondered if it kould be considered rude or improper 
to ta;e out a boo;, and decided that, somehok, it kas de—nitely more 
appropriate to scroll mindlessly on his phone, despite the fact that 
there kas nothing on there he particularly kanted to loo; atT je tried 
to sit straight, and loo;ed at the screen kith a serious concern on his 
face, as if he kas doing something importantT 

je had decided on the kay there that it kouldn(t be proper to try 
and meet Ltu before the interviekT jokever, after he had been sat 
there several minutes, Ltu came around the corner and greeted him 
kith a grinT je sat dokn ne-t to Pierre on the couchT

’R have a bad feeling about this,: Pierre saidT
’…ou(ll be —neT 2eorge is a nice guyT Iust act seriously, li;e you kant 

the Bob, and you(re throughT R(ve only said good things about youT:
’”i;e hok R have no e-perience or education and have barely even 

been in an oOce, let alone kor;ed in oneC:
’…eah> je li;es that ;ind of stuxT Nutside thin;ersT: je leaned 

bac;T ’R told him that you(re a good guy, and you kant a BobT R told 
him R(ve ;nokn you for, khat, tkenty years nokC wkenty —veC Hnd 
that you(re the ;ind of guy kho puts your head dokn and does the 
kor;T:

’what(s me, alrightT:
Ltu patted his ;neeT ’…ou(ve got thisT: je stood up, kent over to the 

reception des;, and began a hushed conversationT je pointed kith his 
thumb bac; at Pierre, and the receptionist gave him a brief and curious 
loo;T

Rnside the glass bo- that served as a private oOce, Pierre kas as;ed 
to sit at a folding chair placed in front of the des;T YrT ?eldman sat 
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across from him in a rolling chair kith meticulous lumbar support, 
and began to spea;T

’Rt(s nice to meet you, Pierre,: he said, e-tending his arm over the 
des; for a handsha;eT 

’…ou tooT whan;s for ta;ing the time to interviek me,: Pierre saidT 
Hll his handsha;ing practice kith jerbert kas not coming in handyT 
YrT ?eldman(s hand kas cold and strongT 

’R(m the Duality control supervisor,: he saidT ’3all me 2eorgeT:
’N;ay, 2eorgeT:
’2reat, you(re a Duic; learnerT Lorry about the chair, by the kayT R 

don(t ;nok khere all our good chairs have gone):
’Rt(s alrightT:
’R promise that ke(re not such a destitute organiAation as to not 

have an ample supply of decent chairsz it(s Bust that, at the current 
moment, R(m unsure khere they are) R(m sure you understandT Lo,: 
he said, loo;ing dokn at some papers on his des;, ’Yoving right 
alongT Vok, Pierre, did Ltu —ll you in a little on khat ke do around 
hereC:

Pierre had a fek days earlier visited the company(s kebsite, only to 
—nd the kords ’whe right UHHP solution Q UH? K Eot K ""oL K 
HPR: kritten in khite bold type on a blac; bac;groundT “nderneath, 
in smaller type& ’Ioin our kebinar kith UHHP e-perts to learn khyT: 
je had almost given up right there, but felt compelled at least to 
open the sidebar, khere he found the options Hpplication Lecurity, 
"ata Lecurity, Vetkor; Lecurity, 3loudJVative Lecurity, and Lecurity 
Hutomation on the menuT je scrolled to the bottom of the page and 
found the Hbout “s lin; he had been loo;ing forT “nfortunately, this 
page did not tell Pierre anything he didn(t already ;nok, khich kas 
nothingT 
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je had at least found out that Eoston Wnterprises had a ’3ustomer 
Nbsession,: a ’Lense of “rgency,: and kas ’committed to disrupting 
the statusJDuoT: 

?inally, he had in fact as;ed Ltu to —ll him in a little on khat they 
do around there, and had been told that Eoston Wnterprises kas a 
"ata Uarehouse that ;ept private information safe from cyberattac;sT 
Hnd so that is khat Pierre told 2eorge ?eldman, ‘uality 3ontrol 
LupervisorT 

’W-actlyT Eut maybe that(s a little too corporate, a little too BarJ
gonJyT: je tilted his from side to side as he spo;e the last fek kordsT 
’”et me give you an analogy,: he said, standing up and beginning to 
pace behind his des;T ’whin; of medieval WuropeT 5ings in castles, 
;nights, dragons, etcT Lnails, perhaps,: je loo;ed at Pierre kith a grinT 
’Nur Bob is to defend the castle kallsT Rn fact, ke are the kallsT whe ;ing 
in the castle is our clients( dataT jac;ers and criminals and fraudulent 
actors may try to in—ltrate, but ke must stand our ground against 
them) …ou could say that ke control the big drakbridge in front of 
the castleT Uhenever anyone approaches, ke verify them, and if ke 
—nd they are supposed to be there, ke loker the bridgeT Eut if they 
are a thief or imposter, ke deny them entryT Rn fact, ke throk them 
in the moat, kith the alligators, so they can(t come bac;T Hnd khen 
an enemy army comes, ke stand atop the ramparts and rain dokn on 
them kith spears and Bavelins and arroks and all sorts of keapons, 
laying our lives on the line for our ;ingT 

6Rf the kalls fail, the ;ing dies, the people die, and society collapsesT 
whe city is overrun by barbarian hordes, li;e Hncient 8omeT whey sac; 
it all, Bust pull it to piecesT: je mimed ripping something apart kith 
both handsT ’Rt(s anarchy>:

je stopped pacingT ’Ue are defending our civiliAation, PierreT "ata 
is civiliAationT Rf cyberJcriminals are alloked to run free, looting the 
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data from ban;s, credit card companies, the government) that(s korse 
than the fall of 8omeT Rn 8ome, it kas people(s property on the lineT 
Vok, in the modern korld, it(s our data, and data is more essential 
than property& data is our very beingT Ue don(t Bust okn data, PierreT 
Ue are dataT Ue live and breathe dataT 

’Hs a Duality technician, you are) you are part of the team that 
chec;s all the bric;s in the castle kallT …ou kal; around, and ma;e 
sure there(s no holes, no crumbling bric;s, no secret tunnelsT Lecret 
tunnels) nok that(s a problemT what(s almost korse than anything): 
je trailed ox, before beginning againT ’…ou see, don(t you, that khile 
kal;ing around the kalls may not be as glamorous as riding a horse 
and cutting dokn dragons, it is Bust as essential for the preservation of 
the castleT Rn fact, more soT 2lamour isn(t everything, PierreT Eut, loo; 
at you, you understand that alreadyT Ue all have our okn dutyT …ou 
may say, QNh, kell the 9ice President of ‘uality is up there, dining 
kith the ;ing, advising him about the kalls, and R(m dokn here carting 
mortar and patching up bric;sT( "o you ;nok hok the 9ice President 
of ‘uality got to khere he isC je(s been kith this company since 
the beginningT je kas there khen the castle kas being builtT Rn fact, 
he built it himselfT je kas there, laying the —rst bric;sT Hnd nok 
he(s khere he is, todayT Lo kith you, Pierre, if you kor; hard, and 
maintain those kallsT Nne day you kill be on top of them, ordering 
other bric;layers and inspectors around, kith more responsibilities, 
yes, but also more rekards, and kith the ;nokledge that you are doing 
as much as you possibly can to defend our civiliAationT

’Iust thin;, PierreT Ue(re not developing video games hereT Ue(re 
not crafting simulated exects for jollykood moviesT Ue are doing 
something realT Ue are protecting people(s dataT Yoney is dataT Uhen 
people go to kor; and toil akay, they come home kith a paycheDue, 
and they put it in the ban;T what(s dataT whe kor; they do, saved on 
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the computer, that(s dataT wheir loans, mortgages, credit cards& dataT 
wheir personality, li;es and disli;es& it(s all dataT:

je stood still, as if temporarily lost for kordsT whe metaphor upon 
khich he had been building his speech had slipped akay from his 
grasp, and he had inadvertently come to a conclusion kithout impartJ
ing to it the dramatic gravity he kould have kishedT je seemed to need 
Bust one more sentence, one kith Bust the right emphasis, to bring it all 
home, but he kas struggling to —nd itT 

’"ata ma;es the korld go round,: he —nally saidT je paused againT 
’Hnd ke ma;e the data go roundT: je loo;ed at Pierre kith satisfacJ
tionT

’what sounds great,: Pierre saidT ’Rt(s nice to ;nok that you(re 
contributing to something importantT:

’Rt sure is,: YrT ?eldman saidT ’Rt sure isT: je made his kay bac; to 
his chair, and pulled something up on his computerT Pierre shifted his 
seat to face himT ’Ltarting salary is): je oxered a sum that kas more 
than Pierre had made in the last three years combinedT

Pierre kas .abbergasted by the numberT
’Plenty of opportunity for advancementT …our friend Ltu has had 

four raises in the last tko yearsT: je loo;ed around the room, as if 
being katchedT ’R(m not supposed to tell you that, of course, but R 
—gure he(s probably told you already, since you(re good friendsT: je 
hadn(t, actuallyT Pierre had never thought to consider hok much Ltu 
made G as far as he had been concerned, it may as kell have been a 
million dollars a minuteT 

YrT ?eldman then clic;ed around on the computer for a full 
minute kithout ac;nokledging Pierre(s presence at allT Pierre konJ
dered if he kas supposed to say somethingT Uas this the time to negoJ
tiateC

’…ou li;e computers, PierreC: YrT ?eldman —nally saidT
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’"o R ever,: he replied, somekhat stupidlyT
’Uonderful machinesT: je shoo; his head in appreciationT ’Iust 

marvellousT …ou ;nok 3C:
Pierre thought bac; to his e-periences in music classT
’"on(t korry, you(ll pic; it upT ”oo;, can you start ne-t kee;C:
’“h, R need to give tko kee;s notice to my last BobT:
’HbsolutelyT Vo problemT …ou can start at the end of the monthT R(ll 

send you over to 5ristin at j8T Lhe(ll help you kith the paperkor;T: 
je stuc; out his handT ’2ood to have you, PierreT: 



Chapter Eleven

First Day

And just like that, a few weeks passed, and it was Pierre’s yrst da.U cp 
the sigkeninv eleoatmr avain, and dmwn the hall, he fmund a vrmup mf 
si-ilarl.Taved pemple waitinv at the vlass dmmr mf the mxgeU  bhere 
were fmur mf the-, standinv armund, lmmkinv at eagh mther and at the 
eleoatmr and at the dmmrU As he yrst -ade his wa. tmward the-, the. 
vlanged up at hi- eHpegtantl., “ut as he slmwed dmwn and ga-e tm 
a stmp “efmre the-, the. all lmmked awa., at the Mmmr and their shmes 
and the wallU ”e fmund mut frm- mne mf the-, a shmrt darkThaired 
stu““l. -an whm lmmked like he had spent his life in illTyttinv “usiness 
attire, that the. were all startinv tmda., and “einv trained fmr the sa-e 
pmsitimnU 

IN. na-e’s Andrew,W he saidU
IE’- Pierre,W Pierre saidU bhe. shmmk handsU Pierre lmmked armund 

at the mther three pemple in the hallwa.U bhe. all tried tm pretend the. 
gmuldn’t hear Pierre and Andrew’s gmnoersatimnU Rmne mf the- tmld 
hi- their na-eU 

Ibhe dmmr’s lmgked,W Andrew saidU I&e’re waitinv fmr sm-emne tm 
let us inUW 



PEBGGB S b”B AN9E8cEbEB;zq

Pierre peered thrmuvh the dmmrU bhe regeptimnist wasn’t at her deskU 
Et was ten tm nineU Et felt undivniyed tm stand here in the hall like a 
vrmup mf students waitinv fmr their teagherF he felt that it wmuldn’t 
dm his reputatimn an. vmmd tm “e ingluded in sugh a ra““leU Pemple in 
suits passed “. mn the wa. tm mxges further dmwn the gmrridmrU bhe. 
were all lmmkinv at their phmnesU Pierre and his fmur fellmws atte-pted 
inter-ittent e.e gmntagt with the- as the. passed, tr.inv tm hide the 
desperatimn in their e.esU 

A -an in a “laDer and a tTshirt with a gm-ig “mmk gharagter mn it 
ynall. let the- inU ”e -ade a supre-el. ungm-fmrta“le fage as he 
mpened the dmmrU bhe. trailed “ehind hi- like dugks “ehind their 
-mther, then fanned mut in the area in frmnt mf the regeptimnist’s deskU 
Ich, sm-emne will “e here fmr .mu vu.sU ;mmn, E think,W the -an said, 
“efmre disappearinv intm the “reak rmm-U 

bhe. were in -ugh the sa-e pmsitimn as “efmre, mnl. nmw mn the 
mppmsite side mf the vlass dmmrU Pierre degided tm sit dmwn mn the 
gmugh, and Andrew jmined hi-U ”e was wearinv a pinpmint shirt 
tugked intm lmmse slagks with a “eltU bhe mutyt re-inded Pierre mf his 
dad, althmuvh it see-ed that Andrew still needed sm-e ti-e tm vrmw 
intm itU ”e had thigk e.e“rmws and the hair armund his ears was a “it 
lmnvU 

bhe. were sat there fmr what felt like Yuite a lmnv ti-eU B-plm.ees 
yled in, vlanginv moer “ut pretendinv nmt tm see the-U Pierre gmuld 
hear gmnoersatimns e-anatinv frm- the “reak rmm-U Et didn’t see- like 
an.mne was in an. hurr. tm start wmrkinvU 

Andrew kept sa.inv thinvs tm hi-, as if tr.inv tm -ake gmnoerT
satimn, “ut nmne mf his state-ents left -ugh rmm- fmr disgussimnU 
”e didn’t ask Pierre an. Yuestimns, “ut just -ade m“seroatimns a“mut 
Pierre, mr hi-self, mr the spage the. were mggup.invU IRige gmugh,W he 
said, at mne pmintU IA -an gmuld fall asleep mn a gmugh like thisUW
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IAre .mu tiredOW Pierre askedU
IRmt at allLW ”e pulled mut a ther-ms frm- his -essenver “avU I:mfT

fee,W he said, presentinv it tm Pierre as if intrmduginv a new inoentimnU
IAh,W Pierre saidU 
IRegtar mf the 8mdsUW ”e tmmk a sip, then let mut a satisyed sivhU 
;mmn after, NrU ?eld-an, alsm knmwn as 8emrve, entered the frmnt 

dmmrU As he walked “., he pminted a ynver at Pierre and his gm-T
panimns, and said, IE’ll “e rivht with .mu vu.sUW ”e entered the “reak 
rmm-U ?mr the yrst ti-e, pemple “evan tm leaoe the “reak rmm- and 
-ake their wa. tm their desksU Nmst were hmldinv -uvs mr ther-mses, 
and mne lmnvThaired -an eoen garried a “mwl mf gereal with hi-U 
8emrve returned with a -uv in his hand and a sprinv in his stepU 

IAlrivht vu.s, E’ll vioe .mu a Yuigk tmur yrst, then E’oe vmt sm-e 
paperwmrk fmr .mu all tm dmUW 

Et was an mpenTplan mxge, the desks arranved in irrevular glu-ps 
sgattered armund the rmm-U bhe lmnv wall agrmss frm- the frmnt dmmr 
was all vlass, thrmuvh whigh .mu gmuld see intm the windmw mf the 
mxge diregtl. agrmss the streetU Et lmmked tm Pierre -ugh the sa-e as the 
mne he was gurrentl. inU ;till, he wmndered what the. did moer thereU 
bhen, he wmndered what he was vminv tm dm hereU 

En the far gmrner were twm prioate mxgesU 1ne was 8emrve’s, where 
Pierre had dmne his interoiewU bhe mther was that mf 8emrve’s “mss, the 
“mssT“mss, mr Imperatimns -anaverUW ”e wasn’t there tmda.U ”e was in 
a -eetinv with mther “mssT“msses in a “uildinv sm-ewhere elseU 1n 
the mppmsite end mf the rmm- were three gmnferenge rmm-s with larve 
elliptigal ta“lesU bhe last stmp mf the tmur was the “reak rmm-U 

bhe “reak rmm- at 0ee’s had “een gmld and gra-ped… twm rigket. 
desk ghairs and a ta“le that was just a shelf attaghed tm the wallU bhe 
spage heater was stuJed in a gmrner where the -mst it gmuld dm was 
“rmil the left side mf mne’s “md.U bhe water heater had gmnstantl. 
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hu--ed, the -igrmwaoe see-ed tm mperate at mnl. halfTgapagit., and 
the ghairs had sYueaked with eoer. -moe-entU bhe “reak rmm- here 
was luHurimus in gm-parismn, with a tmaster moen, gmJee -aghine, 
espressm -aghine, fridve, and dishwasher, all mf stainless steelU RmthT
inv hu--edF instead, there were hivhTtegh “eeps and “mmps e-anatT
inv frm- all diregtimnsU bhere were eoen free snagks and gans mf pmp in 
the gup“mardU

8emrve then tmmk the fmur mf the- tm the gluster mf desks that was tm 
“e their mwn, and set the- tm wmrk yllinv mut the oarimus paperwmrks 
reYuired tm -ake their e-plm.-ent mxgialU As smmn as he was mut mf 
earshmt, the. all lmmked up frm- their paperwmrk at eagh mther, like 
sghmmlghildren whm the teagher has left almne in the glassrmm-U Rmne 
mf the- said an.thinvF the. just lmmked at eagh mther with awkward, 
understandinv vlangesU Pierre gmunted the papers stagked “efmre hi-U 
bhere were Yuite a fewU After the papers, there was a traininv prmvra- 
mn the gm-puterU Pierre learned a“mut mxge safet. and prmper wmrkT
plage gmndugtU ”e learned hmw nmt tm harass pemple, and hmw nmt tm 
“e harassedU 

Armund nmmn, 8emrve walked past and tmld the- all tm take their 
lungh “reakU 

IE knmw a vreat shawar-a plage near“.,W Andrew said tm PierreU 
I&anna vmOW

Pierre had “rmuvht a lungh, “ut the prmspegt mf leaoinv the mxge 
eHgited hi- tmm -ugh tm pass up the mppmrtunit.U 

bhe. were sat mn a ge-ent “lmgk agrmss the street frm- their mxgeU 
&ater frm- a s-all fmuntain strea-ed “ehind the-U Pierre watghed 
-en and wm-en in suits pass “. mn the street, as “ehind the- the 
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nemnTjagketed sivnTgarriers diregted traxg armund a gmnstrugtimn site 
dmwn the rmadU ”e was a little gmld, as he hadn’t eHpegted tm spend 
-ugh ti-e mutside that da.U ”e was, fmr the yrst ti-e in his life, eatinv 
falafelU ”e yvured nmw was as vmmd a ti-e tm start as an.U 

Andrew asked Pierre what he had “een dminv primr tm vettinv this 
jm“U

IE was wmrkinv at a fruit stmre,W Pierre said, preferrinv the ter- 
Ifruit stmreW tm the -mre aggurate Iprmduge stmreUW 

ICmu’re just mut mf gmlleve thenO Ne tmmUW
IRm, E ynished gmlleve a while avmU E mnl. did a few .earsU bhen, 

E wmrked at the fruit stmre fmr a whileUW ”e gmunted the .ears in his 
headU IA“mut yoe .earsUW As he lmmked moer at Andrew after sa.inv this, 
Pierre realiDed fmr the yrst ti-e hmw -ugh .munver Andrew wasU

I&mwUW Andrew “it intm his shawar-a, and then spmke with his 
-muth fullU Ibhat’s a lmnv ti-e tm wmrk at a fruit stmreU !m .mu think 
that eHperienge helped)I he swallmwed, Iin vettinv this jm“OW

IPrm“a“l. nmt,W Pierre saidU
I&mw,W Andrew said avainU ”e tmmk anmther “ite mf his shawar-a, 

and “evan tm tell Pierre the stmr. mf his gareer thus farU ”e had wmrked 
at a fast fmmd restaurant singe hivh sghmml, eoentuall. wmrkinv his 
wa. up tm assistant -anaverU ”is adoange-ent up the ranks, he tmld 
Pierre, had “een rapid and unpregedented, at least fmr the yrst seoeral 
-mnths, “efmre “einv “lunted “. a uniYuel. oindigtioe indioidual whm 
happened tm “e Andrew’s -anaverU 2ealmus., vreed, slmth 3 all pla.ed 
a fagtmr in this -anaver’s mtherwise ineHpliga“le en-it. tmward .munv 
Andrew, and it didn’t help that their su“mrdinates at the restaurant 
VAndrew insisted mn gallinv it Ithe restaurantW4 were laD. and sill. and 
alwa.s vettinv intm their mwn dra-atig gmnMigtsU After a few .ears, it 
“ega-e glear tm Andrew that this gm-pan. wasn’t vminv tm satisf. his 
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a-“itimns, sm he left fmr the tegh segtmr, appl.inv tm hundreds mf jm“s 
“efmre landinv hi-self the mne that he nmw shared with PierreU 

bhe whmle gmnoersatimn felt a little surreal tm PierreF he had neoer 
-et an.mne Yuite like this persmnU ”e had knmwn a-“itimus pemple, 
“ut neoer mne whmse a-“itimn tmmk the pregise gharagter mf Andrew’sU 
bhe uvl. lmmk mn his fage when he desgri“ed his fmr-er -anaver’s atT
titude e-anated -mre raw e-mtimn than Pierre had eoer felt, prm“a“l. 
in his whmle lifeU  

bhe. returned tm wmrk, and sgrmlled thrmuvh pave after pave mf 
mrientatimn dmgu-entsU Et wmuld “e i-pmssi“le fmr an.mne tm a“smr“ 
the a-munt mf infmr-atimn presented tm Pierre and his fellmws in that 
mne afternmmn, and glear that nm mne eHpegted the- tmU Pierre, as was 
mne mf his tendengies, gmntinuall. ghegked the glmgk mn his desk and 
galgulated the eHagt a-munt mf -mne. he was -akinv per -inute, 
mnl. tm prm-ptl. fmrvet, “egause he was less gmngerned with the agtual 
answer than with smloinv a dioertinv -ath prm“le-U bhe mxge armund 
hi- was silent apart frm- the gligks and glagks mf ke.“mards, the 
peroasioe hu- mf the A:, and the mggasimnall. “u““linv mf the kettle 
mr spittlinv mf the gmJee -aghine in the kitghenU 

Armund three in the afternmmn, sm-ethinv in the at-msphere mf 
the rmm- ghanvedU :hairs sYueaked as “mdies reglined, the glagkinv mf 
ke.s “ega-e less gmnstant, and a lmw “uDD mf gmnoersatimn moerpmwT
ered the hu- mf the air gmnditimninvU 

;tu ga-e moer tm Pierre’s deskU IAl-mst dmne,W he saidU
Pierre lmmked at the glmgk, althmuvh he alread. knew the ti-eU 

IAren’t there still a few hmurs leftOW 
IE -ean, sure, “ut the. “arel. gmuntUW
IE’oe still vmt all these dmgu-ents tm vm thrmuvh)W
;tu leaned moer and lmmked at Pierre’s sgreenU Ibhere’s nm rushU 

bm-mrrmw .mu’ll start traininv, and .mu gan just pluv awa. at all this 
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stuJ in the “agkvrmundU bhe. tr. nmt tm vioe .mu -ugh tm dm mn the 
yrst da.UW

Pierre sgrmlled his sgreen up and dmwnU I;tu) dm .mu ynd this jm“ 
kind mf “mrinvOW

IA“smlutel.UW ”e vaoe Pierre a few engmuravinv pats mn the shmulT
der, and walked “agk tm his deskU 

I;m, hmw was the yrst da.OW :arlms lmmked up frm- his phmneU ”e was 
sat mn the ar-ghair with his feet upU 

Pierre set dmwn his “av and settled mn the gmughU IAlrivht, E supT
pmseUW 

I!idn’t kill .muOW
IE haoen’t agtuall. dmne an. wmrk .etUW
IAh, E vuess E shmuld ask .mu at the end mf the week,W he ghugkledU 

I?ull ti-e wmrk, it -ivht kill .mu, nmOW
INa.“e E’ll handle it a “it “etter this ti-eU Et’s “een a while, after 

allUW 
I&e shall see,W he saidU IRm mJense, Pierre, “ut E gan’t see .mu as 

a Yualit. assurange envineer, mr teghnigian, mr whateoer it isU E tr. tm 
i-avine .mu in a gu“igle and it just -akes -e lauvhUW

I&ell, it’s an mpen plan mxge, smUW
IAhh, tmm “adL Cmu gan nmt degmrateL ”anv a pigture mf Neloille mn 

the wall, -a.“e a shrine tm Prmust, -ake .mu feel at hm-eUW
Pierre turned mn the bJ and “mmted up the oidem va-eU
I;traivht tm va-inv, ehO After a lmnv da.’s wmrkLW
Ibhat’s rivhtF E’oe dmne what’s needed mf -eU Rm vuilt, just va-eU 

E gmuld pla. all nivht if E wantedUW
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I;m what has ghanvedO Cmu felt vuilt “efmreO Et’s just pla.inv a va-eU 
Boer.mne dmes itUW

IbrueU 9ut nmw E gan pla. as a real wmrkTaTda. -anUW
ICes, .mu’oe wmrked a da.L Cmu haoe assured the Yualit.U bhe wmrld 

thanks .mu, PierreU 9ut E’oe vmt hm-ewmrk tm dmUW ”e vmt up, and 
headed tm his rmm-U



Chapter Twelve

Gotta Have A 
Job

Pierre had been working for three weeks when Mr. Feldman — 
or George — called him into his oTce. phe two had not s-oken 
one’on’one since Pierrevs inter,iewy most of their interactions being 
,ia e’mail and at the dailu stand’D- meetings. qDring these meetingsy 
as the name im-liedy e,eruone in the oTce was reIDired to stand D- 
at their desksy and describe in tDrn what theu were going to work on 
that dau. “f theu failed to com-lete the task theu had annoDnced the 
-re,ioDs dauy theu had to sauy ”“ didnvt znish what “ was working on 
uesterdau.: Pierre foDnd it cDrioDs at zrst that e,eruone ended their 
short -resentation bu sauingy ”“ donvt need anu hel-y: which he felt to 
be a toDch -resDm-tDoDs. “t wasnvt Dntil his tDrn came aroDnd that 
he reali?ed theu were antici-ating Georgevs ine,itable IDestionE ”qo 
uoD need anu hel-R: 

phe formDlaic natDre of these meetings made them less like a con’
,ersation than the zlling oDt of a s-readsheet. phe real con,ersations 
ha--ened in the break roomy where manu of Pierrevs co’workers liked 
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to s-end the zrst hoDr of their dauy making and drinking a single cD- 
of cojee in what seemed to be a sort of time’distortion zeld. George 
was not -artu to these con,ersationsy since his -resence immediatelu 
retDrned time to its normal /owy and -rom-ted a mass e;odDs from 
the break room toward the main oTce. 

Pierre was getting along welly for what it was worth. phe no,eltu 
of the whole sitDation — the oTcey the commDtey sitting at a desky 
answering e’mails — a--ealed to his innate cDriositu and sense of 
ad,entDre. Be felt as if he had been acce-ted into an entirelu dijerent 
world than the one he had li,ed in -re,ioDslu. phis new world felt 
more ”realy: bu ,irtDe of his ha,ing seen it on pW and read aboDt 
it online. Be hadnvt reali?ed that all the Cokes aboDt oTceOcor-o’
rateOwhite’collar cDltDre were fDndamentallu trDeJ it was e;actlu as 
theu had said it wasy which strDck Pierre as inherentlu hDmoroDs. 
7hen someone in a meeting sDggested ”circling backy: or ”actioning: 
somethingy Pierre had to look aroDnd the room to see if anuone else 
was as e;cited as he was. Ut timesy he had to -husicallu hide his mirth 
bu -Dtting on a serioDs e;-ressiony whichy as a dis-assionate obser,ery 
we can sau he -Dlled oj far better than we woDldv,e gi,en him credit 
for. 

phis e;citement carried o,ery at least for a timey to the work itselfy 
which -ro,ed remarkablu sim-le. Nom-ared to the Dn-redictabilitu 
of being a cashiery where a sim-le ”Bello: might -rom-t a reaction 
so rDde as to beggar beliefy and where the loading of a groceru bag in 
the ”wrong: order might make one the obCect of scrDtinu or ridicDley 
Pierrevs new -rofession was a walk in the -ark. “n facty no one seemed 
to know or care aboDt what Pierre was doing at all. 

Und -erha-s it was the -rodDcti,itu that arose from this newfoDnd 
freedom that caDght Mr. Feldmanvs — or Georgevs — attention. Pierre 
entered the room e;-ecting a re,iew of his -erformance thDs farE 
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-ointing oDt mistakesy ojering ad,icey and generallu setting him on 
the right -ath. 

”7elly Pierrey: George saidy leaning back in his chair with inter’
locked zngersy ”Bowvs it treating uoD so farR:

”“tvs treating me zney: Pierre said.
”Good to heary good to hear.: George leaned forward and scooted 

his chair closer to his desk to look at his monitor. ”“v,e been watching 
uoDr -rogress closelu. 8ot uoD s-ecizcalluy mindJ “ watch all oDr new 
hires closeluy truing to sDss oDt who has phe Potential and who hasnvt.: 
Be said ”the -otential: as if it had a ca-ital p and a ca-ital P. ”“ like 
what “vm seeing from uoDy Pierre.:

Pierre didnvt know what to sau to this. 
”“vm alwaus on the lookoDt for someone who shares the -assion 

“ feel for data secDritu. U lot of -eo-ley theu CDst show D- here for 
a -aucheIDe. phatvs okauJ “ canvt make -eo-le carey can “R Us long 
as theu get the work doney theuvre welcome to think whate,er theu 
like. SDt “ alwaus thinkE how far are theu going to get with sDch an 
attitDdeR …Dalitu coordinatorR Maube. Perha-s e,en IDalitu control 
sD-er,isor. SDt IDalitu assDrance managerR 8o wau. pheuvll ne,er sit 
in this seat. Und if theu ha,e dreams of becoming director of IDalituy 
or ,ice -resident of IDalituy: here he looked D- toward the ceiling 
re,erentialluy ”theuvre kidding themsel,es.:

Be -Dt his hands on his armrests as if aboDt to stand D-y and then 
decided not to. Be leaned back againy truing to seem calm. ”7hat “ 
want to sauy Pierrey is that “ see something in uoD. “ know uoDvre uoDngy 
and uoD might onlu see this com-anu as a ste--ing stone toward othery 
9betterv thingsy like so manu others who -ass in and oDt of these doors. 
SDt uoD ha,e a fDtDre here. pherevs something in uoDr eues. FoDvre 
serioDs aboDt thisJ “ can tell. FoD want to make a dijerence in the 
world. FoD want to lea,e a legacu. FoD want to answer the IDestiony 
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9what do uoD doRv with -ridey knowing that what uoDvre doing is 
im-ortant. Um “ rightR:

Pierre nodded.
”“ ha,e a sense for these things. Und “ want to start Ds oj on the 

right foot herey becaDse “ know how ambitioDs -eo-le can get. “ donvt 
want uoD coming after mu Coby do “R 7e can work together. phatvs 
what a com-anu is all aboDt. Nom-anionshi-y comraderieJ the work’
force working together. SDt to do thaty we need strong leadershi-. 7e 
need -eo-le who can see the bigger -ictDrey and ha,e the -assion and 
dri,e to get things done. phatvs whuy Pierrey “vd like to ojer uoD a bit 
of a -romotion.: 

”U -romotionR:
”“n a sense. Qf coDrsey uoDv,e onlu been here a few weeksy so there 

are certain limits to what “ can do. 1nfortDnateluy “ canvt ojer uoD a 
-au raise right awau — “vd lo,e toy bDt e,en within a com-anu like oDrs 
therevs still a bit of that bDreaDcratic red ta-e. Bowe,ery we can make 
a half’ste-. “vd like to make uoD the team leader of …Dalitu UssDrance 
peam S. Undrewy PaDla... and that other uoDng man will be Dnder uoD. 
FoDr dDties will remain essentiallu the samey bDt when theu need hel-y 
theuvll come to uoD. 

”‘Dst thinky PierreE uoD will be hel-ing to steer the direction of 
oDr com-anuy and ha,ing a more direct im-act on the well’being of 
oDr clientsy which of coDrsey im-acts the well’being of -eo-le all o,er 
the world. Und on to- of thaty uoD will be making a good name for 
uoDrselfy -Dtting uoDr name at the to- of the list for when a chance for 
-romotion does come aroDndy which mau be as earlu asH: he looked 
at his monitory ”—0e-tembery -erha-s.:

Pierre felt a hint of -ride at the acknowledgement of his good worky 
no matter how ordinaru he had felt it to be at the time. Be did ha,e 
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a -ro-er work ethic after ally he thoDghtJ he had CDst needed the right 
en,ironment. Perha-s he was cDt oDt for this sort of thing. 



Chapter Thirteen

Parents Again

It had come time once again for one of Pierre’s irregular comings-to-
gether with his parents. This time, Pierre felt something resembling 
excitement. He hadn’t told them of the job interview, for fear it would 
come to nothing, and had in his krst weey been so swept up bA events 
that it hadn’t occurred to him to notifA them. 6fter that, since his 
announcement would alreadA be late, he kgured he maA as well delaA it 
until theA met face-to-face. This time it was Pierre who made the krst 
step, inviting his parents to a restaurant near his apartment. 

6fter wory, Pierre stepped out of the front door and into the MPz 
air. He reali—ed in this moment that he had never ; not even once 
; left his apartment in the evening after getting home from wory. It 
hadn’t even occurred to him as a possibilitA. The evening was a sacred 
time ; it was Home Time. It was the time when he was at home. The 
outside was a place he was forced to goO it was where he went when his 
time was not his own. Wutside was the domain of Bory. 

Rut now, in the leisure of the evening sun, Pierre had a feeling liye 
he was discovering the world again for the krst time. Balying out of 
the building now was categoricallA diEerent from walying into the 
building half an hour before. He had showered, Aes, but more than 
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that, he had exchanged brains. His brain now was a diEerent one. ”iye 
a man slipping into a smoying jacyet, a dressing gown, or a pair of 
pAjamas, Pierre slid his wory brain out of his head and replaced it with 
something altogether diEerent. 6nd thus, this sidewaly that he had 
just so recentlA walyed along in the opposite direction, loaded with 
the fatigue and weariness of the daA, now felt liye a trampoline, as if he 
were bouncing along the surface of the moon. 

Bhen he arrived at the restaurant, his parents were alreadA at a 
table. He had chosen an Indian restaurant he had never been to, after 
remembering that he had, in the past, enjoAed currA. 1ince his parents 
were Snglish, it felt liye a safe bet. The interior was dary and atmos-
pheric, with light brown walls on which lamps with fancA shades cast 
strange shadows. He sat down to knd that his parents had alreadA 
ordered teaO theA had, of course, ordered one for him as well. 

YBell, Pierre,… his dad said, Y!ou could have just told me Aou don’t 
liye mA cooying.… 

YI just thought it might be nice to go out,… Pierre replied. The 
waiter came bA and theA ordered their foodO before long, the appeti—ers 
had arrived. 

YI half expected Aou to bring a girlfriend or something?… his mom 
said, Yalthough that might have been a tad optimistic.…

YBell, I don’t have anAthing liye that,… Pierre said, Ybut I do have 
some news. I don’t wory at the fruit store anAmoreq I got a new job.…

YNeallA& Is it closer to Aour apartment& It was sillA commuting all 
that waA just for ”ee’s?…

YThe commute is a bit longer, actuallA. Rut the job is Uuite a bit 
diEerent. I’m worying at 1tu’s companA, doing UualitA assurance. It’s 
full-time, and theA paA me almost twice as much as at ”ee’s.… 

His parents nodded as theA ate their food. TheA didn’t jump for 
joA or exclaim with delight. Instead, theA merelA nodded, and his dad 
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made something liye a pained expression. YTwice as much as ”ee’s 
isn’t as impressive as Aou thiny,… his dad said, knallA. YBhat sort of 
companA are theA& 6nd what exactlA do Aou do&…

YBell, it’s cAbersecuritA. TheA maye software that stops hacyers, 
I guess. zA boss saAs it’s liye building walls around a castle?… he 
stopped himself, reali—ing how sillA the metaphor sounded divorced 
from zr. 3eldman’s enthusiasm, YIt’s tech, in the end. SverAone saAs 
it’s the place to be.…

YIt’s not bad,… his dad said. 
YI thiny HillarA’s son worys for someone liye that,… his mom said. 

YNaAtheon or something&…
YThat’s a diEerent yind of securitA,… Pierre said. 
Y1tu got Aou the job&… his dad asyed.
Y!eah, yinda. I mean, I still had to interview.…
YIt’s not what Aou ynow, it’s who Aou ynow.… He pointed at Pierre. 

YCon’t I alwaAs saA that& Got that Aou’re one for networying, but 
I guess Aou get lucyA sometimes. I didn’t ynow Aou were interested 
in computer science, though. !ou never seemed to liye the classes in 
school.…

YI’m not that interested,… said Pierre. YI was just talying to 1tu 
about careers and he brought it up. It seems kne, though. Got too hard 
to get a handle on, once Aou get going. I grew up with computers, after 
all.… 

His dad ripped a naan bread and gathered some sauce from his 
plate. Yzm,… he said, with his mouth full.

Y6re Aou enjoAing it&… his mom asyed. 
Y!eah, so far. It’s onlA been a few weeys, but it’s nice. I get to wear 

nice clothes and ride a cra—A elevator up to the o4ce. It made me sicy 
at krst ; the elevator ; but I’m used to it now. SverAone’s just tAping 
awaA at computers all daA. Bell, not reallA. I mean, theA don’t actuallA 
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do a huge amount of wory, to be honest. Rut it’s certainlA something 
diEerent.…

Y1ounds liye Aou could maye a reputation for Aourself, then, if Aou 
wory hard,… his dad said. 

Y!eah, I’m trAing to.…
Y!ou can’t taye it for granted, just because 1tu got Aou the job. It’s 

all up to Aou, now. To be honest, Aou’re not the ambitious tApe, but 
tech is a bit of a diEerent world than a produce store. zore cutthroat. 
!ou can’t just be happA to be there?…

YI’m not. I’ve alreadA got a promotion.…
YNeallA& That UuicylA&… He turned to Pierre’s mom. YThat doesn’t 

seem right. zaAbe theA’re just putting Aou into the position theA 
intended from the start, but calling it a promotion to maye it sound 
better.…

YPerhaps?… Pierre decided he shouldn’t mention the lacy of a 
paA-raise. YzA manager seems to liye me, though. 6nAwaA, I thiny it’s 
a good job.…

YBertainlA a step up from ”ee’s,… was all his dad said. YCoes this 
mean Aou’re paAing for dinner&…

Pierre sUuirmed in his seat.
YThat’s a joye. Fnless Aou somehow become mA dad, we’ll still paA 

for dinner.…
The rest of the dinner passed uneventfullA. His dad seemed some-

how oE-balance, as if he had a lecture trapped inside him with 
nowhere to go. Geither of his parents asyed Pierre anAthing more 
about the job, although Pierre still wanted to taly about it. He didn’t 
have anAthing in particular he wanted to saA about it, but he wanted 
to taly about it anAwaA. He felt liye he knallA had a job worth talying 
about in the waA everAone else alwaAs gets to taly about their job. Rut 
when he reallA thought about it, he reali—ed he rarelA heard his dad 
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taly about his job at all. 6nd he remembered that, in a waA, the point 
of this whole thing was to stop having to taly to his dad about jobs all 
the time. 6nd that reali—ation left him with a rather emptA feeling.



Chapter Fourteen

Gotta Have a Job 
2

Pierre lifted the bag in his right hand just enough to reach the door-
knob and pushed the front door open with his shoulder. He lowered 
the two overylled grocer, bags onto the moorT kicked the door closed 
behind hiVT and leaned against the wall. Che Cx was onT and Iarlos 
was on the couchT watching soccer. He had becoVe the de facto keeper 
of the houseT a job for which he had no tiVe nor interest. Che house 
that Pierre had briem, kept in such good condition was now falling 
into disrepair. Che dirt and dust froV the hallwa, Vade its wa, over 
tiVe to the living rooVT kitchenT bedrooVsT to await a perfunctor, 
sweep froV Pierre on alternating weekends. 

Pierre had developed soVething of a routine in the last several 
VonthsT and it was starting to wear on hiV. He knew the eEact Vo-
Vent when he had to leave hoVeT and the eEact VoVent he would 
return. He had coVe to know where and when to stop for groceriesT 
and where to pick up dinner on the da,s when he was too eEhausted to 
cookT of which toda, was one. He still felt a residual guilt upon pur-
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chasing VealsT an act he had succuVbed to onl, rarel, during his Vore 
frugal da,sT but this was lessened soVewhat b, the increased nuVber 
on his pa,che”ue and in his bank account. Bfter that yrst pa,che”ueT 
a switch had gone o— in his VindT and he was now consistentl, bu,ing 
hiVself ;treats’ as rewards for siVple tasks such as doing the laundr, 
or going to the bank. Che treats ”uickl, becaVe staplesT and then new 
Vore eEtravagant treats were foundT such as video gaVesT eEpensive 
new editions of books ? he even started pa,ing for streaVing servicesT 
as he felt he barel, had enough tiVe for internet pirac,. Cx showsT 
which had been a non-entit, in his life for ,earsT soon becaVe his 
lifebloodW his books sat on the shelfT his gaVes sat on the hard driveT 
unread and unpla,ed. He just didnQt have the energ, an,Vore. 

He washed his handsT sat down before the fridge to ynd space for all 
the new groceriesT and then set down at the table to eat his st,rofoaV 
boE of Chai noodles. 

;How was work‘’ Iarlos asked froV the couch.
;Uoring.’ 
;ChatQs the spirit.’
;2hat are ,ou watching‘ 2orld Iup‘’ 
;0ualiyers. Rf we win thisT weQre prett, Vuch in.’ Che D2eQ was 

6painT with their red shirts and nav, blue shortsT coVfortabl, sitting 
ahead O-J in the “Jth Vinute. Iarlos eEplained the ”ualiycation s,s-
teVT which was probabl, ”uite siVpleT but through the coVbination 
of PierreQs Vental state and IarlosQ half-hearted eEplanationT seeVed 
as esoteric as an alcheVical treatise. Pierre gathered that to win was 
goodT and seeing as the wa, to win was to have Vore points than the 
opponentT 6pain seeVed to be in a good spot. 

;RsnQt 6pain like the best teaV or soVething‘ 7o the, ever not get 
in‘’

;Che best teaV‘ R wishT Van.’
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;7idnQt the, win last tiVe‘’
;Chat was OJqJ. Cwo cups agoT Pierre. ChenT the, lost yrst round. 

ChenT second round. Lou canQt trust theV.’
;2ellT hereQs hoping.’
Pierre tried to watchT but the ball travelling back and forth across 

the screen started to VesVeri9e hiV. He leaned forward and rested his 
head atop his folded arVs. He had eaten too ”uickl,T a result of being 
too hungr,T itself a result of an inade”uate lunch. Che sun was alread, 
fading fastT a trend that would onl, get worse as winter deepened. Rn 
a few weeksT he would be leaving for work and heading hoVe in the 
dark. Bt least there were windows in the o5ceT he thought. He would 
have to Vake sure to stand up and look outside of theV ever, once in 
a while.

6tarting at Uoston &nterprises had felt like a whole new life for 
PierreT and for those yrst few weeksT he had felt hiVself to be adjusting 
to his new life adVirabl,. Che eEciteVent of the change buo,ed hiV 
through the initial strugglesT and the eEtra Vone, coVing in o—set 
the free tiVe he had lost. He felt as if he was a part of the real world 
nowT and that he could look at the strangers he saw on the street or on 
the train froV a position of well-earned e”ualit,. 2ith his nice shirtT 
slacksT and side-bagT he felt uniVpeachable. He stood tallT watching 
the cit, roll b, the windowT feeling that it was his cit, as Vuch as 
an,one elseQs. 

Bfter the yrst week of orientationT where he felt ever, da, like 
he was back in eleVentar, schoolT herded around froV task to taskT 
learning little but seeVing to do a lotT never ”uite sure what he was 
going to do neEtT he had graduall, transforVed into a seVi-coVpetent 
VeVber of the workforceT tackling his tasks in whatever order he saw 
ytT sending and repl,ing to e-Vails with reckless abandonT and ynding 
it easier and easier to sit around for eight hours doing whatever it was 
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that he did. He still didnQt feel Vuch of a purpose ? it was di5cultT 
at the end of each da,T for hiV to conceptuali9e how all of the Vinor 
tasks he had accoVplished yt together into soVe grand scheVeW but 
it was interesting enough just to have soVething to doT and to be 
allowed to do it on oneQs own terVs. He no longer had to worr, about 
a particularl, rude custoVer showing up and ruining his afternoonW 
on the other handT he could no longer hope for a particularl, nice 
custoVer to alleviate a rotten Vood either. 

Che Vain thing that struck PierreT with a force that he never could 
have eEpectedT was how little work actuall, seeVed to get done at the 
o5ce. He had alwa,s iVagined that ever,one in such buildings had 
been working Vuch harder than he had been at …eeQs. He thought that 
the, sat at their coVputers for eight hoursT non-stopT bus, with soVe 
sort of workT even if the work the, were bus, with was onl, bus,work. 
He had thought that he was the onl, person who slacked o—T the onl, 
person who occasionall, took an hour to do half an hourQs jobT and he 
had constantl, derided hiVself for it. 

2hat he had now discovered is that while the eVplo,ees of Uoston 
&nterprises certainl, had to show up at 3 and leave at 4T there was little 
to Vake theV actuall, do work that whole tiVe. B large part of the 
yrst hour was spent gossiping in the break-rooVT and the following 
hour consisted of browsing through eVails. He watched those around 
hiV do all sorts of things while spreadsheets sat neglected on their 
VonitorsF scroll through their phonesT peel la9il, at Vandarin orangesT 
or even just stare blankl, out of the window. 

Chis last activit, had becoVe his personal favourite. He liked to 
ga9e at the o5ce across the streetT and iVagine it to be a Virror iVage 
of his own. Chere Vight be a Virror Pierre in thereT reclined in his 
chair and staring back at hiV. Yccasionall,T he would see soVeone 
walking purposefull, past the window with a yle folder in his handW he 
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half-eEpected to be able to turn around and see the saVe Van passing 
behind hiV. Chis iVaginar, o5ce carved out its own little space in 
PierreQs brainW at leastT until a few weeks had passed and it becaVe as 
dull as an,thing else.

Rt was occurring to Pierre that he had been rightF fort, hours was 
a lot of tiVe. GatheVaticall,T one could argue thatT even accounting 
for sleep and coVVutingT there reVained do9ens of hours a week for 
Pierre to live his own life on his own terVs. Uut Vuch to 6ocratesQ 
chagrinT VatheVatics has a funn, relationship with the real world. 
&ven the Vost Veticulous calculation can never Vake an,thing feel 
trueT and when it coVes to a huVan lifeT thatQs what Vatters. Pierre 
felt like he was back in high school againT but soVehow it was even 
Vore boring this tiVe than ever beforeT and even worseT there was no 
graduation to look forward to. Rt was nothing but this untilN 

1ntil death. Bnd thoughts of this had begun to reappear to PierreT 
not as a looVing spectre but as an ever-patient friend. He was not sui-
cidal in an, eEplicit senseT but daVned if he wasnQt starting to feel soVe 
sort of call froV that other sideT the faint whispers of the serpent in his 
earT unintelligible at present but growing ever and ever Vore clear. B 
ylV was growing upon his e,esT turning the world gre,er and gre,er. 
His thoughts were easil, caught in loops of repetitive Veaningless 
phrasesT like jingles stuck in his headT inane Vantras. ;Che world is the 
world is the world is the worldN’ is what he found hiVself repeating 
one da, at his deskT as if his capacit, for logic had been reduced to 
the point of cogni9ing onl, tautologies.  Chese Vantras kept his Vind 
froV wandering at workT because thinking of an,thing fun or pleasant 
gave hiV such an intense knot in his stoVach that he felt he Vust either 
sprint out of the building or die. 6uch was his Vental state that he 
found hiVself fantasi9ing about cartwheels. He would ynd hiVself in 
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an eVpt, corridor and iVagine hiVself cartwheeling his wa, down itW 
at tiVes he had to ph,sicall, restrain hiVself froV doing so. 

Che world is the world is the world is the worldN PierreQs brain was 
a coVputer and his bod, a VachineW work was work and the world was 
the world. …ife was what it wasF nothing VoreT nothing less. He looked 
back fondl, on his da,s of enthusiasV for his bookT onl, Vonths ago 
now but practicall, a lifetiVe awa,. He had sat down sporadicall, to 
write since starting his new jobT but the words that caVe out onl, 
disgusted hiVT ylled as the, were with a thinl, veiled resentVent. 
He couldnQt iVagine an,thing or an,where eEcept as idealistic and 
nonsensical fantas, or disVal d,stopia. 

He had fallen asleep at the dinner tableT onl, waking up at IarlosQ 
cheer for a third goal for 6pain. His food sat half-ynished before hiV. 
He packed it up and put it in the fridge for lunch. He headed to his 
bedrooVT and la, on the bed with his phoneT tr,ing to build up the 
energ, to take a shower. Uut there was nothing interesting to look atW 
ever,one was having the saVe probleVs he was havingT and ,et dealing 
with theV soVehow better and worse at the saVe tiVe.  

He woke up full, clothedT curtains open to the laVp-lighted darkness 
outside. 2alking out into the hallwa,T he saw the light on under 
IarlosQ doorT and heard the rattling of his ke,board. 

He Vade hiVself a cup of teaT put on a jacketT and stepped out 
onto the balcon,. He placed the Vug on the banister and watched the 
steaV rise into the air. Yne couldnQt see Van, stars this deep into the 
cit,T onl, four or yve of the ver, brightestT and even those onl, if ,ou 
looked into the sk, in just the right wa,. Bnd ,etT it was calVT aside 
froV the occasional engine roaring down the eVpt, street behindT 
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which didnQt break the calV as Vuch as accentuate it. Pierre had not 
looked out upon this eVpt,T sleeping world in a long tiVeT so caught 
up had he been in regulating his sleep schedule. &ven when he couldnQt 
sleepT he would force hiVself to reVain in bed just in caseT bathed in 
the harsh blue light of his phone. His passion for sleep had becoVe a 
VaniaW he feared a bad sleep Vore than an,thingT for Vaking his wa, 
through a work da, was eEhausting enough in itself. &ver,thing about 
his hoVe life was devoted to Vaking work as painless as possibleW it la, 
like a constant spectre over hiV. He knew thatT good da,s being what 
the, wereT a bad da, would siVpl, kill hiV. Bnd not in a sudden and 
ynal wa,T but in a gradualT never-ending wa,T ticking on Vinute after 
Vinute into eternit,. 

Ynl, a few hours had passed since he had fallen asleepT but the 
world had changed in that tiVe. 2ork seeVed so distant and inconse-
”uential in the darkT and he found it di5cult to even believe it was real. 
Chis newfound freedoV shocked and confused hiVW he had a sudden 
desire to eat an entire boE of cookies and sta, up all night. 2hat was 
the worst that could happen‘ Yutside in the darkT eight hours seeVed 
just eight hours. Rt occurred to hiVT in the wa, obvious facts often 
doT that ever, work da, ends at soVe pointT no Vatter how tortuous it 
is. CiVe reliabl, Voves forwardT soVetiVes slowl,T soVetiVes rapidl,T 
but alwa,s forward and no other wa,. 

 He was freeW but what to do‘ 2ith all the tiVe in the worldT what 
coVes yrst‘ He racked his brain for just the right activit, to celebrate 
his freedoV. Bnd it struck hiV that the best activit,T the nuVber-one 
best possible use of his tiVeT was to do nothing. zust sit out with his tea 
and listen to the winds of the cit, m, through the eVpt, streets. 2ho 
could coVpel hiV otherwise‘ He had the jobT he had the Vone,T heQd 
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done the dut, iVposed on hiV b, the Powers Chat Ue. Che, could do 
nothing to hiV now.

2ith a crackT the light on the side of the apartVent building went 
outT leaving the parking lot lit onl, b, the Voonlight. 

PierreT alone in the diV lightT reckoned with hiVself as if Veeting 
an old friend after a long absence. He had not been with hiVself 
trul, since starting what he liked to call his ;careerT’ and it was alVost 
strange for hiV to reali9e that he was still Vuch the saVe. Che job 
had not changed hiV VuchT it had onl, caused hiV to teVporaril, 
lose aspects of hiVselfT the parts that were irrelevant to showing up to 
work and surviving through the da,. He had been living as onl, half 
a person for a while now. 6pending his da,s in that large rooV full of 
professionalsT never watched but alwa,s under scrutin,T never alone 
but never reall, with coVpan, eitherT was doing soVething to hiV. Rt 
Vade hiV frightened to think of itT to think of how easil, he had lost 
hiVselfT and how little he had noticed. Rt was not until he had stepped 
outside into this total loneliness that he had even reVeVbered hiVself 
at allT like a song ,ou love but onl, think about when it happens to 
coVe on the radio.

He ,earned again for his freedoV. He ,earned again for the da,s 
spent in idleness and apath, ? even those Van, hours of confusion 
and doubt he looked back at now with fondness. Here he wasT doing 
as he was toldT and what had coVe of it‘ B single word of praise froV 
his parentsT a little eEtra Vone, to frivolousl, wasteT a slight decrease 
in the shaVe he felt at his eEistence. Uut the shaVe had not gone awa,T 
onl, transforVedT froV the shaVe of thinking he was incapable of 
having a real jobT to the shaVe of knowing for certain that he was 
incapable of having a real job. Gillions of people in the world worked 
at jobs Vuch like his for untold hours over ,ears and decadesT but 
Pierre knew without a doubt that a few Vore Vonths of this would 
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kill hiV. He felt the eEhaustion in ever, part of hiVselfT felt the weight 
of the job in ever, waking VoVent. He had even begun to dreaV 
of itT frustrating dreaVs in which he was incessantl, st,Vied b, a 
Valfunctioning Vouse or ke,boardT or frightening dreaVs in which 
he found that he had forgotten how to readT or else fantastical dreaVs 
of waking up in the Viddle of the afternoon and ynding that he had 
siVpl, forgotten to get on the train and head to the o5ce. Chese last 
dreaVs had a sort of Virth and jo, to theV after the initial shockW once 
he reali9ed there was nothing to be doneT he would often juVp out of 
his window and begin to m, over the cit, and into the clouds.

He watched the lights of an airplane pass through the sk,. Perhaps 
with his newfound wealthT he could go travelling. 

He leaned back in his chair. His ke,chain slid out of his pocket 
and onto the balcon, moor. He felt around with his handT and picked 
it up b, the orange pouch. Holding it before hiVT he opened it upT 
and checked inside. Chere was his piece of the Plastic UoogieT looking 
eEactl, as it had when he yrst placed it inside. He knew it was this that 
had proVpted 6tuQs teEtT and he knew it was this that had fast-tracked 
hiV through his yrst job interview. He recogni9ed all the luck it had 
given hiVT how it had provided hiV the opportunit, to Vake his wa, 
back onto the beaten path and join the ever,da, world. Bnd ,etT he saw 
now the liVitations of its power. He understood now what Ginerva 
? or whoever it was ? had said about hiV. 6uch luck just wasnQt right 
for hiVF even with all the luck in the worldT even with the abilit, to fail 
upwards forever into the highest positions of the land ? Pierre knew 
in a strange wa, that with a little patienceT he would becoVe I&Y 
in tiVe ? he couldnQt change who he was. Rt held no appeal to hiVT 
being I&Y or President or even xice President of 0ualit,. Rt was just 
Vore eVpt, words and eVpt, work. 
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He held the little shark tooth between his yngers. He thought that 
it Vight be a good idea to grow a beard. 

He thought of BndrewQs beardT froV work. Rt was fairl, scraggl,T 
never ”uite ylled inT but it gave hiV a certain character. Particularl, 
the sideburns. Perhaps it was because Pierre had never known Bndrew 
prior to his beardT but the beard felt essential to BndrewQs character. 
Chen againT Pierre iVagined Bndrew without the beardT and felt that 
such a look Vight also workT but onl, because of its contrast with the 
bearded version of Bndrew. Rf Bndrew had never grown the beard 
at allT he wouldQve alwa,s been but half a person. Pierre wonderedT 
in the darknessT if he needed a beard to discover that part of hiVself 
that he knew was Vissing. He had grown partial beards onl, through 
negligence beforeT never ”uite taking ownership of the hair sprouting 
froV his face. RtQs not a beardT he decidedT until one declares it to be soF 
when one is askedT ;Bre ,ou growing a beard‘’ and oneQs response is 
not to instinctivel, feel oneQs faceT as if surprised that hair could grow 
there. Pierre decided that he needed to grow a beard b, choiceT out of 
his own free will. He needed to take agenc,.

Gan, thoughts of this kind entered and eEited PierreQs Vind during 
this night. &ventuall,T he grew too coldT and caVe inside. Lor an hour 
or soT he sat in the dark. ChenT he turned a light on. He read a book 
for a whileT and then closed itT and sat with it on his lap for a while. 
Bround four in the VorningT he grew tired of thinking. He decided 
he should do soVething he would never do during the da,T out of a 
fear that it Vight be considered a waste of tiVe. He put on the 7x7 
his parents had lent hiV Vonths earlierT and watched the whole thing. 
Rt was just as good as he reVeVbered.

Bround siE in the VorningT he went back to bed. He la, there awake 
for about an hourT not because he was sleep, but siVpl, because he 
was bored. He heard Iarlos wake upT tie his shoesT and leave for a run. 
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He checked his phone. His alarV was due to go o— in half an hour. B 
new da, had begun. 

Pierre rarel, ate Vore than a bowl of oatVeal for breakfastT but since he 
was up earl,T he felt he Vight as well Vake hiVself soVething nice. He 
fried soVe peppersT VushrooVsT and bits of sausageT toasted a piece 
of toastT and poached an egg. Bs he ateT the sun began to rise. His skin 
felt tingl, and a bit itch,W his e,es were dr, and occasionall, twitched. 
He could feel his hair growing out of his head. He seeVedT in all wa,sT 
Vore aware of the worldT like his senses were alerting hiV to things 
the, usuall, kept to theVselves. He was hotT but when he reVoved his 
sweaterT he was cold. Che food tasted nice but out of place. He had 
this feeling that he shouldnQt be eating it. 

Bs he stepped out the doorT the frost, air stung his face. Che cars 
were bustling about as norValW as usualT the 6k,train station was 
packedT and he shuMed his wa, on to the train carT s”uee9ed between a 
tall Van and a reVarkabl, short woVan. Uut ever,thing was di—erent 
toda, for Pierre.  He could see through all these peopleT right through 
to what the, trul, were. He was eEperiencing an eEtra level of realit,T a 
la,er that peeled back all the prior la,ersT leaving ever,thing plain and 
naked. His position between the tall Van and short woVan struck hiV 
as particularl, coVicalT to the eEtent that he had to repress laughter. 
He iVagined aliens viewing a heat Vap of the &arth froV spaceT and 
seeing thatT with all this land at our disposalT a few hundred people 
had crowded theVselves into this tin, boE on rails to the point where 
the, could barel, stand without touching. Che, were all headed into 
the cit,T to sit in o5ces Vuch like PierreQsT and do work that he now 
iVagined couldnQt be too dissiVilar. 2hen he had yrst started to workT 
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he had felt a sense of coVVunion with the ever,-personT a coVfort in 
being one part of the grand Vachine. NowT he found it nothing but 
absurd. Chis absurdit, proVpted a weird euphoric sense of powerT 
as if ynding this packed train-car funn, Vade Pierre the Oing of the 
2orld. 

He was the Oing of the 2orldT and he was LreeT and in his LreedoV 
he was choosing to go to workT because that is what those lower 
consciousnesses eEpected of hiVT and wh, should he let theV down‘ Rt 
Vade no di—erence to hiV. 2hat was tiVe or space to a Van in PierreQs 
position‘ He could sit in an o5ce and feel like he was atop a Nepalese 
VountainW he could sip his co—ee and iVagine itT as Bndrew had once 
obse”uiousl, put itT to be the ;Nectar of the Sods.’ Che world was his 
o,sterT and in becoVing his o,ster it had folded into a sort of unit,T no 
place in it being an, better or worse than an, other. Cotal Vetaph,sical 
freedoVP IoVplete power of Vind over VatterP Pierre alVost wanted 
to cackle with glee as the train dove underground. 1ndergroundP Che 
ver, idea Vade hiV h,stericalP 2eQre m,ing headlong into a hole we 
dug in the groundP

&ver, thought was a joke. 2alking along the streetT he saw a crow 
grabbing garbage froV a bin. He saw a construction worker adjust his 
pant leg. He saw a treeT growing out of a hole in the ceVent. He saw 
buildings with glass wallsT and he saw clouds moating high up in the 
airT as if the, didnQt even know we were down here. Chis last thought 
alVost Vade hiV sad for a VoVent ? all these lives down here chock 
full of eVotion and intrigue and eEciteVent and boredoVT and ,et the 
clouds never even knew it. Uut this Velanchol, soon passed. 

Che elevator ride Vade hiV Vore nauseous than norVal. His head 
started to spin a little as he stepped out into the corridorT the di99,ing 
design on the carpet reVinding hiV of the optoVetristQs o5ce he 
visited as a child. He entered the o5ceT went to the break rooVT 
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poured hiVself a deca—einated teaT and sat down at his desk. Bndrew 
was alread, there beside hiV. He had his phone on the deskT and was 
scrolling through videos as he checked his e-Vails. Pierre looked at 
his own e-Vails. He began t,ping a response. His yngers felt electric 
as he t,pedT the ke,s jangling pleasantl, at his touch. He just kept 
t,pingT the words mowing out froV soVewhere be,ond his own Vind. 
B scroll-bar appeared on the side of the e-Vail window as the letters 
mowed down the screen. 

He stopped. He looked back at what he had written. He held downT 
ItrlT pressed BT and then hit backspace. 

6taring at the screenT it was if the spirit that had possessed hiV had 
silentl, evacuated his bod,. He looked around. Rt dawned on hiV that 
he was going to be here for the neEt eight hoursT and that there was 
no possibilit, of hiV accoVplishing an,thing during that tiVe. Che 
weight of the hours bore down on hiV. He grew a little frightened. 

Pierre was a hollow Van b, the tiVe the sun had risen to that position 
in the sk, he called his lunch hour. His right e,e was twitching inces-
santl,. His scalp itched. He couldnQt help ,awning. 2orse than an, of 
these ph,sical s,VptoVsT howeverT was the state of his VindT and what 
that did to his perception of the world. He had been wrong beforeF 
there are places that are better or worse than other places. Chis place he 
was in now was the worst of all places. Rt was a place in which an arV, 
of ghouls in little clusters sat and stared stone-faced at shining screens. 
Chere was no privac,W Pierre could see ever,thing that Bndrew did 
beside hiVT and vice versa. Bndrew could knowT thenT if he cared to 
knowT that Pierre had siVpl, been micking between tabs for the last 
two hoursT ylling out one cell of a spreadsheet ever, several rotations. 
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Chis was all he could doW soVe organ in his bod, ? he would have 
guessed his appendiE had it not been reVoved a few ,ears prior ? was 
perforVing soVe instinctual functionT convincing his bod, that this 
spreadsheet was evil. Rt was a natural remeET like how ,ou gag when 
,ou clean out the gunk in the pipe below the bathrooV sink. He felt 
a spiritual aversion to this spreadsheet that would give even the Vost 
courageous Van pause. Co look at it was torture. &ven when it was 
ViniVi9edT just knowing that it was there was enough to alVost send 
hiV screaVing froV the building. 

Bndrew was an innocuous and soVewhat entertaining individual. 
He had certain ”uirks and certain characteristicsT and on Vost da,sT 
Pierre found it enjo,able siVpl, to watch hiV eEist. Coda,T howeverT 
he couldnQt talk to hiV. He just couldnQt think of an,thing he Vight 
possible want to sa,. Bndrew had greeted Pierre that Vorning with a 
coVVent on the uni”ue challenge of a new client the, were working 
on. Pierre had siVpl, stared backT his lips waveringT and his e,es sting-
ing. Che, had Vaintained e,e contact for a few seconds. ChenT Pierre 
had noddedT slowl,T as if this gesture took ever, ounce of his energ,T 
and turned back to his coVputer screen.

Pierre went outside during his lunch hour. He had brought a lunchT 
but he didnQt want to eat it. RnsteadT he drank a co—ee. Rt swished 
uncoVfortabl, in his stoVach. He knewT at the tiVeT that this was 
a bad ideaT but he didnQt see Van, other options. He needed a drug 
of soVe sortT soVething powerfulT and ca—eine was the onl, such 
substance acceptable at the workplace. Pierre never knew what he was 
going to get with the stu—W at tiVes it raised hiV froV his dour Vood 
and Vade hiV energi9ed and cheerfulT whereas other tiVes it just Vade 
hiV both dour and jitter,. 

Che world brightened up a little bitT with the co—ee. Che la,er of 
clouds before the sun had thinned out a little. Rt seeVed to Pierre 
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a signF the sign saidT ;Bll shifts Vust pass.’ He looked at his phone. 
Chere were four hours left until he could go hoVe. He thought about 
sa,ing he was sick. Chat wouldnQt do ? he needed to save those sick 
da,s. Chis was a particular point for Pierre ? those sick da,s were 
insurance in case of absolute eVergenc,. He knew that da,s would 
arrive when leaving the house would becoVe iVpossible. 7a,s when 
eating a Veal would feel like cliVbing a Vountain. 7a,s whenT no 
Vatter what words he told hiVselfT he would not be able to see the 
value in living. Chese were the da,s when Pierre was trul, sickT and 
the, struck at whatever VoVent the, pleased. Coda,T at leastT he was 
not in a bad Vood. He was siVpl, tired. Che world seeVed a great 
placeT stillW in factT he wouldQve given an,thing just to be allowed to 
walk around the cit, a littleT Va,be go see the waterfront. Rt was 
the o5ce that was the probleVF the coVputerT the conyneVentT the 
coVpan,. 



Chapter Fifteen

Night Flight

“Pierre!” said a voice from the sidewalk, elongating the second syllable 
of his name with a surfer’s enthusiasm. Pierre looked up to notice that 
there were humans in this world. Passing on the sidewalk before him 
were hundreds of unique specimens of that wondrous species. Still 
more occupied the cars that tentatively zig-zagged their way through 
the lanes of cones set up to protect the construction workers, who 
were human also, and engaged in replacing a pipe beneath the street.  

A particular one of these many people had called out Pierre's name, 
and it was a voice he almost didn't recognize, until he did. It was 
Edward Talbot's voice. He was wearing the same suit as before, except 
now he had grown into it, and it "t him like a glove. His hair was gelled 
back, and he carried a briefcase. His face still had some of the look of 
a frivolous and careless young man, but there was a newfound hint of 
seriousness to his brow and the corners of his mouth. 

?Edward,? Pierre said, as the two shook hands. ?How's it goingG?
?Wreat, man. Dhat are you doing out hereG And all dressed up too. 

jid your book hit bigG Are you shopping it around to publishersG?
Pierre scratched the back of his neck. ?Ah, the book is on hold right 

now. I'm actually Bust working across the street at Noston Enterprises.? 
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Edward looked up at the tower across the street. ?Noston Enterpris-
es,? he said. ?Fever heard of it. TechG?

?Oeah, something like that.?
?Fice, that's the place to be right now, man. Tech is big. Nig money, 

big future. Oou're in the right place. I've been thinking about making 
the switch.?

?Oou don't like what you're doing right nowG?
?It's great. I love the boss and the company and everything. Nut 

tech... that's Bust a whole 'nother level. 1ots of money. 1ots more 
money than what I'm doing.?

?I suppose so,? said Pierre. ?jo you remember Stu, from high 
schoolG He works with me here.?

?Rhhhh yeah, Stu. Stu was the man. Smart as hell, too. Fo wonder, 
no wonder. He was your in, thenG?

?In a way, yeah.?
?1ucky man. I'd ask you for a favour...? He swiveled on his heel. 

?Nut you already did me a huge solid before. jon't worry about it. 
I'll "gure something out for myself. Hey, you still have that gift I gave 
youG?

Pierre "shed his keys out of his pocket. ?&ight here.?
?In the little pouchG?
?Oeah.?
?Dell, there you go. Hey, you wanna see somethingG It’s Bust down 

here a bit.” He pointed down the street.
“SureG Dhat is itG”
“Oou’ll see.” They continued down the street about half a block, 

before stopping next to a shining red Lerrari convertible. “How about 
that, ehG”

“This is yoursG” Pierre thought he was Boking.
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“Fo, no. It’s my uncle’s. He’s letting me borrow it for the week. 
…an you imagineG 1ook at this thing. It’s like a dream.”

The car seemed to sparkle in the sunlight. Pierre had seen cars like 
this before, of course, but he had never seen them as actual obBects 
real people could own. He wasn’t much of a car person, normally, but 
this car emanated a sort of aura that made him want to approach and 
touch it. Nut he didn’t dare to. 

“SpeechlessG”
“Oeah, wow. I can’t believe your uncle would lend this to you. It 

looks so‘ expensive.” 
“Hey, when are you oVG Oou want to take a rideG”
“1ike, drive itG”
“DhatG Fo. Rf course not. Are you kiddingG Nut I can drive you 

somewhere. Anywhere, I don’t care. I Bust love driving it around. 1ast 
night I was out _til almost midnight, Bust cruising around.” He raised 
his hands before his chest and said, “Fight ;ight,” in a T: presenter 
voice, as if it meant something.

“I mean, sure. I usually Bust take the subway. Oou don’t mind head-
ing into N————G” 

“The farther the better, man.”

Pierre didn’t drive anymore, but he had certainly been inside a fair 
number of cars. They had all felt more or less the same, which is to say, 
they didn’t leave him with any lasting impression aside from _having 
been in a car.’ There are cars of many makes and models, but for the 
most part, to a laymen at least, they are all Bust cars, and any car is as 
good as any other car. 
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Nut there was something diVerent about this car. It was not Bust 
that it was a luxury brand, likely several times more expensive than 
any other car Pierre had been in. It was not Bust the leather seats and 
the low roof, so low that Pierre had to properly think about how he 
was going to contort his body through the door and on to the seat. 
Dhat this car seemed to provide was a sense of isolation4 it made the 
outside world seem totally unreal, as if driver and passenger were the 
only beings properly worthy of being called human, and everyone else 
was some shadow or automaton. It turned the world into a "lm set, 
and the citizens of the world into background extras. 

As soon as Edward sent the car lurching forward from its parking 
spot and executed a remarkably cavalier merge into moving traJc, 
Pierre felt that sensation that comes upon one during the take-oV of a 
plane5 he didn’t think he was going to die, but he didn’t think he was 
de"nitely not going to die either. The rate of acceleration evoked a sort 
of animal fear within Pierre. 

Immediately, they were stuck in traJc. The surrounding cars tow-
ered over Pierre as he looked out the window. He realized around 
this moment that Edward was exactly the sort of person who would 
weave back and forth across lanes looking for whichever was “fastest,” 
narrowly avoiding accidents 6 or rather, forcing others to narrowly 
avoid accidents. And this proved to be exactly how the "rst leg of 
their Bourney went, Edward treating the slow-moving traJc as a sort 
of maze designed speci"cally for his torment. However, there was no 
sense of malice or frustration in Edward as he drove4 his face was 
absolutely serene. He never cursed nor shook his hand at the cars in 
his way. Instead, he was all concentration, going so far as to leave his 
tongue sticking out of his mouth. This too was part of the game. 

Pierre had never seen a man so engaged in the act of driving. He had 
always seen it as a mere means of getting from place to place 6 some-
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times more or less practical than other means, but not fundamentally 
diVerent. After years of riding public transit or walking around, cars 
had become mere obBects, fast-moving metal boxes that littered the 
streets. It was really only when they almost hit him, usually by turning 
through a crosswalk he was on, that he proBected onto them any sort of 
personality, generally a malicious and ugly one. Nut now, riding with 
Edward, he was sucked into the solipsistic worldview that came from 
driving a fast car. It seemed only fair and natural that Edward should 
drive the way he did in the car he had. The car was built to do this very 
thing. 

The stereo was playing Jazz fusion, a genre Pierre never would have 
associated with Edward the person, but perfectly matched Edward the 
driver and the car he drove. Ny the time they reached the highway, 
Pierre’s fear had evaporated. He was smiling. He couldn’t help it4 
the thrill was simply too much. They weren’t even headed the right 
way4 Edward didn’t have a WPS, and he might even have forgotten 
that Pierre was in the passenger seat. They were Bust zooming around, 
passing cars left and right, despite the fact that they had nowhere to be. 
jriving fast, Pierre realized, has nothing to do with getting places fast. 
That was pedestrian logic. Lrom inside the car, driving fast was about 
nothing more than driving fast. Dhat use was there getting anywhere, 
when getting somewhere meant that you would have to get out of the 
carG 

2sually at this time, Pierre would have Bust been getting home, 
dragging himself through the door, down the hallway, before collaps-
ing onto either the armchair or his bed. Too tired to make anything, 
he likely would have thrown a frozen pizza in the oven, despite the fact 
that he had grown sick of pizza weeks earlier. It always felt when he got 
home that he had no time. Fo time for his own life. Everything that 
occupied his life only took time away from his life. Nut here he was, 
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dinner-less and not even hungry, far from home and unsure whether 
he would ever make it back, living not his life but Edward’s, entirely 
at his whim. He was not writing, he was not working, he was not 
producing anything, he was Bust allowing himself to be carried along 
by the speed and the music. The feeling arose within him that he had 
been approaching his life all wrong, that there was something about 
life that he had never been able to understand. It was something that 
Edward had grasped, intuitively it seemed, and that he held on to, 
something that was embodied in midnight driving his uncle’s car. 

“He’s real,” Pierre thought. “He could make me real.” 
The two hadn’t spoken a word since getting in the car. This was 

a solitary drive for each of them. Pierre and Edward were absorbed 
in two diVerent ideas5 Edward in the pure sensation of driving, and 
Pierre in his usual world of gazing longingly at other people’s lives. It 
was a diVerent and brand new type of life, which made the sensation 
feel altogether fresh to Pierre, but in most respects it bore very little 
diVerence from the thoughts that plagued him every day of his life.

 He would never have actually allowed himself to devote his evening 
hours to driving around aimlessly4 for one, the expense must be in-
credible with gas prices what they were, which would of course mean 
more time spent working. And, when actually behind the wheel, he 
was a nervous 6 nay, terri"ed 6 driver, incapable of performing even 
half the feats Edward pulled oV. Rn top of this, at the end of the day, 
how would driving around move him toward respectabilityG Dhat did 
it contribute to the worldG Rr rather, how did it add to his personal 
contribution to the worldG 

It was good enough for Edward. This was not an intentional knock 
to Edward, but it was a knock, nonetheless. Edward could get away 
with this, because he was Bust a person. He wasn’t Pierre. Pierre was 
important. Even in his unimportance, Pierre was important. This 
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kind of paradise was very nice for Edward, living his life over there, 
somewhere on the outskirts of the world, adding character to the 
background scenery that surrounded Pierre. Nut it was not enough 
for Pierre. He wished desperately that it could be. He wished for that 
sort of satisfaction, that sort of contentment‘ no, he wished for that 
sort of thrill. The thrill of losing oneself in an activity without the 
constant gnawing feeling that there was something more that needed 
to be done, that one was in this moment not doing what one should 
be doing. 

Rut the window, he recognized his grocery store, and realized that 
they had at some point reached his neighbourhood. “Rh, Bust turn 
right over here,” he said, pointing to a side street that ran behind 
a Morean church.  Edward Bust nodded, making the turn without 
slowing down. “I’m right here,” Pierre said, and Edward pulled over 
to the curb. Pierre wasn’t sure what to say as he gathered his bag from 
the backseat and prepared to contort his way out the door. Edward 
stared out through the windshield, seeing before him all the miles he 
was still to drive that night. 

Just like that, the magic was over. Pierre felt his stomach grumble.
“Thanks for the ride,” he said. “I appreciate it.” 
“Fo problem, man,” said Edward. “Hope you enBoyed it.” 
“It was great,” said Pierre. “This is a great car.” 



Chapter Sixteen

Cast Off That 
Plastic Boogie

Stu, Greg and Pierre walk into a bar. Greg says to Pierre, “Hey, why the 
long face?”

“Just tired,” Pierre says. 
One lesson Pierre had taken from his recent experiences was that 

he needed to get out more. He jgured that perhaps his isolation was a 
part of the problem. He had shut himself away, jrst to write his book, 
and then to work his new —ob, and thus had lost any sense of his place 
in the world. So, he had decided to place himself in front of people I 
those who knew him best and appreciated him most I and see what 
they thought of it all. 

“’ feel like ’ need a hobby,” Pierre said, idly tapping at the edge of 
his glass. 

“’sn!t reading your hobby?” Stu asked.
“’ mean a hobby where ’ do something.” He pounded his jsts on 

the table. “’ wanna do somethingR ’ wanna race CE cars, or make 



P’&CC& T AH& MBU’G1’A’&S38q

Yuilts, or construct model airplanes, or something. Something real. 
Aangible. ’ wanna be a tangible man.” 

Greg poked him in the shoulder. “…ou!re real, Pierre,” he said. 
“…ou!re matter.”

“…ou!re matterW you matter,” Stu mumbled.
“’!m not real,” Pierre insisted. 
“vhat if we all got really into varhammer or something?” Greg 

said.
“Aoo much painting,” said Stu.
“’ don!t want more games,” said Pierre. “’ ha-e enough games. ’t!s 

all —ust games all o-er e-erything. &-erything ’ do is games. By —ob is a 
game. By —ob is the most boring and notNfun game in the world.” He 
was starting to wish he had ne-er introduced the topic. Ahey didn!t 
understand what he wanted to say, because he wasn!t able to say it, 
because he himself did not understand what he wanted to say. “Just 
forget it,” he said.

“Mn elephant ne-er forgets,” said Stu, thoughtfully. 
“…ou don!t need a hobby, Pierre,” said Greg. “…ou need a girlN

friend.”
“’ don!t think that!s itW”
“vell, I sure as hell need a girlfriend,” Greg said. “’ need a girlfriend 

who will Yuit my —ob for me, and take me to a di;erent country.”
“vhy don!t you —ust do it” asked Stu.
“DoW that would be wrong.” 
“vhat do you need, Stu?” Pierre asked. “’ need a hobbyF Greg needs 

a girlfriend. Lo you need anything?”
Stu rubbed his chin. “’ don!t think ’ need anything in particular,” 

he said. “’!-e been thinking about buying a house.”
“M houseR?” Greg said. 
“’ mean, a condo. Dot like a house house.”
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“StillW”
“Okay, so Stu doesn!t need anything,” Pierre said. “Good work, 

Stu. …ou!-e got it all under control.”
“’ guess ’ wouldn!t mind a hobby, too,” said Stu. “ve should go 

hiking next summer.” 
“Lo you ne-er feel like you!re —ustW missing something?” Pierre 

asked. “‘ike, you should be doing something and you!re not?”
“vhat should ’ be doing?”
“Ahere!s nothing to do,” said Greg, “ve —ust mess about until we 

fall into a pit and die.”
“…ou!re already in the pit,” said Stu. “Mlright, we need to cheer up 

Greg. Gimme a sec.” He pulled out his phone. “Just wait.”
“’!m a man of miseryW” Greg said, and they lapsed into a brief 

silence. Ahe jrst synth hit of Uilly Ocean!s 0Get Outta By Lreams, 
Get ’nto By Ear! played on the pub speakers. “Oh shitR Oh shitR ’!m 
a man of blissR ’!m a man of blissR”

Stu turned back to Pierre. “So, you!re not liking the —ob too much?” 
he asked.

“1h, it!s alright. ’t!s kind of di;erent than ’ expected.”
“’n what way?”
“’t!s a lot less work, but a lot more tiring.”
“…eah, that!s oQce life. Pays well, though. Uetter than working at 

‘ee!s.”
“Mt least at ‘ee!s ’ felt like ’ was existing in the world. ‘ike, ’ was 

talking to people, and ’ could walk outside. Mt Uoston, ’ —ust feel like 
’ don!t exist. ’!m —ust li-ing in a box.”

“’ didn!t say it before, but it doesn!t seem like it would suit you,” 
said Greg, resuscitated by the music. 

“vhat would suit me?” asked Pierre. 
“‘ee!s suited you,” said Greg.
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“Ahat kinda sucks,” said Pierre. “’ don!t want to work at a fruit 
store my whole life.” 

“…ou!d rather do VM for a tech company?”
“’ don!t rather anything. ’ —ust feel like e-eryone who sees me at 

the fruit store thinks ’!m a loser. Ahey!re always asking me when 
’!m going to graduate, as if ’ should be doing something else. Uut 
it!s like, what do they want? Someone!s gotta work at a fruit storeR 
Ahose :32 papayas they buy and complain about aren!t going to stock 
themsel-esR”

“vho cares? Ahey!re miserable about something else,” said Greg. 
“Ahey!re miserable about something and they take it out on you. 
Ahey!re losers. ve!re all fucking losers. &-eryone!s a loser. vho!s winN
ning? Stu!s the only person in the world who!s not a loser. He!s the 
only one. &-eryone else, they talk shit but they!re —ust pissing in the 
wind. Jobs are stupid. ve —ust do them because we need money to buy 
-ideo games. zideo games are the only fun thing in the world.”

“’ don!t think ’!m winning,” said Stu. “’!m —ust li-ing.”
“Ahat!s how you win, Stu. …ou!re ali-e. Pierre, you could be ali-e 

if you —ust stop thinking you!re not. ’f you!re not li-ing now, when 
are you going to do it? vhat are you waiting for? …ou always said you 
liked ‘ee!s because you had your own time. …ou were freeR …ou were 
free and you chose to crawl back into a boxR”

 “…ou don!t get it,” said Pierre. “’ was free but ’ wasn!t doing 
anything. ’ was —ust wasting my life away. By parents thought ’ was 
an idiot. ’ thought ’ was an idiot.”

“vhat do you think now?”
“’!m a di;erent kind of idiot.”
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Ms they were walking past the sports jelds again, Pierre felt in his 
pocket and pulled out his keyring. He held the pouch containing his 
small piece of the Plastic Uoogie in the palm of his right hand, and 
stared at it. He pushed it around with his left hand. Ueyond his palm, 
he could see the grass as a green blur rushing below him. Ms he did this, 
he was listing to the right, walking only to keep from falling down. He 
was thinking. 

Pierre was drunk. Mnd it!s fair to say that drunk people who are 
drunk don!t think in the same way as sober people. ’n most aspects 
and for most purposes, it is fair to say that their thinking is of a 
lower Yuality. ’t is slower, less focused, forgetful, and prone to error. 
Howe-er, in some aspects and for some purposes, it excels. ’t excels for 
exactly the same reasons as it fails. Uy being plodding, it catches ideas 
that we often skip o-erF by being unfocused, it allows totally unrelated 
ideas to slip together and intermingleF by being forgetful, it puts the 
thinker into a world where these forgotten things simply don!t existF 
and by being prone to error, it allows one that childlike freedom from 
reason, logic, and the fear of being incorrect. 

1nfortunately, it is impossible for a sober narrator such as myself 
to properly describe the meanderings of Pierre!s drunken mind, and 
the whirl of thoughts that accompanied his staring at the pouch in his 
hand as he walked through that damp, dark jeld. ’t is my hope that 
’ ha-e been successful thus far in communicating to you enough of 
Pierre!s thoughts, at -arious times and in -arious forms, that a careful 
reader can assume the tenor and general outline. 

vhat ’ can tell you is that as he walked, a phrase grew in Pierre!s 
mindJ

Cast off that Plastic Boogie!
Ahis phrase kept repeating in his head, in his -oice and one other, in 

between and o-erlapping all his other thoughts, growing e-er and e-er 
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more powerful, until jnally he was saying it aloud, jrst in a mumble 
and then with greater and greater -olume and emphasisJ

Cast off that Plastic Boogie! Cast it off!
He was holding the pouch now in a clenched jst up and ahead of 

him, marching with large steps toward the bleachers beside the soccer 
pitchF he continued to hold it high abo-e his head as he marched 
right up to the top step, where his hand loomed ominously o-er a 
large metal garbage can attached by chain to a pole stuck in a piece of 
cement. Mtop this bleacher, Pierre began to soliloYuiLe. 

’n rhyming couplets of iambic pentameter, Pierre amused himself 
for se-eral minutes with a speech so full of utter nonsense that it would 
be irresponsible to transcribe it here. Ahe rhymes were forced, the 
iambs were clumsy, and his adherence to meter was dubious at best. 
Uut we ha-e to admit that Pierre carried himself well, such that a deaf 
obser-er I or someone merely standing beyond earshot I might 
ha-e percei-ed a certain dignity in his oration. Mnd we must admit 
that any person for whom &nglish was an utter mystery would ha-e 
been compelled by the sounds, by the unmistakable passion that rung 
out with his words, and would ha-e wished in that moment that they 
had the key to deciphering the meaning of words so clearly courageous 
and beautiful. Sometimes it is —ust best not to know, and ’ see it as my 
responsibility, as the teller of this story, to hide from you any detail or 
circumstance that may diminish its resonance.

vith one last solemn and percepti-e obser-ation, communicated in 
impeccable -erse, Pierre ended his speech. Mnd with a jnal philosophN
ical Mourish, he remo-ed that Plastic Uoogie from its pouch, ga-e it a 
ceremonial yet tender kiss, and held it once more abo-e his head, from 
where he cast it groundward with all his strength. M metallic clang rang 
out as it struck the bottom of the bin.  
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He looked down into the utter darkness where the Plastic Uoogie 
now resided. He felt for a moment a twinge of regret, and almost 
leaped down into the garbage himselfW composing himself, he looked 
around at the dark jeld and the empty streets, and felt a sense of 
freedom and a desire to run. Mnd so he set o; across the jeld toward 
his friends, tripping only once, laughing and yelling and feeling for all 
the world like the man for whom this whole darn thing had been made 
for. 
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