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Preface

 

To preface the novel/novella you’re about to read (please do forgive the pun), I have to admit that I didn’t think this would be the first of my work to be publicly published and released out in the wild for all eyes to see and tear into. I always had manuscripts and story-lines drawn about more fantastical tales to be told but this… This is special. 

Why?

Well, to be completely honest, this piece began from a prompt on a Reddit site. A prompt that seemed to resonate with some hidden creative juice that forced me to sit down and write a short concept of a story in a strange, but also real, world. And for the first time, in my short writing career, I was left with a story and an urge to continue said story. 

Yeah, but why special?

It is special because it is far different from every other story I’ve set out to write. This is practically a science-fiction drama, which are two literary genres I seldom read and very rarely write but here I am, attempting to do both. 

It’s special because it took me to a place where I had to consider human interactions, where I had to place myself in some boots and almost weep at how inept I would be in said boots. It is special because it was a completely unexpected project that spawned from an unexpected prompt and now, is my first unexpected product. It has taken me the best part of about five months, going back and forth on whether or not I expand on it and make it some action epic story but I love how it turned out. 

That’s why it is special to me. 

All in all, I’m enormously glad that I get to be able to share this with you. I do hope that the story that commences after this page captures you in the way it did me. 

Thank you for joining the ride. 

See you at the end. 

 

I.Ogunbase.

 

This is a work of fiction, and the views expressed herein are the sole responsibility of the author. Likewise, certain characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events or locales, is entirely coincidental.

 

Ogunbase, I. Counting The Seconds . Kindle Edition. 

 

 

Copyright © 2019 I.Ogunbase 

 

Front image by Jeff Ward, Stungeon Studios 

 

All rights reserved.

 

 

My love… You kept me going on days when the way forward wasn’t clear. You are my light. You are my everything

Ife, Ino, Hyd, Elf, and the rest of you wonderful lads and ladies,

Thanks for being awesome, guys.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prologue

 

There’s a hot cup of tea on the table next to me as I work on transcribing the interview I had managed to acquire with a top scientist from NASA. The details of his role were sparse and no matter how much I tried; he wouldn’t divulge any more than he needed to say. Still, it was enough to tack on to the beginning of the book. 

 

I enter the publisher’s email address, as well as the emails of a few other publishing companies that had been contacting me these last few weeks. I name the subject of the email as ‘Time Stop’ and proceed with composing a short email to be read.

 

To Whom It May Concern, 

 

Please find attached, the complete record of the Time journal and their stories. As an introduction to the Time-Stop journal that has changed the world as we know, I believe it is imperative to get an idea of how things went down.

 

The story of the men and women in the journal are important, not only as an inside look at the way they dealt with the freeze, also as a reflection of humanity in each and every one of us. It is this journal in which I hope to base my psychological thesis on.

 

The interview between the scientist, a ‘Mr Dylan Jones’, and I will go up first, followed by the complete account of the journal. After that, I’ll line up a few extra interviews to get a feel for how this affected their lives.

 

Lastly, the spacing of the journal was edited to drive home the stories therein. I hope you find it to your liking.

 

Please enjoy.

 

Signed,

 

Chris Ferrera.

 

I press [Send].

 

---

 

[The room I’m sitting in is small in shape and slightly dark, like how interrogation rooms are depicted in TV shows and the likes. Sitting across from me, is Mr Dylan, a ‘top’ scientist from NASA who will be answering the questions I have and with some luck, help me with the work I’ve set for myself.]

 

Good afternoon, Mr Dylan. As I explained on the phone, my name is Chris Ferrera and I am glad that you have taken some time out to answer some of the questions I have for you today.

 

It’s my pleasure.

 

I understand the last couple weeks have been busy, with the time-stop issue, the meteorite and the journal that just that contains the events of the time-stop. I know that I am taking some time from your work, so I hope to make it as smooth and quick as I can.

 

No problem.

 

To start with, can you please give a rundown of how Time flows for us? I have read some scientific works that detail the way Time runs, both for the world and for each person. Can you please clarify that for us?

 

[He chuckles lightly before rubbing his hands together]

 

Ah, no worries. Time flows linearly for the world and for everyone in a straight line. The same 24-hour slot is the same for everyone. For some reason that we are yet to crack, within this straight line of Time’s flow, each and everyone has a personal Time clock that works within the main one.

 

For the sake of explanation, I’d like to refer to this as T2, or Time-Two. Time-Two exists underneath the main Time, the main timeline and obeys the same linearity of it. However, for us, T2 allows us to make one change in the whole course of our lives.

 

You’re talking about the ‘Sense of Danger’?

 

Yes. As you and everyone else know, when someone is in danger, Time slows for them, long enough for the person to escape said danger. As per my earlier explanation, primary Time does not slow. Time-Two is what does. It captures the affected person in a T2 bubble and awaits their solution before releasing them back into the primary Time.

 

For everyone else standing around, Time never stopped. Because it never did. But the affected person would have existed and performed some activity in-between time.

 

As you rightly pointed out, the effects of Time-Two are largely known to anyone and everyone. But I must ask, how is it possible for no one to encounter any danger of any sort till they become adults? Most of the men and women in the journal have been known to get ailments and illnesses while growing up.

 

This is where science gets a bit funny. We, the scientific community, are largely divided on this. The sense of danger is supposed to mean whenever the affected person is in danger of being hurt.

 

It wasn’t until a few years before the Time-Stop that a new thesis went around, positing that the sense of danger had to be far dire for Time-Two to activate.

 

Ergo, if Time-Two fails see a threat to life, it will allow for the danger to happen. As expected, not everyone accepted this, with some bringing up anecdotes of how they survived from one issue to the other with the time-two and how they find it weird that the T2 would find such events dangerous to health.

 

Some of us still look into it in our spare time, but our attention is primarily on, well…

 

The meteorite.

 

The meteorite. Along with the journal, was the multitude of notes explaining what was going on and what had to be done. I still can’t share anything as the information is still classified between the governments and the science communities but I can say that the men who worked on it during the time-stop did good work.

 

I think they would have liked to see it work, assuming it does.

 

We can only hope.

 

Last but not the least, the journal. I have sent in another request for a chance to read and at the very least, copy out the journal. I haven’t received a reply and I hoped I could ask you directly as you’ve been the face of this whole issue.

 

We still can’t give it to you, I’m afraid. We are still checking to see if there is any extra information pertaining to our investigations on the matter.

 

I expected as much. What if I proposed to do the copying of the journal in your offices? A lot of journalists and writers have been clamouring for a chance to take a look at it. I was surprised I was even selected for an interview of sorts with all the other important eyes looking your way. If you’d have me, I can come to this office every day, and copy out sections of the journal here, in the sight of whoever. That way, it never leaves the building.

 

That’s an interesting take on things. However, I’m afraid I can’t give an answer by myself. I will have to speak to my superiors and get back to you on that.

 

No problem, I can wait.

 

[He laughed quietly for a few seconds before fixing me with a stare] 

 

It might be a long wait. I would personally say that you just wait until it goes public. There’s nothing of importance worth waiting in this room for.

 

I understand. But I find it to be of importance to me… And my work.

 

In that case, let me step out to make a phone call. Once again, I have to stress that I doubt it will happen. Just to ensure you don’t get your hopes up.

 

No matter. I’ll wait.

 

It sounds like you have a vested interest in the journal.

 

We all have vested interests in the journal. It’s a capture of a time when we were frozen in time. As you can imagine, a lot of people would love to have a window into what it was like. It is why a few have petitioned you for the release

 

That makes sense, I guess. Once again, I make no promises this will actually be allowed. I can only ask. 

 

Asking would be enough. It would be something at the very least. 

 

Alright. I’ll make that call now.

 

[He steps out to make the call.]

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

-

 

 

“Every second is of infinite value.”

-	Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Seeing Butterflies"

 

——————————

Day 1

——————————

I'm writing this all down for posterity purposes. Not as a record, per se, but more as proof that what I am experiencing is not a drawn-out hallucination manifested by my mind. As a result, I will have to confess something that some of my family and close friends have whispered and said to my face, even though it has mostly been in jest.

And it is basically this;

I have never been in trouble.

This is somewhat true. I have lived my life in a manner to not be put in danger, and not be in danger in any form. The world as it works, as you dear reader know, is such as to slow down time whenever someone is in danger. My parents have had this happen to them, and it's the reason why I am alive today. Otherwise, a drunk driver would have claimed three souls that day. Most of my friends have encountered the same, though how slow it became varied.

I have never had time slow for me, because I have never been in danger. That's probably the biggest positive. Except, I think I am experiencing my 'one' time. I'm just unsure about what to do because time hasn't slowed down for me.

It has stopped.

Completely.

 

——————————

Day 3

——————————

Today is day three and the sun is still suspended in the afternoon sky like a lamp that won't turn off. And because of that, sleeping has been an issue. I think I have had like four or five single-hour nap in the last few days and suffice to say, I'm not coping well.

On the plus side, food is relatively always fresh, so I have been eating well enough, I guess. I have spent the waking hours trying to figure out why Time has stopped for me. If I'm in that much of a danger. What could it be? You know.

I walked away from the house, with the journal. I left my belongings somewhere by a police station after a few hours. Maybe it was a robber? or poison? or an allergic reaction? I don't know. I'm currently at Frank's house. Frank Grayson. He’s my best friend, more like the brother I never had really. We work in the same company, though in different departments.

I’ve known him longer than I’ve known most people. I mean, he and I were neighbours growing up. We became close friends and we just never drifted through the years. Same high schools, same colleges and heck, we shared a crush between us. He won that bet though and proceeded to marry her.

He's in the living room with Martha, his girl, and I guess they were (or are) watching a romcom. I knew he wasn't sick. He just wanted to spend the afternoon with his wife. He’s the more romantic one in the relationship, if I’m being frank. And from the way he’s head is tilted towards hers and that wolfish grin he has on…

Let’s just say I kinda wish time doesn't start while I'm here.

But I'd like it to start soon. Real soon.

 

——————————

Day 12

——————————

I don't want to write. I don't want to. This is just to ground me in some semblance of reality.

I have been seeing butterflies everywhere I go, fluttering in the wind. I can't touch them. But I see them clearly, flying across my vision. They are beautiful. All majestic blue and fairy like. They fill me with a feeling I can't explain. I know they aren't real, but they are as real as the sun, still in the sky.

It just hangs there, mocking me. Laughing at me. Never setting or dimming. It makes me itch all over. I’m hearing sounds that don’t exist. That don’t exist. My eyes are twitching, my body hurts and I just want to sleep. Or run. Maybe both.

I believe I said fluttering in the wind, right? Fluttering. There is no wind. I know there can’t be butterflies. I innately know this but yet the sound is audible to me. I think I’m suffering from some mad form of sleep deprivation, if I’m to self-diagnose. I’d google but what’s the internet in a timeless void?

Maybe… I don’t know… I just.

Butterflies…

 

——————————

Day 15

——————————

I think I feel much better than I did 2 days ago. Turns out, I needed a good sleep, and no amount of covering myself with a duvet was going to help. I had, in my delirious state, stumbled into a basement and collapsed in the darkness of it.

I never knew sleep was that important, or rather, that dependent on the sun's glare. With the long sleep, however, comes a bitter realisation. I'm still the only one moving around. Time is still frozen for the world around except me.

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I've been playing around with the idea that I'm not the only one frozen in time. That maybe someone somewhere is feeling the same thing. This is a depressing thought too, to be honest, as it’s not like I can contact them, and they can contact me.

Still, I take some silent solace in the hope that I'm not alone. It’s all I have to do at this point. The alternative might be harder to bear. But happy thoughts.

Happy thoughts.

 

——————————

Day 45

——————————

There's nothing to write. I’m still here.

I'm at my parent's house now, about 20 miles away from the city. They are frozen too. Imagine my surprise(!)

Dad has a beer in hand and is sitting in front of the TV. He’s got that celebratory look on his face. The kind he gets whenever he’s watching a match and the team he supports is winning or is about to win.

My mum is out on the small patio of their house. She’s trying to do some yoga, if I’m to assume based on the yoga pants she was wearing and the headband around her forehead. And yeah, I do mean yoga pants.

I’m not going to suffer alone in this shit space. I don’t know who you are, be it future me or someone else.

If you’re reading this, then I’m putting the image in your mind. Deal with it.

 

——————————

Day 70

——————————

If the long gaps in days are anything to go about, I guess I can admit that I'm not a good follow-up. Then again, most of the days I see the journal, I don't want to write. I don't want to have to remind myself of my predicament and record it down for the eventual reader.

I mean, what the fuck am I meant to say?

That things are looking good?

I have considered killing myself, you know... A few times even. Almost even went ahead with it once before deciding against it. I have never been suicidal. If I was, and this was time's way of telling me to behave, that would be different, you know?

So, I didn't do it. It would be a cheap solution to this problem.

I can't promise I will write tomorrow, but I'll try.

Thinking more on it, what if I was suicidal and never knew about it. What if I am legitimately caught between a rock and a hard place? Maybe time is trying to save me from myself, trying to keep me away from doing something disastrous and permanent. Maybe this is all a trial to see the kind of character I have.

I’m just saying shit at the moment. Trying to make some sense out of everything, I guess.

Time will have to start eventually. I just have to wait it out.

 

——————————

Day 71

——————————

I didn't add it in yesterday, but my daily routine has currently been to exercise in the mornings, read in the afternoons and then learn something new (hobby-like) in the evenings.

It's not really important, but I figure you should know... you know?

I'm still here, ground zero in frozen world. Ignoring the loneliness and the static state of everything, it’s not so bad.

It’s just what it is.

Hobby-wise, I’ve started doing some painting and drawing. Drawing first, then using the paints to ‘bring it to life’ as artists usually put it. I picked up some tips on gardening when I had the errant thought of growing my own produce for the long days ahead before common sense reminding me that it was going to be a fruitless venture.

I cried then. Out of frustration. Out of desperation.

But whatever.

Whatever.

 

——————————

Day 100

——————————

Please... start again. Time please start again. Give me a breeze, give me a sunset. Give me something other than this.

Please…

 

——————————

Day 110

——————————

I think I've spent enough time crying. Honestly, I'm kinda ashamed about the amount of crying and shouting I've done. To bring you up to speed, I'm a long way from home.

I left when the crying got bad. Every day was just more difficult, and sleeping was still an issue. I had found a way to sleep in the house, but it meant using a blanket to block the windows and the door. It eventually made the house musty. You know, I don't think I've even mentioned the fact that showerheads or taps don't work.

Of course not.

That had made me cry too. After which, I made the dastardly trek to a river to wash myself. The very idea is making me smile at the moment, but it didn't feel that way. And yes, if you're questioning whether or not I had a bath all those days ago, I didn't. I believe my mind was on more pressing matters.

It's honestly enlightening how much a decent sleep and a decent wash can do to your mental health.

I know I title this entry as Day 110, but I don't know really. It just feels like something to keep track with really. The watch on my hand ticks on like it has always done.

Not sure why it works and everything else doesn't, but I've long dropped that line of questioning. There's no one with an answer sufficient enough to make me feel better about my situation.

I count the days when the hour hand has passed by the '12' position twice. I figure, that constitutes the 24 hours needed to be regarded as a day, right? Right.

 

Anyway…

 

I'm currently hiking towards the Miami. Not that I have anything grand in mind, but why not? I figure I can find a small fishing boat somewhere down south and make the journey towards the UK, you know.

See the sights. Explore Europe. Give myself some meaning in this current meaningless existence.

Before that, I guess I should write down the facts at work at the moment. For my sake and for a good record, I guess.

Everything and everyone is frozen.

I can move them around if I wish and use them however I want but once I let go, they stay exactly how I've left them. I can pick up a golf ball and throw it, and it will freeze in the air as soon as it leaves my hands.

I can pee, though the pee sorta freezes too. That was fun to experience. Luckily, with the form being ‘frozen’, I could clean up with a couple of wipes, with disinfectant for my hands and my sanity.

Nothing liquid moves. Nothing airy moves. Even fire is static. Mad, right? The heat from the sun is consistent and I want to say it makes the air stuffy but I’m not sure how I can even qualify that. It’s just what it is at the moment.

Food is usually fresh, but it doesn’t stop me from worrying about it. Objectively, last week’s fajita is this week’s fajita and it’s only the mind that stops me from taking it sometimes. Other times, hunger tends to lead the way, and I tend to follow.

New world problems and all.

I'll write more whenever I can. Well, as much as I can without getting frustrated with the journal.

 

——————————

Day 113

——————————

Miami still looks beautiful, even in its frozen state, to me at least. I, on the other hand, am not. I am drenched in sweat (that doesn't dry, mind you) and I think I can confidently say, I'd kill for some breeze. Or some fresh water. My water bottle is near empty so I'm having to take sips. Still, I'm not too worried. I can see a few shops in my view. I guess I'll leave a note for the staff. And some money. All the coins I have perhaps.

Or do I just take it and leave a note.

Or just take it.

I think morality will be the next hurdle I have to overcome. It does hurt to think of at the moment. I really just need something to cool off with first. Then see whether I'm ballsy enough to commit a crime.

 

——————————

Day 114

——————————

I'm not.

That would be destroying someone's livelihood.

So, I left a note.

 

Not that it’s any better.

 

——————————

Day 115

——————————

I'm on south beach.

The sea is still.

I can guarantee you that this will be one of the most unnatural things you see. Or won't see. I don't know. I've come to the conclusion that whatever it is that is keeping me captive in this time-hell is a danger meant for everyone. But because I've been so lucky avoiding danger, I get the unlucky straw of living through this.

I have been theorising on what the danger could be.

"What great horror will plague humanity?"

Couldn't be nuclear war.

Could it?

There's no way I can stop a nuke. Especially if it’s already in the air. It would be pretty jarring if I see it just hanging in the air about to drop. That would be rad. At least, I know there's a way out.

It could be a plague, but I worry to think on how to solve that too. I could study a myriad of science and biology books but unless I know what the plague is, it would be a waste of my effort. I’d have to find resources, chemicals, lab equipment and a working sample of the plague to analyse.

And that just sounds far above my paygrade.

All in all. I’m empty on reasons at the moment.

 

——————————

Day 120

——————————

I've spent the last couple days getting supplies for the journey. And as a result, I have left a string of notes in my wake, putting my name down, as well as my phone number. I must admit, it would be extremely disconcerting to receive a phone call now.

I've noted the names of the outlets I've taking stuff from in the journal. I figure, when it is all over, I can do another journey to say thanks, assuming I outlive this nonsense. The list is at the back of the journal, for you know…

I mean, if you're reading this, then I'm probably dead. If I am, please let them know I'm grateful. Please.

 

---

 

I've also found a boat. A speedboat.

It wasn't until I got on it that it occurred to me, I don't know how to ride one.

Funny, right?

An amateur like me, on the open seas.  	

Look at me. I'm the captain now.

Ha…

 

---

 

I found a manual for the speedboat, so I've decided to do a bit of reading on it. It's not like I'm in a rush. And I'm not particularly wasting time. I've prepared a small dinner for myself, cereal, bread and yoghurt, to have while reading. I’ve got some baked beans and a bottle of wine (that I had to break just to get the content out) on the side.

Talk about fine dining.

 

——————————

Day 124

——————————

I think I've learnt more about boats than I've cared before in my life. The manual had a lot of terms I didn't understand so I took a trip to the library yesterday to get some books to help.

I'm on my way Nerd-ville, or whatever it's called. Maybe nautical-ville.

Population? 1.

In any case, back to reading. I wouldn't want to waffle on to an imaginary reader while there's work to be done and things to be studied.

 

——————————

Day 126

——————————

So... after the amount of reading I've done; I won't be able to take the speedboat. I made an error in calculation. I forgot one of the new rules of my current status.

For the speedboat to be useful, the engine and rotor will have to be autonomous of my action. No matter how much I try to start the engine, the moment I become separate from the action, everything freezes in place. So, the rotor, or whatever, might spin when I turn the ignition but as soon as my hand goes off the key, the gears and wheels and cogs stop in place, and the spin stops.

So, in case it wasn’t clear enough already, all my effort has been so fucking useless.

At least, I can say I've learnt a new skill. I doubt I'll ever even get to use it. I mean, why would I? It’s not like there’s going to be another chance to sail across the sea. Can’t even jump into the sea and drown if I wanted to. I’m just stuck. Just… stuck.

 

I'm tired.

 

——————————

Day 130

——————————

The last few days were dark.

Had to leave a whole set of notes to the owner of the speedboat because that vehicle is not going to be of use anymore. I was struggling to see past my failures and honestly, I was drained. And I lashed out. Broke everything, screamed, shouted and cried till I couldn’t anymore.

I am drained.

But I think I'm peppier today, at the very least. I'm ready to take the time frozen world by the horns and ride it to hell. No return journey, I’m afraid.

Some harmful optimism co-signed by some weed.

(I’m sorry, Gregory Damasen. You weren’t using it and I needed it. So… I’ll buy you some if time ever restarts. I'm sincerely sorry. I've added your name to the list of people I plan to pay back so, yeah… See you. Eventually)

In any case, new day, new energy.

That's the goal of the day.

‘New energy.’

 

——————————

Day 131

——————————

I've decided to change my location.

I came to Miami for the scenery and the chance of a speedboat. Or maybe a yacht. Figured, if there was anywhere, I could find a good ride, it would be in the place that likes to show it off, you know.

Nonetheless, I've downsized my supplies a bit more so that I can return back to being more mobile but yeah, back on the move again. At this point, it feels like I'm on a pilgrimage. I don't particularly have any destination in mind, but I figure I can go up north. See somewhere new. I've never really travelled in real life so I might as well, right? Make a self-reflecting journey out of it, or something like that shit.

To find the promised land!!!

Or a place to spend the night... That's good too.

That would probably be best.

 

——————————

Day 138

——————————

Oh Georgia.

Beautiful Georgia.

Did you know it takes about 4 days of consistent walking from Miami to Georgia? Crazy, right? Resident fucking google maps over here.

I say this from a little tent in the forest. I walked into the state sometime yesterday. Not sure when, Not sure it's that important. I mean, fuck it, the sun is shining... Still fucking shining... For what? 130+ days ongoing. I'm shocked I've got a semblance of sanity left. And even I question that.

Honestly, I just want an out. I just want an out.

I want fresh air.

I want motion. I want the night sky. I want…

I want to speak to my parents. I want to hear a voice, or a sound or something. Just something to remind me that I'm alive and not suffering some sort of existential purgatory. I want to go back to work. The monotony of it. I can say, with a hand across my chest, I took basic consistency in my day-to-day life for granted because this is so much worse.

I had a crush on a lady who worked in the same building as mine but in a different company. A different office. The crush developed into a full-blown affection, which in turn led to a brief relationship. Nowadays, I find myself thinking about her. She loved me. I loved her. But I didn’t treat her right. I didn’t cheat or anything silly, but I know now I wasn’t the best boyfriend.

She wanted me to be so much more and I made her seem crazy for wishing the best out of me.

I was an idiot.

I wish I could apologise to her properly. Maybe, right some of the wrongs I committed in that relationship. A part of me wishes we were still together. Maybe we would be married now, or probably on our way to it.

I’m sorry, Pam. I’m sorry.

I'm just... I'm just going to stop writing now.

See you sometime.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Time."

 

——————————

Day 150

——————————

I’m finally and fully hallucinating. I wasn’t sure before but there’s no other explanation for it.

I’m in the Hilton hotel, somewhere in North Carolina. It’s a temp stay but I’ve been enjoying the luxury suite a lot more than usual. Just another thing I’ve borrowed from others really. Anyway, one of the other things I’ve ‘borrowed’ in the last couple days or weeks, or whatever, is a pair of binoculars.

It’s for looking around really, though there’s nothing to look at.

Anyway, in the process of using it from the balcony of my room, I’ve seen movement on the road, in the distance. I’ve checked and double-checked. There is someone moving down on the road, and I’m torn as to whether or not I should go see for myself if it is real.

I guess... I’m scared.

It’s been five months (I think) since Time froze. Five months since everyone has been stuck in mid-movement. I am nervously excited to meet someone else, someone I can talk to... Someone’s whose voice I can hear.

But I can’t help but admit that I’m worried. Is there someone down there really? Are they going to be violent? I know I had a few dark times in the last few weeks. But it’s been a journey of self for me. I don’t know how it would be for them. What if they are going through theirs? What if... what if they are armed? I mean, will weapons work? I’ve never had any or thought to try any. Worse yet, what if they aren’t human.

I... I don’t have anything for safety. Might have to borrow a knife from the hotel kitchen.

Honestly, this is what I’ve wanted since this began but now, I’m genuinely terrified.

What if, like me, they are questioning their sanity?

What if they’ve just lost it?

I should know... I got close.

If I don’t write tomorrow... well... hopefully time has restarted, and someone can tell my tale.

 

——————————

Day 151

——————————

I am alive. And that’s the boring part of the day.

There’s definitely someone else around. They keep fleeting through the crowd and I keep running to catch up. At least, they are human from the little I can make out.

I’ll share more soon as soon as I’m done playing this game with our mysterious stranger.

 

——————————

Day 152

——————————

Hi…

I’m not the owner of this journal.

I shot the owner.

He’s not dead, I promise. He’s alive and well, but passed out from the blood loss, so I’ve tried to take care of him as best as I can, but I’m not a doctor. I’m not even a nurse. I.. I was freaked out, okay? I have not seen a human for... I don’t know... days and months on end. I was…

I am... losing it.

And there he was, waving his hands at me, like a mad man with a stupid smile on his face. I panicked.

And I shot him.

The bullet passed through his shoulder, so I’m grateful I didn’t have to remove the bullet. That’s what they do in movies, isn’t it?

You, uh... dab the wound with some alcohol, tear into it with a knife and fish around for a bullet. I think I might have killed him if I had to do that.

My name is Anna.

Anna McKinnoy.

I’m married. I have three kids, Mary, Jacob and Darren. I’m a stockbroker. Well, I mean... I used to be. I forgot to add my husband’s name, but his name is Trevor. I live in Elkridge.

I lived…

So, after I shot him, and cried... and tried to save his life... I managed to stabilize him, somehow. but I found his journal and I read it. I cried some more. Because for the first time since this whole shit began, I feel sane. I feel just about okay. I never knew loneliness could be so heavy. I miss my life, my husband, his kisses, his warmth, my sweet kids. I miss them, I miss them so much that I can’t cope.

I can’t... I couldn’t sustain living in the same house as them and not be able to see them do stuff.

So erm... I read his journal, his journey. His note on his dark days. His hope to explore the world. I read about the notes he’s left about in all the shops as an apology for the things he’s taken from them.

I didn’t leave any. I just took and ran. Never looked back. Couldn’t look back. I wasn’t in the right mind at the time and it didn’t make sense for me to leave notes. I was stealing. Notes don’t make it okay. At least, that was my reasoning, you know...

I guess I’m a bad person.

Erm... I got to know his name. He had it on his driver’s license in his wallet. I... I want to mention it, but I feel it would be best if he wrote it himself. I’m already encroaching on his personal space as it is. But I feel like I needed this. I needed to write. To let out some frustration and something on the page. Something to remember me by should something happen to me.

He’s lying on the ground across from me.

His breathing is shallow, and I hope it’s not a sign of bad things to come.

I have some books in front of me about treating wounds. Most of what it says makes no sense but I’m still going through it. I don’t think my mental health will hold up if I’ve killed the only other person awake in all of this.

 

——————————

Day 158

——————————

Hey... original owner back.

I didn’t think I’d be writing to you guys again, if I’m being honest.

But I guess I’m lucky.

For a moment there, I thought she was the danger that Time was trying to warn me about when I felt the pain from the bullet. And as unconsciousness took me, I found myself wishing she was.

But... delirium is a crazy thing.

I mean, lol, Time can’t have a sense of humour such as to freeze to prevent me getting shot by a woman from halfway across the country. The idea won’t even make for a good fanfiction and I promise you, I’ve read my fair share.

In any case, I’m alive. I’m tired.

My right shoulder hurts to move too much, so I’m having to write slowly.

Firstly, I apologise for not putting my name down.

I didn’t think it was important, but I guess I would have gotten there eventually. On a level, maybe the idea of time unfreezing was the driving force behind it. Sorta like, how it wouldn’t make sense to write a name down on a book that is your private thing.

But, to face the elephant in the room... if I end up dying before Time sorts itself out, then this would be a nice way to identify myself before they have to cut into my dead body and use DNA splicing or whatever.

My name is Zane Smith.

‘Zane’ being the eccentric nature of my Nan. ‘Smith’ being the most generic last name to ever grace the earth.

Zane Smith.

You know... growing up, I used to love my name because I thought it made me special. Like a hero. But not just any ‘hero’, more anime than comic books. In the same vein as Vash, the Stampede or Vegeta. You know, the first name that stands out in a way that could only mean they are protagonist in some grand epic story.

But I’m just Zane.

I used to work tech-support in a start-up. The company itself, Arctrade, sold itself on creating enterprise solutions for financial institutions. What we did really was co-opt a third-party software to make it work for the institutions after a few modifications of ours. And then we support the new product. As it was a start-up, the team was relatively small, like say… a workforce of about fifty people. So, I was given the support position.

So maybe, Zane, the Tech-Support.

Imagined that with an anime theme and flashing epileptic lights.

At this point, I guess all I need to maybe make my situation better would be some epic colourful hair and an animal sidekick.

Anna wants to hand me a few drugs to take, as well as change the bandage on my shoulder.

It is nice to have someone else around though we haven’t spoken much. She knows enough about me as I do about her but it’s weird to talk. After all that time being alone, I guess... finding someone else in the frozen wilderness puts your guard up.

In any case... she shot me. And then, she saved my life.

So, I’m grateful.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 159

——————————

I haven’t slept much.

I’ve tried and Anna was quick on the uptake with the covering of windows and light sources with duvets and what not. She’s breathing so softly at the moment. It’s a peaceful sight. And sound. Honestly, it still trips me up to remember that I’m not alone.

Every few minutes, I’d start thinking about where I’m heading to next, or my supplies or this or that and then the silence is broken by a sound from her and I jerk in response before relaxing at the sight of her. It’s crazy but it feels crazy amazing to not be by myself anymore. The only thing that can top the feeling is if we see more people.

In any case, my shoulders hurt a lot at the moment, making it difficult to move or re-adjust myself but it’s not what is keeping me up, to be honest. I’m still awake because I’ve been trying to reconcile the pain I’m feeling with what happened.

Anna shot me.

As in, she held a gun, she pulled the trigger, the gun fired.

The bullet left the gun, propelled by the force of gunpowder and magic bullet shit.

I should probably note I know zilch about how a gun works. I’ve seen my dad use one, I’ve held one but the idea of shooting and everything to do with it makes no sense to me, and after the wound in me, I’m not so certain I’m juiced up about learning.

 

Still.

 

Something moved, independent of her actions, of my actions. It moved on its own, entered me and clattered to the ground somewhere on the street.

You have to understand, nothing moves of independent action, at least not in this frozen world but yet... this did. This did.

Ignoring the injury, I’m actually curious as to why and how, and if I can replicate it.

It would be so ideal if I can.

 

---

 

The last couple... I don’t know... hours have been interesting to say the least.

When Anna woke up, I explained what I’ve been thinking about and what kept me up. I have to say she’s a calm listener but then again, she seemed less unhinged than she had been when I first saw her.

She told me about her experiences and it seems we were largely living the same life till we met, though she seemed hesitant and distant in the re-telling. I guess it had gotten particularly hard for her like it did for me. Perhaps she was going through her dark times like I had gone through in Miami.

Anyway, she expressed her surprise at the occurrences too, but admitted her mind was all over the place when she saw me. And it didn’t help that she hadn’t slept properly.

So, we decided to try some tests.

Though that took us a few minutes to decide how to go about it before the simplicity of it hit me.

“Motion.”

While she was sitting across from me, thinking about what she could do, I tossed the pen I’m using to write at her. And we watched it, slowly as it flew through the air and landed in her open palm. We didn’t say anything for a few seconds because, frankly, there isn’t much we had to say.

I threw the journal at her and she threw the pen back.

Both objects moved.

I threw the cloth next to me, the one she had used to wipe away the blood and clean my wound. She caught it and threw it back. There was a smile on our faces after that (which turned to laughter) and I don’t even know why really but I guess it felt good to have something actually happen.

After a while of throwing objects about, I began to write down what we had established so far.

 

————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

If I throw something into the air || It freezes

————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

If I throw something to her || It moves

————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

If I throw something in her direction but not to her || It freezes

————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

If I use an object without her input|| A tad iffy really

————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

 

I’m not quite sure yet about what else I can test but I’m thinking about it. All in all, we’re pretty stoked. It, at the very least means that Time is giving us some allowances. And I plan to find out everything I can do with it.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 160

——————————

Hello.

It’s Anna here.

Zane said that seeing as it’s not just him alone anymore that we should take turns leaving notes in his journal. I wasn’t going to but he talked me down and it’s not like our day is filled with much action.

First things first, I brought a ruler with me, so I’m going to try and make some sense of the weird looking table he tried to draw yesterday. Plus, he’s not the only person now, so changing the tenses to neutral. I think it will make for a better reading.

I titled it as the Time-Stop Rules.

Feels a bit grand, doesn’t it?

 

 ————————————————————————————————————————————

| Conditions                    

| Effects   

 ————————————————————————————————————————————

|- If an object is thrown into the air 

|or manual action is removed from it   

|- Freezes in place                 

| ———————————————————————————————————————————

|- If an object is thrown to another   

|- Moves

| ———————————————————————————————————————————

|- If an object is thrown in the direction    

|of someone else, but not at them                               

|- Freezes in place                  

| ———————————————————————————————————————————

|- If an object that doesn’t require manual 

|action is activated with another                               

|- Works                   

  ———————————————————————————————————————————

 

The last rule is probably the best one for us.

Microwaves fucking work. Though the method of activation is weird. Like... we actually both have to be touching the device at the same time for it to work. I haven’t had anything warm in a… I mean, since the whole time stuff began.

But, even then, it seems to only be for small appliances. Fridges and ovens and anything bigger than the standard microwave won’t budge.

Small progress, but an important one.

At the least, we can eat hot food.

Zane has suggested that we move tomorrow but I don’t want to. We’ve got a hotel here, and the beds are comfy. The idea of sleeping on the road is not something I think I ever want to do again.

Still…

I don’t want to be alone.

 

- Anna

 

——————————

Day 165

——————————

Anna is in a bad mood and I have no one else to blame but myself.

The walk to Virginia wasn’t particularly pleasant, not with her wanting to stay and me wanting a change of scenery. Plus, I think I have an irrational fear of going to the shops to take a new item and time restarting at that very moment. I keep playing the imagination of cops running to come and get me and arrest me and throw me in jail.

And then all my crimes and all the hotels I stayed at will hit me in the face with the full might of the law. I wanted to leave her in the first hotel we saw. Not like leave... but like, “wait for me and I’ll be back” kinda leave. That didn’t go down well with her either.

The idea of having to be on her own for even a short while was not something she wanted to entertain anymore. So, we spent the day gathering some supplies for the hotel and for ourselves. I moved the microwave from the kitchen to the suite we had chosen for our stay.

While we were eating some soup, she did ask why I have been heading north and I told her the truth:

“I don’t know.”

That made her regard me with a look that I’m uncomfortable with. The kind of look you give someone who you don’t trust.

We didn’t talk much after that and she retired to our makeshift bed since.

 

…

 

I looked up to the sky today, when we were taking a break, and I felt an ache. It’s been so long since I’ve seen the dark blue hue of the night sky. And the stars in the sky. And the airplanes at night. Or the streetlights. The traffic lights. Everything.

I miss the night.

I miss the night a lot.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 170

——————————

I’m not too sure where I’m going anymore. I mean, not to say I knew before, but I guess, on a level, it’s just habit at this point.

 

“Stay in a place, scavenge, enjoy the sights, move to the next place”

 

Before Anna, I had taken some solace in it. With her, it is beginning to feel like I’m aimless... Which I am, but you know how the mind works. Feels like I’m disappointing her and her expectations because I don’t seem to have a goal.

The marvel of the time-stop rules, as we are calling it, wore off when it only made us eat better. We tested other applications but found most of them far too weird to uphold. And if it wasn’t weird, it just rubbed us the wrong way, you know?

An example would be, something like a showerhead. Yeah, a showerhead. If we hold it together, water gushes out like it’s been dying to flow. And I do mean gush out. Craziest thing is, we don’t even have to turn the nozzle on for it to work. It just does. Till it hits the floor and it’s back to being frozen in time. It makes no fucking sense. But if we wanted to, we could shower. Or at least, I suggested as much. Innocently.

Anna had given me a cold look then and went on to rant about how men like me are dangerous. About how she loves her husband and her kids and her family. About how she’s not that kind of woman. I mean, she’s pretty but I don’t even know her enough to be attracted to her yet. The possibility is on the horizon

Might as well cross that out now. It’s not going to happen. But yeah, the time-weirdo thing... it’s there. Fridges work, well mini fridges really, if we’re touching it but as you can guess, highly impractical. That said, like about 3 days ago, we were thirsting for something chilled, so we got some bottles of soda from a convenient store and put it in a fridge.

We sat next to it, our hands resting on it and just talked. And laughed. And joked. And soon enough, we were guzzling down a cold drink.

With everything else in the air? That was a win for the books.

This was before the trip and the shower-head situation. We’ve been on a conversation shut down since.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 171

——————————

I’m not sure I want to write anything at the moment.

There’s only so much scribbling away one can do before it tears through the paper and ruins the book. I can see what he tried to scribble out.

So, I’m going to make it clear.

 

NOT. HAPPENING.

 

- Anna

 

——————————

Day 172

——————————

In hindsight I should have torn the page out.

Anna is pissed and she’s decided her last destination would be Washington DC…

Which we’re in.

So, I guess this is my last stop. Unless I choose to leave her, which is not going to happen. I’m not going back to loneliness.

She’s not talking to me though, so I guess I’m not far off from the state.

We’ve chosen one of the theatres around.

It’s called the... Andrew Wello- 

The Andy-Well

The Andrew W. Melon(?) auditorium or something of the sort. I wasn’t comfortable with it but it was where she decided to stay. She chose to camp between the chairs and away from me, as I chose the stage. Figured if I sleep there and if time resumes, at least I can be found faster. The theatre is not in use at the moment, so I’m pleased. It’s dark.

The comfortable dark.

The kind of dark that isn’t reliant on duvets and multiple blankets just too dull the intense gaze of the sun.

The darkness was good.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 175

——————————

The last couple days have been empty.

I’ve maintained minimal contact with Zane, except to pass the journal around. I’m still offended by the insinuation but I can’t stay mad forever. The silence is creepy enough as is. I have been thinking a lot about why time has stopped for us.

I have been thinking about what could have caused it.

I don’t have too much of a guess but I can gamble on the chance of a nuke being deployed by Russia or North Korea or one of those despicable countries. They all fucking suck anyway.

I know there is hate hidden underneath my words but I mean it. They are always trying to start a war anyway, this could just be the prelude to one. We’d probably lose it too.

But if I think about it too deeply, the logic behind it falls apart.

If a nuclear armament is to fall, then the world is screwed thrice over. At least, that’s what the blogs and forum posts say about these things. Plus, we’d know but we won’t be able to stop it. So, we’d just hang in limbo. Till we die from natural causes or we kill ourselves.

Zane is sleeping at the moment.

His snoring is quiet but in the silence of the hall, it’s the only thing keeping me calm.

It’s far too dark in here.

But it’s comfortable dark.

And this darkness was good.

 

- Anna

 

——————————

Day 180

——————————

We’ve been stockpiling on food to reduce the rate at which we have to go out. It’s not like there’s any reason to.

Anna’s been handling the food. We spoke about that (when she wasn’t actively avoiding me) and I told her to take it easy. I’m not sure she agreed because I’m sitting around bags of pasta and bolognese sauce. I honestly believe she’s even gone to get more.

I feel like I should say something but whatever.

It’s not like she’s listening to me at the moment.

I, on the other hand, have been stocking up on books. I figure I use the time to study the programming languages I’ve been meaning to learn for months. It’s not like I’m in a rush to go anywhere.

I also got some novels, including “Y: The Last Man” comic book and the sci-fi one from the Asimov guy. This would be the best time to read those. Maybe I can find some inspiration in it. Some of the other books were mundane but I added them, nonetheless. Figured it wouldn’t hurt.

But yeah, I’m going to be knowledge hunting for as…

Anna’s screaming. I’ll be back…

 

——————————

Day 181

——————————

Sup’ mysterious future readers.

Andre “the main man” Jones here.

Found this little diary in the hands of a certain prisoner of ours at the moment, and I read through it. I mean, I won’t have but from the way he acted about it, I just knew I had to. There was no way.

And fuck me, what a ride the read was!

Like, I damn near thought I was watching a movie, you know. How this motherfucker, Zane, spoke about his hallucinations and shit, his journey across the country, the Anna broad, everything. Intriguing as hell shit.

So much so, that, like... I sympathize with this brother. I seriously do.

If it was up to me, I’d let him go. Rub his head, give him some food and send him on his merry way. Woulda kept the broad. I mean, I know she’s married and all, but it’s been forever since I felt a live woman, you know. One that can moan back. One that can fight back.

I like me a little feisty bitch.

But like I said, It ain’t up to me.

Even in this frozen as shit world, the strong still dominates the weak.

But fuck it.

Now listen, I’m not saying I’m weak. I’m just choosing to serve my time under his rule, you know. No one really wants to have to fight against the Jaegermeister. At least, that’s the only name he goes by. Lil Timmy said the last non-stiff to say his actual name got his head torn off by the Jaeger.

And shit, if you know how big this fucker is, you would probably be like me, and bow your head. He says that the time-stop, as these guys call it, is a work of God. He calls it “amagedon”, or whatever the shit.

Apparently, we’re the chosen ones to inherit the land because we’re the only ones not frozen in time, especially as it’s been a long while.

Granny would have thought the same, holding her cross in her hands and banishing anything she thought was a demon. Fuck, she’d banish me too if she could, except the old lady’s on a wheelchair and I’m the only one looking after her.

Well, I was... But she’s been frozen, and I don’t know.

Maybe she won’t miss me when she stops being one of the stiffs.

I don’t know if I believe him, but shit.

Jaeger might be right.

 

- Andre

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Camp?"

 

——————————

Day 184

——————————

So, like, I read it... but I haven't really had time to address it…

The time-stop thing is fucked, yo...

Like, I see the little graph / table the broad drew in the book. She's good. But it's weirder than that. Mad weird.

See, Jaeger managed to get a couple guys together, right? About 40-45 of us in all. A lotta guys, a couple girls for ‘purposes’. And apart from when we are away from the main group, it's like Time never stopped for us. We be partying and shit, drinking and shit. Like, our own land away from society and all.

It's like, the more we are, the more relaxed the stiff effect is, you know.

Crazy shit.

It's like... so messed up...

Like...

 

- Andre

 

---

 

Continuing on, It's Zane here.

 

Andre passed over the journal to me so I can try and make sense of the diatribe he's trying to get out of his mind.

I'm not sure why I'm even bothering to write.

I doubt I see the end of the week.

My muscles ache terribly and my swollen left eye and mouth is not any better. Talking is a painful chore, but I have to when they ask questions. They don't like it when we don't answer. The bruise on my chest is a good reminder for that.

What Andre is trying to explain is that, just like how the microwave worked for us, it would appear the bigger the group, the more time seems to undo the effects it has cast on us and the objects around us.

A few days ago, Anna and I had struggled with a few things, save the microwave and that one fridge incident.

Now?

We're in a van.

Yeah, you read that right.

A van. White nondescript van with the that peado-kidnapper vibe that you can just feel when you look at it.

There are currently 8 non-frozen people in the van, counting Anna and me. Three guys are in front, Andre is at the back as well two other guys who don't seem interested in anything except returning back to their home, wherever that might be.

They had tried getting funny with Anna, and I tried to fight them but... well... I can't fight. It took a couple punches to put me down. A couple more mixed with some kicks to persuade me to remain down. Expected to die but they hauled my semi-unconscious form into the van with her. Now, Anna is quiet and I don't blame her.

Every few seconds, the van jolts and a sound of something... or most likely the body of someone hitting the sides or the roof of the van is heard. They ‘whoop’ sometimes when it happens. It’s so casual at this point that I can’t help but feel like it’s a pastime for these folks.

These guys are just driving with no care in the world, knocking over anyone or anything because they believe, somehow, that they are part of the chosen ones. I'm in a van full of crazy people with nothing to defend myself with. Not that the first time was even in the least bit successful.

There's a look in Anna's eyes that I haven't seen before.

I don't think I've known her enough to comment on it yet but she has the look of someone who has resigned to her fate.

The look of someone who's tired.

 

- Zane

 

---

 

I'm going take over from here

This book is now mine.

I'ma be the ones doing the writings, as I don't think lover boy here is going to survive long enough once Jaeger is done with him. I might give it to the broad every now and then when she's spent.

Give her a few minutes to gather her thoughts before she gets put to work again.

Jaeger says everyone has to know and earn their places in the new world.

I'm going to help her with hers.

 

- Andre

 

——————————

Day 185

——————————

Today's a slow day. We stopped for a few minutes to clean the blood off the van and to have some stuff to eat. Trejo says we've got a few more hours till we get back to camp. I don't particularly mind. Ain’t like I’m in a rush to give my freedom back to the big boss.

You know, I have to say this shit has been unreal.

I don't think I've written as much as I have so far. Mrs 'Booby' Peckinsy would be shocked. To be truthful though, she always looked shocked when she ran around the classroom chasing me and telling me to sit down. Never did listen. I mean, how could I when her knockers wouldn't stop bouncing around when she ran?

Lool. Fucking A', that was. I wonder if she’s frozen like the rest of the stiffs. Might be old but it’s worth paying a visit sometime.

 

Anyway...

 

We're almost there.

Almost home.

Can't wait.

 

- Andre

 

——————————

Day 187

——————————

‘Sup future peoples!

Main man here…

I ‘pologise for not writing anything earlier, just been trying to catch up with the homies at camp.

 

I’m home.

 

Well, home being the camp cos real home is miles away and I ain’t going back there. Bless my Granny, But the new world is not kind to anyone, so I don't have to be kind to anyone...

Or that's how I think about it.

 

Anyway...

 

Jaeger has been locked up in his 'chambers' as the rest of the guys call it.

They said he went in with a few women to do some prayers and concession for the chosen ones. We know what he's doing though. The moans are never as quiet as people think they are but we don't care.

I mean, if we get to have 'concessions' with the ladies too, then who are we to judge, you get my meaning?

So, booty goes a long way.

When Jaeger comes out, we'll be presenting Zane and the broad to him. He's probably given Mr lover-boy Zane the same choices he gave most of us.

Which is no choice really.

I don't think we need him though.

Half the guys are in the fields, doing some farm stuff. The other half are drinking in the bar. I think I know where I'm going to be.

 

- Andre

 

——————————

Day 188

——————————

Jaeger was pissed at us.

He wasn't pleased that we had put our hands on Zane. Said something about "that's not how we treat our chosen." That we needed to preach the good word to them

That they were chosen.

He kept speaking until he laid his eyes on Anna. Then he smiled, the kind of smile I've seen on his face before.

Shiieet.

Look at me all trying to be 'elokuent'.

English major, up in this bitch.

Still... it seems the Anna broad knows Jaeger or he knows her but either way, her face goes all white like she's been dreading seeing him again. Zane looked confused as fuck but I think he was seeing what I was seeing.

He told Trejo and Martin to take Zane to the medics, to patch him up and then put him to work as he is now a chosen.

I disagreed at that.

I told Jaeger that Zane had been with Anna and that they might be fucking each other.

Probably shouldn't have said anything.

I fucking hate when he stands in front of me and puts his hand on my shoulder. It's the scariest shit.

Now, don't get me wrong... I'm not saying I'm scared of Jaeger, mind you...

I'm just not comfortable with being touched, alright?

That's just it.

But this Jaeger guy... he's big. He's so fucking big.

It's like looking up to a giant, I swear.

He patted me on the shoulder once and told me thanks for telling him the message. His eyes weren’t on me though. They were still on Anna and me talking seemed to make her more scared. I don't know why but it looks like some history is there.

I was going to ask Jaeger for her, as my spoil of the shit we brought back.

I don't think he would have agreed though so I let it go...

I can always ask tomorrow.

 

- Andre

 

——————————

Day 190

——————————

The broad hasn't been let out of Jaeger's room since he got her all up in there. To be honest, I don't think anyone has seen him since he took her back to his chambers. I guess she is his now and that fucking sucks.

All the broads in the camp, he's basically claimed them as his.

Until they get stiff or they get broken in their minds, then he gives them to us.

I'm talking about a camp of 40 other men. That's just bullshit, right?

I'm watching over lover boy at the moment. He's been trying to sleep but I'm not letting him. Every couple seconds, I move the curtains covering the windows in the sleeping quarters just to let the sun shine over his face. Just for a little bit.

And he’d startle and glare at me.

It's the only way I can calm myself down.

I think I should have had my way with the broad when we got her in the hall.

Just for a few moments.

 

- Andre

 

——————————

Day 191

——————————

Jaeger came out today.

He says we're going to have to pack up camp and start moving soon.

I don't want to go.

After the time we've spent riding around, looking for more chosen fucks for him, been meaning to stay put in one place.

This fucking sucks.

 

- Andre

 

——————————

Day 192

——————————

Jaeger has been locked up in his room again.

I'm gonna stop writing.

This diary shit is gay as fuck.

It was fun the first couple days but the guys are beginning to whisper and I can't let them take me for some pussy.

Real men don't keep diaries.

Will probably give it back to lover boy once he leaves the medic bay.

 

- Andre

 

——————————

Day 194

——————————

I don't know where to begin. The swellings are still there. It's still hard to talk a bit. But whatever...

At least, I got the journal back.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 195

——————————

Part of me wishes that I had kept moving, even if it meant moving on my own.

That maybe if I hadn’t stifled the misguided, unknown instinct of continuing the journey, we won't be in a camp filled with crazies who believe that we're in some sort of b-movie apocalypse.

A couple of guys are in the fields, farming. Others at the bar. A smattering of blank faced women walking around… or trying to walk. They have the same face as Anna did in the van. Resignation.

The farming doesn’t even make sense. There’s no ebb and flow to the plants growing. It’s just unrelenting sun and some moisture and manure. Plants don’t grow in that kind of environment.

The Jaeger guy though...

I can see why they'd follow him. He's intimidating on size alone.

I guess my biggest issue is trying to figure out if Anna knew him or not.

And based on everything so far, I think she did.

Heck, I think she was running away from him. It's the only way it would make sense to me. I mean, before she showed up, I'd been on my own long enough to be comfortable, I think. Long enough, at least to understand certain things about the time stop.

Long enough to not have a gun in the situation.

I mean, it wasn't like a bullet will suddenly travel out the gun. And yet, there she was, with a handgun, shooting.

Maybe she knew it was going to hit me.

Maybe she thought I was part of Jaeger's crew.

It's all doing my head in and I'm not sure what to do.

 

Still...

 

Apparently, I'm one of the chosen now, so I have to work in the fields in the morning and then guard duty in the evenings. Not sure what we are guarding against exactly, but maybe Jaeger has enemies.

I don't care.

I just want out of here.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 199

——————————

The days are long.

That's an odd thing to say, isn't it?

"The days are long..."

Like of course they fucking are.

It's not like the sun has set to even give us some semblance of reality but no, just hangs in the sky like a goddamn CCTV camera with an infinite battery.

 

…

 

I…

Let me start again.

The working moments are long and arduous. All the workers get a few hours to sleep after which we are forced into the fields to till the ground and plant crops. Some deal with the animals, others are put down for the heavier work of forestry. This 'Jaeger' guy has made it very clear that he wanted to start anew as per the 'apocalypse'.

Deep down...

I feel like everything would be better if I come to accept or rather, resign myself to that line of thinking. Maybe, I'd be less hung up about the way they treat the women or the elderly in general.

Worse yet is the treatment of the stiffs, as they call them.

I've seen Andre and some of the other guys, especially the high ranking ones use them for target practice.

The very idea frightens me so much.

I just can't imagine being frozen in time to wake up with a bullet in me, or my legs and arms broken, or worse yet, not wake up at all.

To think that someone else, some random soul would casually take your life without you even being in the slightest bit aware.

These are the guys I now live around.

 

…

 

I haven't seen Anna since we got here and from the way Andre acts, and from the nightly beat-downs he and his friends have dished out to us workers, I don't think she's been out of Jaeger's room. And when I say “nightly” I’m not talking about sunset. I’m talking about around the time they figured night would be. Because… why not, you know?

In any case, guess when she was talking about her husband, she was talking about someone else.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 200

——————————

I'm not sure if I've mentioned it but Jaeger is massive.

I'm tempted to classify him as unnaturally massive but I'm still unsure on whether or not he deserves the claim. Regardless, he's a towering muscled brute with a sharp mind and strangely enough, a heck of a charismatic air around him.

I mean, it's not really surprising seeing as he could easily weave a tale to get followers to his cult.

Either way, he came down from his room today to 'mingle' with the followers as some of the other workers called it. I know I say 'worker' a lot, but we're more along the lines of indentured slaves.

We do our work diligently until Jaeger or one of his disciples deem us loyal enough to stop doing the work.

And yes, our dear Prophet Jaeger has disciples.

I did derive some pleasure in knowing that Andre wasn't one of them, though it was for a petty reason.

Seeing him frustrated is still and will forever be something I cherish, ignoring the punches and the beatings, I mean.

Still though…

 

- Zane

 

---

 

Anna here…

 

Zane is still close by sitting across from me.

It would appear I interrupted his writing session so his story is a bit broken. I hope you can forgive me.

He asked me what and why and it felt kinda hard to say to him to his face so I figured I can write it down and explain why everything has come to be what it currently is. Who Jaeger is and I guess, why this whole story means what it means to me.

Yes, my name is Anna McKinnoy.

I am married to Trevor McKinnoy, a writer, and I do have three kids.

My journey with the time-stop is different.

While I did have bouts of loneliness, it wasn't as bad at first. It was oppressive, somewhat, and worrying but it was largely alright, living in the house with my family being stationary.

It wasn't until I went to the market to retrieve some supplies for myself that things went sideways.

I met a group of women who were experiencing the same thing as me and they offered me some supplies and companionship if I could follow them to a place.

In retrospect, I wasn't really expecting it to be a trap. I just thought it was a community of women pulling together to survive and keep sane.

Turns out, they were just part of Jaeger's first set of followers.

This was back when he was still somewhat reserved. I hadn't suspected anything out of the ordinary, except his height and how large he looked. He was kind and gentle and somewhat flirty but I rebuffed his advances after some teasing and returned home to my family.

I thought life would be less weird.

I thought I'd visit every couple, I don't know, days to catch up with them.

I didn't think I would be followed home.

I…

 

- Anna

 

---

 

I've got the journal back. She rushed off after Jaeger looked my way and called her name.

From the bit I've read, I can hazard a few guesses as to what Jaeger did and from the look he gave me, I'm not too certain he's fond of her talking to me.

That's scary in itself, if I'm being honest.

There was hate in his eyes.

It's sounds so fucking cliché when I say it but I promise you I could feel hate.

Which is worrying because he was the one who 'gave' her the leeway to come downstairs to socialise with the rest of the camp and the other women.

Not that I was looking for attention before, but I think I'm going to work on being away from Jaeger at all possible times.

Might be wise to also find a place to hide the journal.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 201

——————————

I noticed Trejo and this other guy, a disciple called Jason, walking into Jaeger's room today.

Not particularly suspicious but it looks like Jaeger had some 'fun' with a stiff like I hear he does every now and then.

That said, I have to say, I managed to catch a glimpse of Anna before the door closed shut and she looked visibly distraught.

Also, also…

I didn't think Jaeger was that depraved to be playing around with teenage stiffs.

He seemed like the more rational madman in this cultish camp. It's whatever at this point. I wish I had something to read though. Maybe learn a new skill while my life just wastes here. I don't know.

There's a voice in my mind, screaming that I take action. Then, I remember Jaeger's size and the voice reduces to stubborn whine.

I'm going to try and sleep now.

I think I'm going to try and start looking for a way to escape when I awake.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 202

——————————

I've been thinking about the journal and the function of the journal in my life and in this time-stop world. It's none too pretty if I'm being honest. It's mostly just been dark thoughts and contemplation.

The main takeaway is that I'm going to strive to be more secretive with it and who I allow to read, touch or even write in it.

I figure everyone who has put a pen to it so far can retain that access, simply because it's like having a story half told, even though, to be completely frank, I'm not too certain I want Andre to get a hold of the book ever again.

 

But…

 

I've read his section over and over again and I think writing must have helped him somewhat. It's what I like to think. It helps in ignoring the acts he has apparently done and the ones I have seen personally.

He's a deviant, that much I can assure you of.

Anna gets access. Not sure when next she will even have the chance to write but I hope it does happen.

It seems like she was one of the first victims of Jaeger's cult, probably forcibly dragged into his stupid camp and carried along with them whenever moved.

This is also possibly why I don't want anyone to touch this book. If anything, she says is incriminating and serious, then the journal goes from being a normal journal and transforms into a witness statement of sorts. The kind of book that can be useful for when shit goes tits up.

That is a British insult I heard once in a show. I love it. At least, I think it’s an insult…

So yeah, the secretive plan is now underway.

Farm hours are done, so all the workers are really just milling about. Largely.

I never did mention it but they had brought Anna and I back to a farmland in Texas. Not quite sure what city I’m in but I don't particularly care that much. I'm more concerned along the lines of where I can escape to.

There are a few guys and girls here that seem trustworthy but it's going to take a while before I open to them.

Especially with an escape plan to... well... plan.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 203

——————————

Right so... escape plan.

The farmland is square shaped, but I'm not sure of the dimensions. There is one main house, which Jaeger resides in, and then a barn of sorts which has been retooled into a harem house. So, some of the wood gotten by the forest workers were used to enlarge the barn.

Next to the harem barn, is a small ramshackle bar for drinking, with outdoor seats and a canopy hanging overhead.

I have to say I'm impressed at how fast they seemed to put everything together. And in a different life, it would be pretty fucking awesome.

But they killed the residents of the house to get to this point, as well as all the girls that have been broken by the men's particularly brand of roughing up dissent. And that's even without adding Jaeger into the picture.

Most of the workers are different from the men that have fully accepted Jaeger's cult.

I initially thought they weren't different but I was wrong.

Workers are slaves. 'Disciples' are slave-masters. So, Trejo and Andre and Bart (one of the other guys that was in the van with us) and the rest of the crazies are in charge of the things we do. We fight or resist and the punishment shifts on whether or not we've got a penis dangling down under.

I'd like to think the guys get it easy.

The 'slave-masters' also act as the camp guards, so there are usually a few posted at the corners of the whole camp. They have weapons and they are usually in pairs. So, escaping out of farming hours is probably a myth at this point. There are guards around the main house so the little errant idea of taking Jaeger captive was quickly suppressed too.

It's not like I could fight the guy in any case.

A few vans leave the camp every few days, returning back with some supplies and in rarer cases, new workers to join the cult.

I reckon I can escape if I can get into one of those vans.

Unfortunately, the only people that get on the vans are the cultists.

 

No exceptions.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 205

——————————

I was talking to one of the workers today, a guy who called himself by his internet name.

'shitGenius69'

I asked as to why and immediately regretted it. And I'm not sullying this journal with that piece of information.

Anyway, while we worked our usual stupid stuff, he began talking to me about something he had seen and discussed on the internet. It's all just hear-say and rumours and discussions about science theories that largely passed over my head but I did humour him for a few moments.

Apparently, the reason why time has stopped for us 'chosen' few is because there's a meteor heading our way with the power to destroy the world. He said that once the meteor hits then the world will break apart due to the force of the impact.

I mean…

I'd watch that blockbuster movie.

Sounds much more epic than shovelling shit and planting seeds in an everlasting sun situation.

To be honest, I'm more interested in the time effect that has plagued us this long. I feel like, in another life, people will never experience this kind of time troubles.

I've dreamt of situations where everyone just lived normally and whenever they got into trouble or danger, they got hurt. And time didn't slow or stop for them. It just kept moving forward, like a constant stream.

I think about what will happen once time resumes. I think about the effects I've had on those who are still frozen. It's been nigh 7 months now for me and the rest of the guys here. It will just be a split second for the ones frozen.

It's going to be crazy.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 206

——————————

So... word is, to become one of Jaeger's guys, I'd have to express the utmost belief in everything he's either saying or doing... which as you can guess, is practically almost impossible for me. I mean, if I put in the work, I could probably make it but that would mean buying into all the scummy rules he has put in place to mistreat men and women alike simply because they are 'unbelievers'.

Mr shitGenius is thinking I should go ahead if I really want to escape.

And I do.

But the cost of that escape feels like a lot.

Feels like I'd be bargaining with my soul.

So, I can't help but feel it's too high a price.

I don't know…

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 207

——————————

The day has been practically useless.

The only real interesting thing to happen was the scream in the house, followed promptly by the sound of broken window and the body of a man hitting the floor.

I had a drink in hand and was sitting next to the workers by the bar-shack.

Before anyone could run to help the already dead dude, (I mean, we didn't know yet though we suspected), another body was thrown out the broken window and the accompanying body of a naked female landed on the man.

Unmoving.

We put the math together then.

Plus, Jaeger's men moved to stop anyone from touching the bodies, almost as if to ensure that we see them there long enough so that we get the message.

Whatever message it was.

I'm going to head to sleep now.

Might as well put the hours to use.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 209

——————————

Oh boy…

Oh, oh boy…

So... I think, and it's still a slim chance, but I think there might be a way for me to get the heck out of here.

It's slim, very very slim, if I'm to be honest but this time tomorrow, I'll know whether or not this chance will be open for me.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 210

——————————

There's a definite way out of the death camp.

Okay, okay... back from the top.

 

So…

 

It's not just one van that leaves the camp. About 3 leave every few weeks, though rotating. So, a van would leave today and then another will leave in a week's time and the third will leave etc.

You get the point.

Each of the vans have their objectives; one usually went out looking for survivors, another went for clothing and the last went out for food.

All of them are usually driven and operated by Jaeger's minions but I managed to find out that the food van would usually have a cook or two tagging along so as to ensure they can pick up the right ingredients.

I personally don't think it's wise, but I'm not about to question by way out of here.

If I can join the cooks, and eventually get into a position where I can leave, I'll be taking the chance.

I just have to find a way to become one of the cooks.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 212

——————————

Yeah…

So, this might still be more difficult than I'd like.

The cooks don't trust me in any capacity and truthfully, I'm only just finding out that I'm considered distrustful because of how little I socialize and how I seem to be more fixed on writing into the journal.

It's not a wrong assessment, but it is a worrying one.

If they all see me as the journal guy, they might want to know what I've been writing down.

I guess I gotta hide this much more secure now.

It's just a question of where.

Still, I'm going to write less for the duration of the plan.

I need to get in.

Somehow…

 

…

 

I have thought about Anna and wondered if I could do anything for her. She was with Jaeger anyway and I'm not sure if I can separate them in any measure.

So really, maybe leaving her behind is the best thing I can do.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 215

——————————

Operation social butterfly is so bad. I can't believe there are people that are so concerned with this. Today marks the first time since I’ve been here, that I've spent hours getting to know people.

The whole experience is something I want to forget.

Nonetheless, it's a necessary evil.

That's what my mind is currently screaming to me.

The cooks are also loyal to the Jaeger which makes this more or less a suicide option.

Ah well, everyone dies sometime.

Thinking about death takes me a dark place…

I like to think that she's looking down at me and wishing for my success. Safe to say, I miss her. Pam would know what steps to take in situations like these. 

Sometimes I wonder if she still blames me.

Not that it makes that much of a difference but she did tell me not to drive that night. But I ignored her like usual.

I just wanted to thrill her for a bit.

Ah fuck it.

I'm stopping here.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 217

——————————

Erm…

We are so fucked.

 

- Zane

 

-—

 

Anna here…

I think I've made a mistake.

Zane says I should write it, if only to calm myself down so that we can plan our next steps.

I killed Jaeger.

I mean, it wasn't intentional but I was just so done with it all, and I lashed out.

Or maybe it was intentional, especially as I hid the sharp end of the wood, I used to kill him underneath his pillow next to his gun.

He emptied the room of all the other girls except me.

He had spent the last couple months before Zane, taking me whenever he felt like it.

It was always rough, it always hurt, I always bled.

I thought... maybe if I stopped fighting, maybe if I initiated it, it would be easy.

Maybe it is what he wanted.

Because that's why he emptied the room.

He said it was because he respected me.

I'm fucking crying and laughing. What an absurd fucked up thing to say.

He laid on the bed and I sat on him, staring into his eyes.

 

And I just lost it.

 

I got him in the neck before he could scream. And I continued till the tears blurred my vision.

I don't know what to do.

My hands can't stop shaking. Everyone thinks he's still sleeping. I hid him under his covers and told his men that I tired him out. And they bought the stupid lie. But they will figure it out soon enough.

And then I'll be dead.

Maybe that would be a better choice.

 

- Anna

 

——————————

Day 221

——————————

The last few days have been so unreal that if my life's story ever becomes a movie, this will be the section where the whole fucking cinema walks out on how untrue it is.

Kinda like the whole "inspired by true events" tagline that precedes horror movies where some of the sequences are as described with exaggerated bits thrown in for extra spicy fucking tension.

It's a shitty story, with shitty characters (myself included) and a questionable plot at this point.

Pardon my rambling.

I'm stressed.

I'm tired, I'm hungry and I'm just stressed.

Figured I'd put something down in the journal as a placeholder for my thoughts. They have been so jumbled up in the last few days that I'll probably forget something in the process of re-telling.

But whatever, right?

No one is going to see this fucking journal anyway.

At this point, I'm probably just writing for writing's sake.

Maybe... Maybe this is the reason why I'm still sane.

I'm going to try and sleep. Maybe I'm better tomorrow. If I'm not reliable enough, maybe Anna can say some stuff.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 222

——————————

Right then…

 

Where to begin?

 

Anna's story, I couldn't confirm it because it's not like they let just about anyone see Jaeger to begin with. People were largely never allowed near the house he was in except for his loyalists, who only really entered when they got called to. So, I couldn't see for myself. Maybe I would have had a different plan.

Nonetheless, that doesn't matter.

She said she killed Jaeger, and I believe her. It still didn't give us answer for what to do with him being dead.

I had two choices in my head then.

We disperse the news to all the disgruntled workers who want a chance to escape. Maybe galvanize into some sort of fighting force though the reality of our chances would be slim at the utmost chance. I didn't know everyone working here and the few I knew were a tad worrisome to say the least.

Either that or we shift the blame expertly to Jaeger as some sort of self-sacrifice gone wrong. This was Mr shitGenius' idea. And to be honest, as cockamamie as it sounded, this was the choice we ended up going for.

Anna said he usually never slept too deeply or for too long. So, we had maybe an hour at most.

shitGenius argued that with the cult aspect of the camp and the 'chosen ones' belief sweeping through his followers, we would need to just concoct a strong enough excuse but nothing too heavy. It meant putting Anna in direct danger as I wouldn't be able to do anything about it.

Obviously, I argued against it. I mean, she's been through a shitty situation. I couldn't let her face it alone.

 

- Zane

 

---

 

'Mr' shitGenius69 at your service, future people, corporations and media agencies.

I have to say, when I found out about the journal, I didn't think it was anything too extensive. But this looks like a good body of work. I'll go through it later.

I'm going to explain my arguments real quick before lover-boy Zane misconstrues what I said and paint it like I'm a nut-job. I mean, I could be a nut-job but aren't we all these days?

See, I've been here longer than Zane and Anne? Anna... Anna…

She says she was with Jaeger before me but that's semantics really.

Jaeger has his followers resting on his every word, partly because they are psychotic enough to believe whatever the charlatan of a man said, or fear of repercussion of which I wouldn't blame them. The dude is a giant, fear is common sense. Either way, they obeyed, keyed in and followed whatever he told them was an order from God, as the leader of the chosen.

So, my advice to Anna was; get back into the room and beautify the scene a bit more. I figure she can use his blood to draw random symbols on the walls and the floor and whatever to sell the scene. She had to do it before anyone entered the room. And then for her alibi, she needed to pretend she was sent on an errand to procure some resources. For the act, she can pull two or more of the other slave-women that Jaeger had.

This way, only the keenest of eyes can figure out what had gone on.

I mean, I didn't say it was going to work 100% but it was a better plan than staging a revolution with disorganized and uninterested members. This whole cult slave life was the shittiest but I didn't plan to die for a half-plan of escaping.

 

- shitGenius69

 

—-

 

I have the book back. Still can't believe he wrote into it.

 

Still…

 

What he said is what Anna ended up doing, despite my incessant and numerous harshly whispered protests. She listened to the shit genius as opposed to me.

At this point, it's not important.

We're not at the camp anymore for starters. Might as well get that shocker out of the way. We're not in Texas anymore. And by 'We', I mean... about a sizable group of 15, plus or minus. Once news of their boss' death was spread, the loyalist began fighting over who got to lead the camp after. I opted to sneak out in the confusion and subsequent fighting.

My plan was to leave and just start running in one direction till I was far away from the camp. At that point, I was very open to stealing the first bicycle I could find and continue cycling till my muscles seized up. Lucky for me, someone managed to snag the keys to one of the vans in the camp.

I don't know where we're headed and honestly, I don't think I care so much.

As long as it's not back to camp, and as long as it is not some any new cult camp, I think I'll be fine for the time-being.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 223

——————————

We've stopped for a break.

Not sure where, don't care... but Dunkin' Donuts is always a steal.

You know, I was thinking about Jaeger and Anna... I feel that would be the 'movie' of this whole sequence. When time resumes, whenever the fuck that is, Anna would give an interview, journalists would disturb me and shit genius would go on the Internet and spin heroic conspiracies. Out of us three, Anna has more to milk out of it. The interview will move hearts and there'll be a director or producer or studio even who'd look at her and nod at the money potential in her story.

After all, wouldn't it be…

 

Inspired by true events?

 

- Zane

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

-

 

 

“Every moment of your life is a second chance.”

-	Rick Price

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Theatre Show!"

 

——————————

Day 226

——————————

We're back in Washington.

After all, it's the one place we actually decided to settle down in, except now we return with numbers. Apart from Anna, shitGenius69 and I, there's also Mark, Sally, Karen, Trey, Alan, Bill, Mike, Casey, Tolu, Agnes, Ricardo and Pico. I'm unsure of their last names and I don't really think it makes a difference.

At this point, we all just want to see an end to whatever it is that this... is.

Mark is a grizzly guy, largely quiet. Sally is a short woman, with deep Auburn hair. Karen is around Anna's age, if I'm to guess. Dark-haired and sharp eyes. Casey is the perfect blonde, blue eyes and all. I mean, her hair's a tad wispy but I blame that on cult camp.

Trey's a black guy, slim and probably the tallest in our group. He mentioned in passing that he got caught trying to run away from them.

Alan is a bald short man with an angry face. He mutters a lot and I recall seeing him bashing one of the loyalists in the face till the man laid still. No one really talks to him.

Bill is an older, white-haired guy with a kind smile. He's cool to talk to. Mike's a dark-haired, sleazy looking fellow. Ricardo and Pico talk to themselves a lot and it's hard to tell them apart, with the hoodie they constantly wear.

Agnes is an elderly woman, but not too old, I think. She looks spry. Tolu is a Nigerian, I believe. He's usually muttering to himself too but it always sounds fearful and I'm sure it's not in English.

I feel like we've probably all changed through the days and events of the time-stop. I feel like most of us, with the exception of Casey, probably had a different look at the beginning.

To all the stiffs, waiting to be unfrozen, we're probably time travellers as it is.

You know... question for the peeps who will end up reading this someday…

Is there going to be an effect on the stiffs? Not the dead ones, I mean... they are extremely unlucky and honestly, thinking about it is dark. To be frozen one moment, unaware of what's going on and then to wake up crippled or worse yet, not wake up.

So, fucking sad.

And this is the work of some random cult leader. I reckon there are others out there doing the same shit or worse. Then again, what could be worse?

In any case, we ended up in the same hall as Anna and I chose before, and we're restocking up on food again. I feel like she probably directed them to where we were.

Might as well do it for real this time, right?

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 228

——————————

shitGenius has left.

He said he's going to go visit a NASA branch somewhere in the state. Something about looking for the theoretical meteorite about to destroy the world.

 

Cue laugh track.

 

Anna is the de-facto leader of our ragtag bunch. The choice was given to me, but I don't want it. I barely want to even stay in one place.

Kinda hard to admit, but life was simpler and easier to work with when I moved from place to place... Time stop or no.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 235

——————————

It has been remarkably peaceful, these last couple days.

But from the daily grumble I hear from the rest, it has been frustrating for them, due to the lack of things to do. They say that life was somewhat monotonous at the camp, but at the very least, they were kept busy and their minds weren't atrophying as a result of misuse.

Of course, it's the wrong mentality to have but they had it all the same. Slave mentality, perhaps, I don't know. These issues allude me sometimes.

Anna has tried to keep them busy, advising on hobbies they could take up.

The ladies have taken to knitting. The fellas are going through the motions but they've managed rig up a small old TV to work, with retro consoles, I think. It only works some of the time, on account of how many of us are in close proximity.

So that didn't last either.

Still, we're here. The real 'chosen' of the lot.

I've been doing more reading. I think it's now my new pastime.

I've gone through entire series, and even slogged through Twilight and 50 Shades of Grey. Not a fan, but it's not like there's much to do besides. Anna, Karen, Ricardo and Casey loved it though, so that's saying something.

Moving on, they are trying to hide it but it's not particularly difficult to see that there’s some romance building up in here.

Karen and Casey have been sneaking kisses here and there, mostly behind the confectionery stands. The two ladies think it's not really clear but the giggles, lipstick and indiscriminate time they spend together starts to add up really quick when you consider that we don't particularly do much to begin with.

Plus, there was that one time I happened to cross their paths and they were startled before Karen began some lecture on what she was trying to teach Casey. That was hilarious.

Mark's trying to get with Anna but that's a crapshoot. I mean, he's done the whole flowers and chocolate thing but it didn't even budge her in the slightest.

I'm rooting for him, at the very least.

Anna and I haven't really spoken since we left the cult. She doesn't even trust spending time with me, though I'm not too sure why and I don't really think I want to pull on that thread. At this point, it is whatever it is.

On some level, it creates some normalcy to the whole situation.

But I want it to end.

 

I'm tired of it.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 237

——————————

What else could it be?

Why are we still in danger?

How bad is it that time has fucking frozen?

I want it to stop.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 238

——————————

There is talk of going out to go find new people for the group. Alan and Bill are more concerned with going back to rescue some of the other ex-cultist. I don't see the sense in it. They didn't follow us when we escaped. I find it hard to believe they will still be around the camp, even if they are now free.

Anna argued that someone might have taken over. I seconded that.

Pico and Ricardo have been sneaking out though. Not too sure why, but I'd hazard a guess they are probably looking to score some drugs somewhere. It's what they've largely been doing. Steal drugs and share some with the guys. I'm not interested so they generally leave me out of their dealings.

I like it that way.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 240

——————————

Bill, Alan, Agnes, Ricardo and Pico ended up taking the journey back to the camp. Though their collective group couldn't unfreeze the van so they had to find a small car somewhere.

I don't envy them but that's practically stealing a stiff's car.

Not so different from the Van... but then again, it's not like we were there when it was stolen.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 252

——————————

shitGenius returned!!

Cue the celebration.

He returned a few minutes ago really, talking about what we're missing and how we really should start making our way to where he was, about what we have to see.

Something, something, theory is right.

I'd like to say I care but I don't.

I've got a few hundred pages left of this book I'm reading.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 253

——————————

We're in the car again.

Boss Anna believes in the shitGenius so we're all headed to NASA HQ, apparently.

Can't lie, I'm kinda angry, to be honest with you. I was getting comfortable staying in one place. This is just infuriating really.

The dude is trying to explain and to be frank with you, I'm mentally checked out.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 255

——————————

Alright, so we're in the HQ.

We took some supplies with us on the journey. Anna figured we might be there a few days at least so might as well be prepared, especially seeing as we had the van with us.

As it turns out, shitGenius met someone in the branch, an old man by the name of Adam. The old man had been there on his own for so long that he's not quite as there as he should be. Our presence set him on end for a while but we managed to get him to calm down a bit.

He reminds me that I could have been him if not for a decent sleep and meeting Anna.

Adam had stayed in the building by himself, occasionally branching out for food but he never left. He never tried to find anyone else or find out what was happening. He sorta just stayed and slowly descended into a mild insanity. Or whatever the term is called.

In any case…

We're here because apparently, there might be a meteorite heading towards earth.

A fucking meteorite.

At this point, I'm beginning to think some deity is just trying to fuck with us for no reason. The old man had run some preliminary diagnosis before he lost it, trying to estimate when the collision would happen and the time of the collision. That is what he whispered to himself incessantly, at random times during the day.

It took the whole group a couple of hours before we found it.

But we found it.

And surprise, surprise... it didn't make a lick of sense to us.

Talk about tension building reality.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 256

——————————

Most of us are milling around really. Me especially.

I took all my stuff to one of the offices in the building, far away from them all. Not because we fought or anything, but mostly to just be away, you know. I wanted the solitude.

Sounds insane, doesn't it? To want solitude in a world where loneliness is a default state of being.

I guess, on a level, I was just tired of having to deal with people.

That and finding out that we were really in a worse state than we thought. That was a major one, I think. No one knew how to deal with the information but the grimness hit us and we sorta just walked away.

I was also avoiding Anna.

For reasons.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 257

——————————

The Silmarillion is a monster of a book but by god, I finished it. Fucking finished it.

I'd say half the stories were meh but the grand scale of the world Tolkien built will forever astound me. I keep thinking if I could be that kind of writer, you know. If I had the creativity to weave a tale so majestic that people will still talk about it years after my death. That would be so epic.

shitGenius came over to my little hole yesterday to hang out.

Anna joined him after a while, and after a while, the genius left.

She asked if she could write in the journal and I let her. Not sure why, but it's as much hers as its mine at this point.

 

- Zane

 

---

 

Anna here, I am not too good at dealing with my emotions, especially after Jaeger.

But I like to believe I'm trying.

Then again... if I was trying, I would be speaking to you, Zane... not writing it out in the book.

I was with him early on. Maybe say, day 10... when you were struggling and tweaking at the inability to sleep. So, he's had his way with me for far too long and far too often. He was sweet at first, like they usually are in the movies. Caring. Until they don't get what they want. And then it all changes. The rules and the slaps when you break a rule. The leery looks, the violent lovemaking, the hair pulling, the fucking dog-leash he used on all of us.

We weren't even his sex slaves. We were just the women he wanted. They got it much worse.

Sleeping has been difficult because I keep thinking I'd wake up one morning and he would be over me, with murder in his eyes. On some mornings, I wish for it. I figure it would be better to die than to survive whatever ordeal this is and have to return to my family.

Sometimes, he'd take me in front of their stationery forms. To remind me that he could kill them whenever he wanted. Before we started moving north of the country.

I keep thinking about what I'd tell them.

If I tell them.

I have avoided speaking to you for many reasons, the most important being the vulnerability I feel being around you. No, I'm not talking about catching feelings. I'm talking about how much I have revealed to you about myself. It might not seem much, but you have to understand…

You have to understand it is not easy for me.

When we were back at the camp, and I hid and wrote in your room, it was because you were the only person I could trust.

Actually trust.

And now that he's dead and we're away and free from them, the word is suddenly like lava in my heart and a pressure on my mind. I trusted him. See where that got me. How do I trust again?

I am sorry if it seems like I've been avoiding you.

I am sorry if I avoid you a bit more, though I'll try not to.

I'm just... struggling.

 

- Anna

 

——————————

Day 258

——————————

Fuck me.

Fuck me, that was rough.

She wrote all that yesterday, before stopping to bawl her eyes out in front of me. When I tried to touch her, she flinched and drew away so violently, I was worried she would break something. She kept apologizing before running off.

And then I read what she wrote.

I'm not going to pretend like I understand completely. But I understand enough.

She needs space. But I also feel she needs comfort. She needs a friend.

And I'm not sure I'm sensitive enough to be a good one.

Looking back to the last few days makes that very much clear that I've not even put in the effort to see how she was doing and how she was holding up. She revealed a painful memory to me, whilst reliving all the bullshit he had caused her and it still didn't occur to me that she needed someone to just check up on her to ensure she was alright.

Instead, we made her a leader and left it at that.

Fuck me, I'm a douche.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 260

——————————

I've moved closer to the group. At least, closer to Anna. Figured she needed a friend around, after all the shit she's been through, you know. She awarded the gesture with a smile but we never discussed it. We never went back to the memory of two days ago. We don't have to. And I don't have to do anything but just be here.

That said, being here means I have to be... I don't know... active? I guess.

That's the only real rational thought at the moment, without coming off as... I don't know. I'm waffling.

A bit of... good news? I just shrugged so you should know I'm just as unsure as you probably are... BUT…

shitGenius finally revealed his name.

Out of the fucking blue, that was.

I think he was drunk because I did spot a bottle of what could only be alcohol sitting on the table as we talked about life and stuff. Part of me wants to say it but I don't think it's my place. He told me his name in an inebriated state, so I won't take advantage of that. I doubt he has told anyone else. So, no reveal until he makes it clear that I can.

Adam has been muttering much more than usual, but he seems a lot saner now, or at least that's what the genius says. He says the man keeps repeating numbers but they made no sense and they didn't match with what he had put down in the notes we found when we got here.

He's asking me to help.

Not sure how I can yet, but there are a few books on space and physics and stuff lying around.

Might grab one and read.

See where it leads me.

 

- Zane

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"...Hope"

 

——————————

Day 261

——————————

Okay...

So...

I've decided to read some serious books. I work in IT so I'd like to think my maths skills are pretty decent. But I don't think decent quite matches up with the kinda shit these guys probably calculate on a daily basis. So, I gotta re-learn some mathematics and take some physics on the side.

It's like I'm preparing for a major exam.

Except I'm not quite sure the exam will make a lick of sense to me. Still gotta try though, right?

shitGenius managed to find a book on Further Mathematics, so I'm beginning with that. I've gotten a few sheets of paper, a pencil and I cleared a table to use for studying.

I feel like I should take a picture to remember this but ... you know.

Well... Studying time.

Down the rabbit hole.

 

---

 

Yeah... no…

Fuck "Further Maths"

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 262

——————————

Seriously, seriously... Fuck further maths.

How the hell do people read this shit and not lose their minds?

Argh…

 

---

 

This is supposed to be me taking a break for the rest of the day and writing the day's events but man, I'm so frustrated. And you, whoever you are, you're probably laughing at me, right? Laugh... Laugh all you want. Then go pick up a further maths book and read that shit. Tell me if you're laughing after.

Bullshit course.

Anyway... As it stands, the research duo is just Genius and I. Anna is still leading the group but I believe she's been focused on hoarding as much food as we can.

Something about that thought just reminded me of the IOUs I left in the early days of this living hell. We don't leave IOUs anymore. Not sure if it would make a difference at this point.

Tolu, Agnes and Mike managed to clear out a room for us to use as dining, moving the stiffs out into the hallway.

Now, that is a picture.

Imagine... just imagine a long hallway filled with 'statues' of people standing on both sides. Imagine walking down said hallway by yourself at night. Scary stuff, right?

In the sun, it's just eerie, really. Almost as if you're being inspected by teachers twice your age.

The others have expressed writing in my journal.

I'm not quite sure I even want to share it.

I might...

But I'll have to speak to Anna first. There are secrets here.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 264

——————————

Hello everyone.

My name is Karen.

Karen Smith.

I'm... I mean, I was a working single mum before this all happened. I'm from Columbus, Georgia.

Erm... We kinda stole the journal from Zane. And by 'we', I mean, Casey, Trey and me. It's not like we wanted to steal it or anything but we've seen him constantly write in it, and we've been planning to read it but he's been very secretive about it. So, Trey sorta, like, got him drunk and we got the journal.

We've haven't read it through yet, but it looks exciting.

 

- Karen

 

-—

 

I'm Casey!

I agree with Karen. I mean, it looks like he's written a lot. I bet he has some interesting secrets in there, like maybe some crushes on some of the girls here. Maybe Anna. I think he's got a crush on her.

We're trying to write as much as we can before we give it back to…

 

- Casey

 

---

 

Trey here.

He's never getting this shit back, the fuck?!

At least, not now.

Gotta go through errthang. Crushes, secrets, his little secret sauce for the bombass pasta he made the other day.

We finna’ learn it all.

 

- Trey

 

——————————

Day 265

——————————

Hi everyone. I don't know who everyone is, but that is what everyone says at the beginning, I think.

My name is Tolu Ajayi.

I'm Nigerian.

I'm not sure if I was supposed to share that but it is what Karen and the others did, so I thought I should too.

She gave me the journal this morning. She said I should hide it away from Zane and that I should not read it. I don't know why. I feel like I should but I can't do that now.

Zane has been searching for the journal.

I fear once I start reading, I won't notice when he comes to look for it here. And I don't want to be in trouble.

After all, I'm not the one who stole it.

It was Karen and Casey. And Tray.

They don't seem as happy as they were though. They seem sad and they keep looking at Anna and Zane behind their backs. It might have to do with something in the journal. It's not my business, sha.

I just figured, “Let me write inside it before someone comes and kills me.”

At least, this way, I won't be forgotten in America.

I will never do holiday here ever again in my life.

 

- Tolu

 

——————————

Day 266

——————————

Zane has gone to sleep. He was angry before he went to sleep though because he couldn't find his journal. The same journal that I'm currently writing into. The rest of the guys, the ones who gave me the journal all pretended like they don't know who has it while giving me side-glances whenever he brought it up and I also pretended I don't know why they are staring at me.

I keep thinking that they will cast me. That they will talk and then Zane will get mad at me, and we'll fight because he would think I took it off him. I will cast them if they cast me. That much will happen.

Mummy Fadeke did not raise an idiot.

Sometimes, I dream of home. Of Nigeria.

To be truthful, I dream about home a lot. I'm not so dim that I think "Oh! if I was home, I would be safe". It's not like that at all. Nigeria is a mad country. It is home, but it is a mad country.

But it is still home.

If the days Zane has been counting is correct, then I have been away from home for almost a year. I miss the voices. The languages. The music. Some proper food other than pasta and sauce. Just something different. Something different to a static land refusing to move any more than it is refusing to release us. Before the camp, before the large guy took me away to work for him and his cult, I used to think that I will die alone and unknown. I figured I might go crazy before it happens. And the idea terrified me. But after the camp? After finding this group? I find that I just want it to stop. Not saying that I want to die but... At this rate, what else is there?

Anna is doing her best, taking care of us. I finally read a bit of what Zane has been writing. It seems that Anna has gone through some difficult times. Maybe that's why the other guys are acting weird. She doesn't look it though. Anna, I mean. She reminds me very much of my sister, Fadeke. They have this quiet strength that says "I will beat you up if you disturb me..." which she did a lot because I was stubborn.

I miss her.

And I hope Anna gets better…

Anyway, as I was saying.

There isn't much that happened today. Zane, Mr Genius and Adam spent most of the time reading. They are trying to study so that they can calculate some science stuff. It doesn't really make sense to me but it made sense to everyone else. Anna spent it reading about some story. Karen and Casey were kissing somewhere like they always do, acting like we don't know. I was... Well... I was reading a stolen journal.

I don't know where everyone else went to but when it was time to eat, they all showed up. So, I guess we're all still here.

 

Waiting.

 

- Tolu

 

——————————

Day 269

——————————

Karen here…

Alright, so I probably shouldn't have taken it from Tolu's stash without saying something to him but I have to write. I find myself thinking about everything Anna has said and I'm calling it BS. Pure BS. I don't think anyone can go through something like that and not crack. But no... here she is, working, reading, ensuring everyone's alright like as if she didn't go through anything.

 

Bull-fucking-shit.

 

I mean, if I went through something like that, I would barely be able to function. I'm not saying I'm weak, mind you. I'm just saying, you know. I can take the toughest shit thrown at me. And I can take it. I can handle the shit she went through but even I know that I wouldn't be the same after. She wasn’t the only one at the camp. She’s not the only one with family. I have a little boy waiting for me to return. I matter just as much as she does, and I’m not going around, whining to everyone about it.

See, I even tried talking to her after reading the journal. I asked her about home and about her life and stuff, and she gave me simple answers. About how her husband loved working with his hands in his garage fixing stuff. She told me about her kids, their schools, the antics they got up to. But she never mentioned anything to do with Jaeger.

I tried to pry too, you know.

Asked her about Jaeger and she clammed right up. Like she was hiding a secret.

I bet she was even friends with him. Or maybe just some high-school fling that turned into a mini-cult. I'm not saying that what she went through is not possible, but she definitely made a lot of it up. She doesn't look like a woman who's been through the shit she wrote down.

That's just dark fictional poetry.

 

- Karen

 

——————————

Day 271

——————————

Word is, everyone is leaving some kinda memo in this journal.

Figured I'd cash in… if you catch my meaning.

Ain't got much to say.

But just making a mark to say I've been here. To say, "I was here".

Can't say too much lest I become identifiable, you know. Everything's gotta be quiet and easy. A few diamonds here, a few golden trinkets there, all to make little-ol’ me become a well-off man.

"How could you?"

I can just about hear you say. And to you, I reply, "What else am I supposed to do when it's all there for the taking?"

Better yet,

 

"What's it to you?"

 

Time stopped; Morality stopped.

That's what I'm living by.

Especially after the camp, I need something to... soothe my broken self, right?

The way I see it... Everyone needs to find a way to cope in this broken messed world we are in. Time has decided our sanity doesn't matter anymore. So, we just roam and eat and roam and eat, without a care in the world. So why can't we take? It's not like it's in use.

Figured, I can keep it safe for them till they need it. Though with the number of days already gone, well, they might never need it again.

 

- Unknown

 

——————————

Day 272

——————————

Someone else has written into this that I don't know. I'm very worried about that because it means there is a thief in our group. And that's a problem.

 

- Karen

 

——————————

Day 274

——————————

Hi.

Casey here.

Everyone's asleep at the moment and I managed to get the book off Karen. Had to almost fight for it, and get Trey involved before she relented. She said something about not wanting what she wrote to be seen but I had to remind her that we saw everything else that had been written into it.

It was only fair that whatever she wrote stayed. No matter how embarrassing.

Then again, I guess I can't really call it that.

Never took Karen to be the jealous type, you know... the type to feel lesser than other women simply because she is not hitting the same strides as they are hitting. I don't think I've ever seen someone get antsy about not having gone through the same shit that Anna did.

Man, I feel for Anna…

I don't think I would have been able to handle all that. Heck, might have ended my life and called it a day. There's only so much one should have to take. I mean, the cult was bad and Jaeger and the men leered at us a lot but they generally left us to be for their bimbos and the stiffs.

Oh my god…

The stiffs, the frozen people.

The first time it happened, the first time the cultists took the frozen women away, we weren't sure. We suspected but we figured it wouldn't...work, you know... But oh my god.

Oh my god... Oh my god...

 

- Casey

 

---

 

My name is William but people generally call me Bill.

I'm not too sure on what's happening but skimming through what Casey's written I can guess why she shook and cried in silent sobs when I found her.

Her lover was asleep, I think, though she didn't want me to go find out, so I sat next to her until she stopped crying. She's currently asleep.

I found this book after that.

I don't know what the purpose is, but I think I can guess it's a journal of some sort? I thought it was personal, but it looks like… like... a lot of people have written in here.

Maybe it's a record for historical purposes. I can't say that I'm sure. But I'm going to put some thoughts down. Might as well join the chorus of voices in this piece. It's not like I have much to lose.

Casey is right, in a way, but I guess I intentionally suppressed some of the memory of the events that happened there.

I've got bruises on my body, most of which I'm not even sure I can explain. The men were regularly beaten while the women were manhandled, fondled and if they were part of the playthings, slept with. Life before that, after the freeze, was just long periods of loneliness.

Loneliness and hallucinations.

I keep thinking some higher power will figure things out and save us. I'm not a believer but I figure there's no time like the present to believe.

Even if it's just for a way out.

 

- Bill

 

——————————

Day 280

——————————

The journal keeps going around but no one is telling Zane or Anna about it. She's not as worried about it but he's getting more and more irritable as time goes. Sometimes, I think about telling him that we took it.

But then, it would just create a gap, I guess, in our friendship.

Ever since he pulled closer to the group, we've all been acting like a big family of sorts. Adam, the old space guy, the shitGenius dude and Zane spend most of their time reading though or doing calculations. It mostly doesn't make sense but word is, they are trying to determine the reason for the time freeze.

I think it's commendable though, maybe pointless.

Even if the world restarts, and even if we continue on and everything resolves itself, we will possibly be suffering from some sort of PTSD for a long time, not counting the memories of the atrocities we've seen and gone through.

After the last time I wrote here, I did some light digging…

Apart from the guys who got taken by Jaeger early on, everyone seems to have gone through a hallucination stage and a close suicide for a few. It's a scary concept to consider really.

I cried to sleep last I wrote.

I mean, Bill did say but it felt like I had been suppressing the memory of everything. I've got this fear that I won't get to outlive whatever this is and the very thought is causing my hands to shake.

My name is Casey Longhart. Born... sometime in June. I'm the second daughter of my parents, with an elder sister and 2 younger brothers. I was down from college when this all began.

English major.

I have... or maybe had, with everything that's going on with Karen and I, a wonderful partner, Chris. I would marry him in a heartbeat if he was here. I kinda hope she forgives me if we ever escape whatever this is.

If anything happens to me, please tell my family I love them so much. So fucking much.

 

- Casey

 

——————————

Day 284

——————————

Hey guys! It's Pico...

Yo, yo, Pico on the pe-...

Pew, pew, Pico Martinez!!!

Hi…

I'm Pico. I'm an International superstar vidtuber. I make popular videos on the net for fans to watch and I try to make everyone laugh. I make the videos with my brother, Raul and we are aiming for the top, you know.

My abuela always said "Vas a ser una estrella" to me and my brother and it's what we strive for. We work hard to make content, we find jokes, we find clips, everything local, no hay donaciones del gobierno, aprendimos todo nosotros mismos, and we finally found our big break, you know.

We got a deal with a big agency. And it felt like everything we've been working towards was here. At our door. Raul and I were rushing home to tell our abuela and mama that we've gotten it when this all happened.

It's been months since I've seen them and I worry I won't see them again. When Casey gave the book to me, I didn't know what it was for. Till I read the last thing she wrote. Figured I'd do the same.

Put a star on the pages of history

Put my name down on something to be remembered by.

I miss my brother, mama, abuela, las calles en las que crecí, the house, the food, everything. I wish I could see them again.

My name is Pico Martinez. Signing off.

 

- Pico

 

——————————

Day 285

——————————

Sometimes I think this is all for a reason, you know? Maybe some deity somewhere is angry with us and decided to trap us into this time frozen hellscape with no escape and no way out. I think about it sometimes but then common-sense sets in and I can't, for the life of me, believe that we are the ones being punished.

 

The law of the world.

 

Time freezes or slows, and we're in danger.

What sort of danger are we in that time has stopped? And for so fucking long? The guys with Adam are saying that a meteorite might be the reason as to why we're stuck in this shit.

I really want to believe but then, if it is a meteorite, aren't we still stuck in this shit?

Whenever I ask that, Zane shares a look with the other two men and that ends up being the end of the topic.

No answer whatsoever.

I want to continue on, but I have to admit... it's tiring at this point.

 

- Bill

 

——————————

Day 286

——————————

Ricardo here.

Ain't much to say. Everyone seems to be leaving a piece of themselves into the journal so here I am. Bare as shit. Broke as shit. And living.

That's all that can be said at times like these, right?

I ain't dead yet. Motherfucking Jaeger failed at it, and ain't nothing gonna take me from here.

I'm a survivor.

I'm always going to be here until the time resumes and life goes back to normal. Not sure what normal will be after this but heck, I'm willing to get back to it.

 

- Ricardo

 

——————————

Day 288

——————————

Casey and I broke up today.

Stupid argument really.

We were making out and she started crying, going on and on about her boyfriend, about how she feels like she's betraying everyone and everything and all that jazz.

I mean, I get it... but it's flipping circumstance, you know...

I didn't think I was going to fall in love with her.

Heck, I didn't even think that I would be stuck in this shit... but life happens. We met, we had a spark and things were good. Things should be good.

I'm not sure what I'm supposed to do now.

Everything just sucks now.

 

- Karen

 

——————————

Day 290

——————————

One more day down.

One more day closer to whatever is at the end.

Just another record for the books.

 

- Bill

 

——————————

Day 300

——————————

I hear this journal has been passing around the small camp so I figure it's time I put my own mark on it.

My name is Michael Sierra.

I'm an architect, but I work on a contractual basis.

I was at work when the time stop started and I began roaming about what amounts to like 3 days after the freeze began. I don't know how long I roamed for, and to be honest, I think it is fair to say I wasn't even in the right mind to say. I was hallucinating a lot, speaking to myself, playing with myself and generally just being, well, crazy.

I got roped into the cult eventually.

I regained some sanity then, I guess.

Eventually, we escaped, some more sanity returned and I feel better than ever. Sometimes, I feel like the experience has made me a better person? I don't know. I like to think that. Makes everything sorta easy to digest. Easier to accept as law.

The future feels hazy at the moment, but I've weathered a few storms in my life.

This too shall pass.

 

- Mike

 

——————————

Day 302

——————————

Zane is always irritable nowadays and I think it has to do with him not being able to write like he usually does. I feel bad for him, of course, but I'm not going to be the one to tell him where his journal is.

Mummy did not raise an idiot.

Anyway, sha, we are living. The men are working and reading all that science stuff. Anna is still boss lady, feeding us and keeping us healthy but the atmosphere is different. Everyone seems to be coping badly. It's like everyone is struggling and I don't blame them.

 

It is hard.

 

There isn't anything to do but read and read and read. The games are boring now. There is no conversation to be had. Everyone is just waiting for something to happen. Casey and Karen have been crying a lot. I think they broke up. I don't see a lot of the guys anymore. They come and go as they please but every time they return, they always look worse for wear.

Not sure what is happening with them but that is what it is.

As for me, I just keep waiting and praying.

Maybe something will happen soon. I don't know.

But I'm tired.

I am tired.

 

- Tolu

 

——————————

Day 303

——————————

There’s nothing to write anymore…

 

- Karen

 

——————————

Day 307

——————————

I apologize if my writing isn’t clear. I’m tired. I’m hurt and I feel like sleeping. Or dying. The last couple hours, I think, has been particularly shit. I don’t even want to fucking write but Bill says I should.

He stresses it would help but I don’t know how or why. Some guys from the camp, and some new faces… they attacked us. They called themselves the frontier or something stupid. I don’t know. I don’t care. I think I’m just done.

They took Casey… or they tried to. The men fought. Casey fought. They tried to take me too, but I managed to stab one of them. I didn’t even mean to stab him but I did. I felt the knife sink into his skin…

I felt his blood on my hand. I watched him die. His eyes just stared at me in disbelief. Like he was accusing me of doing a bad thing. But he was going to take me away. Again. Again, I was going to be taken away from family.

Casey saw me and screamed. I couldn’t move. I was frozen. I watched her fight them. I watched the guy holding her get fed up and twist her neck in anger. I think I heard the crack.

She fell limply to the ground and didn’t move anymore. Oh my gosh. She’s dead.

She’s dead. Pico’s dead. Adam’s dead. Agnes is dead. Tolu tried to save her. He didn’t get far. So, he’s gone too.

I can’t take it anymore…

 

I can’t.

 

- Karen

 

——————————

Day 310

——————————

I found my journal yesterday. On the floor next to Karen’s unmoving body. And after opening it and reading through it, well… I guess I can see why she’s not moving anymore. The pills to the side of her head makes sense too…

 

…

       	…

                 …

 

I’ve gone through quite a few emotions since picking up the journal again and I’m uncertain as to how I really feel, or better yet, what I should do next. There are no guides as to how to cope and with all of us in the same mental landscape, I fear there is no one to really help, you know.

All in all, the desperation in the air feels familiar, friendly. Like the sight of a lost one I never wanted to see again but is now here to keep me company against my wishes.

A part of me is angry, I think. Perhaps a small part, at the fact that they took my journal away from me and peered into my private thoughts. And Anna’s and shitGenius. I wish I could call him any other name but that. Come to think of it, it just occurred to me that I can refer to him as SG.

All the studying and working with Adam and SG made me frustrated and I’d want to write the emotion out, you know. Distract myself from the worries. And they watched me pacing around, asking, searching like an idiot while they said nothing about it.

The other part of me is appreciative, I guess.

Getting to see everyone else’s reaction and their stories and their journeys. Every time we gathered to talk, discussion was usually brief or current. We rarely spoke about our past, on account of the assumption that it might be too personal to share. It wasn’t wrong, of course, but maybe we were being foolish.

And with the… loss of Pico, Casey and the others, I’m glad there’s a record of them in my journal. They get to be remembered and their story will live on.

I sound like an old man…

 

…

 

There’s supposed to be an end to the story. An end to the time-stop. That’s supposed to be the hope. I don’t think I see it anymore. The meteor will hit the earth eventually but we’ll most likely be dead before then.

Maybe it’s time I get used to that.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 315

——————————

SG is hard at work trying to sort out the calculations he has been doing. He keeps calling me to join him, that he’s almost close to figure out something. But I’ve hardly moved from where I laid down.

We have finally buried everyone… or rather, wrapped the dead in a shroud of sort. Their bodies are outside the building, lined up next to the wall. We did separate the attackers from the others. Our friends. It made no sense to dispose of them together.

I think I’m going to bed now in any case.

There’s nothing in the waking world for me.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 320

——————————

As of me writing this shit, you are asleep.

You sleep far to fucking deep lately and that’s worrying but you need to join me in the comms room. Seriously.

I know you’re down from everything and I would be down too if I was friends with them like you are. But I’m not. I’ve always loved the screen more than I’ve liked people but you’re a good one.

And I need you.

If you can help me finish what I’m working on, I swear on my life to never disturb you ever again.

I’m close to solving the amount of energy needed to wipe off the orb before it lands. We’ve got a year at best and months at the worst.

Think about your parents.

Think about your colleagues.

Think about everyone you’ve ever looked up to.

We have to do this…for our sakes as much as theirs. If we don’t then the earth is doomed. And everyone on it.

I’m sorry. For everyone. I am deeply sorry.

 

- shitGenius

 

——————————

Day 322

——————————

…

…

I guess...

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 323

——————————

I’m back working with SG. He’s currently trying to sleep while I’m taking a break to write here.

Just occurred to me that I’m on day 323. Almost a year since we got frozen, well, un-frozen in this time hellhole. A whole full freakin’ year.

The very thought of it is unbelievable. That said, I think I’m a little bit better from yesterday. Forgot to update about something little but Karen is still alive, though she spent hours throwing up whatever she had taken to kill herself.

I’m happy she’s back and guilty, because she’s back. She’s not herself anymore, almost as if there’s a light gone in her eyes. In any case, the advanced science books are all about SG at the moment. I think the mathematics was the best I could do. Adam had done most of the heavy lifting while I focused on the calculations.

SG was trying to learn both.

Whenever Adam worked on his stuff, he’d send me the values he wanted to run through some weird equation and I’d use the maths book and a blank sheet of paper to help. I wasn’t a master or anything but I like to think I read the damn book till I could remember it line for line.

In any case, SG is trying to continue from where Adam left off. Something about the right yield. I assume that to be explosion, so maybe Adam was working on firing a warhead to the meteorite. 

I doubt it is that though. Adam has said the meteorite is massive enough that a mere warhead will barely dent it, especially when it gets close. He mentioned something briefly about nothing having the necessary yield to properly disperse it.

SG wants to see if we can figure out how to pull it off.

 

And I agree.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 325

——————————

Not much to say. I’ve got a stupid headache and I want to sleep. Karen and Anna are usually together nowadays. SG and I are usually working. Bill, Ricardo, Mike and Matthew are somewhere around the building. I don’t know.

 

Whatever, really.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 330

——————————

So… some good fucking news, right!

SG and I have done what we set out to do. We haven’t told the other guys yet but it feels so relieving to know that we have something.

With the diligent use of the textbook and some sleepless, frustrating moments, SG and I managed to construct an equation to calculate how much energy it would require to do something about the meteor.

It took three values for it to work, the distance of the meteor, the size at the calculated distance and the missile’s explosive magnitude, or something of the sorts.

I’m not 100% certain on the precise accuracy of the equation but it is so freeing.

 

So free-

 

---

 

Man, every time something good happens, something shit follows right along like a stalker.

The women screamed and we all ran to find them staring at a stiff. A man. Anna swore she saw the man twitch his arms a little bit.

We didn’t believe at first, as the stiff had his back to us but Bill’s exclaim made it clear that something wasn’t quite right. At all.

The man had a terrified look, like he was suddenly seeing something that he hadn’t seen before. And not just him.

About half the stiffs had the same terrified face, same pale look. SG ran away for a moment and returned back with sweat on his forehead and he explained that at least 1 in every 3 stiffs had a sudden fright expression.

Mike said maybe time resumed for a short moment and while we might have not felt anything, for them, it must have been like teleporting.

That dampened the mood.

SG tried to lighten it by saying that we have gotten the equation for the meteor and he said it with a hopeful smile on his face.

Until Karen asked the simple question.

 

“So how can we use it?”

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 332

——————————

We spent the rest of the day checking all the stiffs to ensure it was the same. It was mostly to hide the fact that we didn’t have any answer to the question in the air. SG looked slightly unhinged. And tired. Like as if the question had drained him of everything.

I myself… I’m not quite sure what the next step is.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 336

——————————

It’s taken me most of the day to catch up but it’s been worth the read. I’m sad that we never got to get something from Agnes, but then again, she was not around and only showed when the raiders showed up.

I don’t want to think that she led them here. I don’t want to call her a traitor. Or whatever.

The question Karen asked…

I don’t know.

Seemed far too heavy a question to ask but it was valid… It is valid.

We know how to supposedly stop the meteor. But we can’t physically do anything.

Zane and SG look gaunt. Karen has dead eyes. Ricardo hasn’t shown up in days. Trey has been missing since the attack. I saw him take a hit to the head but I haven’t seen him since then.

I?

I’ve been done for a while.

Been looking for a reason to carry on, holding on to the naive dream that Zane will solve everything.

 

Well.

 

It’s not the first time I’ve been disappointed.

 

- Anna

 

——————————

Day 340

——————————

Ricardo is nowhere to be found. Trey is nowhere to be found. And now Karen and Bill are missing.

I’m worried. I can’t help but be worried but I hope they don’t-

 

- Anna

 

——————————

Day 341

——————————

Anna is in shock.

I wasn’t that close to her but we all heard the sound of glass shattering and the sound of two bodies hitting the floor outside the building.

When SG and I went to check, we found Karen and Bill.

Mike lost his senses and shot himself with a gun we didn’t even know he had.

It looked like the one Anna used on me.

Now, we’re just three.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 344

——————————

My name is Shawn Evary.

I’m 28. Single.

Both my parents passed when I was a baby so I got raised in my aunt’s house. She was abusive and eventually got reported which landed me in foster care. A couple saw me, liked me and took me in. Gave me a home, a life and some love, I guess. They helped me… to not give up, I mean.

The name, ‘shitGenius69’, was born out of a juvenile moment I had with a fling back in high school. I used the name online and it eventually became who I was. I’m supposed to be in college or maybe in my last year.

I wanted to be one of the internet heroes instead, you know. Hack companies, hold them ransom, get rich and then leak the documents anyway. I tried learning to code but I’m not that good in IT. Not as good as the guys who actually know what they are doing.

I did try to learn. And I did improve…

But then I got a side-job as an excuse to stay home and keep my foster parents off my back. They had done quite a lot for me so I wanted to keep them happy enough. I was still damaged though, I think. The job took my time and when I got home, if it wasn’t jerking off to a new fetish, it was debating conspiracy theories on the web.

The dream of hacking slowly faded.

I never was in any real danger, I guess. That’s why I suppose I’m here.

I desperately wished this was going to be my moment. It is selfish, I know… but this was going to change everything for me. Make me a hero. Make me more than what I was in my bedroom. More than what I was on the internet. Make my parents proud. Both set of parents.

 

Dreams, uh?

 

My name is Shawn.

Please remember me.

 

- Shawn (shitGenius)

 

——————————

Day 350

——————————

It’s been six days since we saw SG… Since we saw Shawn last. We don’t even know when he left. Or where he went to. Anna cried. I cried.

And then we made love. Because intimacy always works like that in movies, right?

It’s all so silly.

All those days ago, when I thought this was going to be temporary. To think it was going to be permanent for us. The trapped ones.

The days passed.

We cried some more. We sexed some more.

Trying to fill the ever-gaping hole in ourselves. But there’s no hope there. Not really.

This is the end of the road for us and there’s no guide on how to navigate it.

I’m not sure on what to do next.

I just need to cry some more.

 

- Zane

 

——————————

Day 353

——————————

I’m not sure of what is out there anymore. 

I don’t know if this curse will ever pass. I’m not sure I care much anymore. All I have are painful memories and regrets. To think this is all within a second. A damn second. It’s a cruel joke, really. 

It was just like every other day. The kids in their rooms, reading or playing their games. Trevor and I watching some random TV show. I was resting my head on his legs as we talked and joked about the shit we had gone through that day. Then they ran down… the kids, I mean, to join us. I can’t even remember why but somehow, we all started laughing. It was bliss. 

And then, it wasn’t. 

To them, it would be between laughs. Between breaths.

I… I don’t think I can tell them about this. Not face-to-face. I, for sure, can’t tell the kids. But, Trev… 

Babe…

 

—

 

Trevor… 

 

If you ever, ever, get a chance to see this. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for being weak and spineless. For not being able to see the light at the end. If you were here, I know you’d tell me that I wasn’t weak. You’d wax on about how brave I am for continuing on or fighting back against Him. You would tell me that you love me. That I’m the most capable woman you’ve ever met. You’d dot on me and kiss on me like it’s the last time you’d be seeing me. 

 

I miss the kisses. I miss your words. I miss the comforting feeling of just knowing that you’re close by me. Everyone thinks I’m holding on somehow, that I’m coping with the hands I’ve been dealt. I’m not. I’m breaking apart at the seams and every moment longer is a moment closer to an end. 

 

I miss you, baby. 

 

So fucking much.

 

- Anna 

 

——————————

Day 365

——————————

Hey Guys…

 

If you find this, and I hope you do because there’s a big post-it note on it, please apologise to my family. And to all the shop owners with the IOU notes. It wasn’t supposed to end this way. Honestly, we hoped that we get to re-join you back in time. We wouldn’t have been okay, and I’ve got issues that I don’t think will ever be quite talked out but… It would have been nice to be back in time.

 

I’m the only one left. Here, at least. Might be more around the world. I don’t know. Doesn’t really matter at this point. I’ve tried to move everyone and everything back to where they were. I most definitely got it wrong so if you find yourself in the kitchen instead of the command room, I am deeply sorry. There’s only so much I could remember without dwelling on the fact that my companions are gone.

 

The table I’m sitting on is clear though. I know this is the manager’s office so, Mr Bluth, I am sorry that you’re about to come to, to a dead man on your table. You’re not the killer or anything. I’ve put extra notes around the office to stave off the suspicion. Just figured, this is as good as any place to fall asleep for the last time. 

 

I did try to leave… To leave behind everyone and continue moving from place to place. I didn’t get far. I mean, it wasn’t like there was anything else out there that was worth being awake for. Didn’t think I’d want to live the rest of my years stuck in a time-frozen world. Plus, there’s the thing with the meteorite too.

 

I’m not sure where Anna is. I guess she’s walked away too the day after her update in the journal. It’s hard to say really but she wasn’t there when I opened my eyes. And, that’s really it on that front. I found some pills under the blanket she slept in. It’s what I ingested some minutes ago. Maybe, it was a message from her. I don’t know. But it’s all she left behind for me. 

 

Also, Mr Manager, there’s another note on the table. It holds the equation for the meteorite hurling itself towards us. We are not pros. Most of our assumptions and calculations were dependent on Adam’s work and a lot of on-the-job reading. But I hope we at least got close enough to be of help. If we didn’t, well, you can teach us in the afterlife.

 

I am… scared of dying…

Very scared.

 

But there’s nothing else left that can be done. So maybe it’s time I face this fear. The pills are in my system already.

 

There’s a part of me that is still shouting at me to not give up. But its voice is not as loud as it had been when I was still roaming around my parents’ house, alone. Finding companionship and then losing it… I don’t know. I guess it just hurts to gain something, only to lose it. 

 

I am scared. But I can’t see myself pushing through. Perhaps, this is what is needed for time to restart. For the normal to be saved from the impending doom hurtling towards them. I don’t even know if it would make a difference, but I guess it is something to hold on to. 

 

So… I guess it’s time I faced the fear.

 

Yours immortally,

 

Zane Smith.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Epilogue

 

[Freelance Journalist, Matthew Rocking, is sitting across from me in a small Starbucks shop in Brighton. Having been one of the few journalists responsible for chasing down leads and discovering the few who had been ‘unfrozen’ by time. The effort had earned him a nomination for Journalist of the year in the UK. Most of his acclaim originated from one of his first investigative pieces regarding the graffiti of London.]

 

To say that there was an uproar when ‘Time’ restarted would be a gross understatement for the scene we returned to, as a collective race. I’d have to admit, I was on the London Underground then, heading towards Oxford Street to conduct an interview with a couple who had gone viral with the video off their little corgi playing football.

 

It was a waste of my talents, but it paid the bills, so I didn’t complain much.

 

That said, as we exited the underground, all marching out of the station in the same haze as per any working day, we were met with chaos on the street. People were screaming and running. Police sirens filled the air. Ambulances wove through the street in haste and we saw some buildings on fire.

 

My phone had lit up with numerous messages recalling me back to the office. I called my manager and he had relayed a brief summary of what had happened. Most of us thought it was local, until we got word that it was an international problem.

 

Except I wasn’t sure what the problem was exactly.

 

That is, until I saw the news article trending on twitter about the Buckingham Palace having large, egregious graffiti painting the walls and the grounds of the estate, along with the added by-line of the Queen missing.

 

The Queen was missing? From her home? Or the palace?

 

It didn’t matter.

 

I mean, as soon as the authorities came to, and saw that society appeared different than it did a ‘blink’ ago, they began to investigate what had happened. The guards in front of the palace, as well as the tourists lined outside the gates to take pictures, had seen it almost immediately.

 

Alarms were raised, and society went into shock.

 

Was the Queen harmed? Was she found? What about the rest of the royal family?

 

She was found safe. As it turned out, a few of the maids serving them at the time had been unfrozen too and felt it was their express duty to ensure the protection of the Queen.

 

So, they safely removed her from where she was, wherever that was, and took her to a remote location in some village somewhere.

 

At least, that’s the official story that came out about her. From what I heard about the rest, the other royals were frozen but no harm, that I know of, came to them.

 

That is interesting. You’ve been nominated for an award for your work at identifying the culprits behind the graffiti among other crimes. How did that come about?

 

So, as I said before, the corgi interview was going to wait regardless. As soon as my manager explained what was happening, and with the BBC headlining the Queen’s disappearance and all that, I dropped my previous interview and went searching.

 

Helicopters flew above the castle, as news reporters droned on and on about the graffiti and this and that, and I screen-grabbed a picture of the art. See, one of the few things I learnt, back when I was young, is that graffiti artists usually had a tag.

 

A signature of sorts. Something to remember them by.

 

The trick was finding this guy’s tag.

 

And I take it, you found it from the art on the palace?

 

Matthew: Not at all, but I found similarities to the art from other pictures taken around London. The guy hadn’t just tagged the Buckingham Palace. He had tagged his way up to the palace.

 

I just had to follow the breadcrumbs backwards.

 

Caught the little bugger with a paint can in his hands and a bag as he tried to run.

 

In any case, it seemed to have propelled you from Corgi stories to more work.

 

That it has, and I am so grateful for it. Well, assuming I get to enjoy it before the meteorite ends all life as we know it.

 

Grateful for the small things.

 

Grateful for the small things.

 

---

 

[Abdul Nima is a store owner and owns one of the stores that was used by the Zane when he was in Miami. The small store isn’t so small anymore, with it being a minor tourist destination for travellers who wanted to learn about the time displaced people.]

 

Business seems to be going very well…

 

Ah, yes! Business is booming actually. Today is just one of the slow days. And even then, it’s just 10:30am. Things tend to get more active as the day continues on. 

 

And the tourism?

 

That has been the main driver for business. Every few weeks, one of those tourist buses will pull up outside the store and a set of elderly folks will walk around and ask questions about the things that were taken and my thoughts on what happened when we were frozen in time. 

 

I, as well as some of my employees, will explain that it was mostly can foods, a few drinks and toiletries that were taken. 

 

As for what I think, however, that tends to get a little tricky.

 

Tricky? Why so? You must have been angry when you came to and found out that you were missing some of your goods. 

 

[He laughs gently before sighing and looking away from me.]

 

It’s not that. On some days, especially busy days, I tell them as it comes to my mind, you know. How I was angry that they robbed me and placed IOU notes down. The tourists would chuckle as if there’s a hidden joke in my statements and then, they’d explore… 

 

[He sighs again, scratching his chin.]

 

On other days, I begin with the same story, but I tell them the importance of the IOU notes they left behind. That I see it as a promise. Somehow, in some manner, my store helped. I helped. And in those moments of reflection, I think about how it would feel. 

 

To be alive in a still world, you know. I just wish they had some peace. 

 

[He flashes a sudden awkward smile to me as he offers to show me some of the products that they took and I smile back, obliging him.]

 

But thanks to them, business is booming. 

 

[I end the interview proper here, chatting with him for a few extra minutes before leaving]

 

----

 

[The next interview is a difficult one. Daniel Longhart, CEO of Tri-force Industries, one of the richest men in the world is unlike the pictures that flood the internet when you search his name. In the pictures, he’s a clean-shaven man with a winning smile and top of the line suits whenever you see him. 

 

The man before me is not that man anymore. 

 

Instead, I’m faced with a man with unkempt hair, tired eyes and wrinkle lines. He has put on some weight through the years and he appears to be barely holding on. I had inquired as to his willingness to answer some questions with me and he remained sure that he wanted to do it. 

 

So, I’m here. The night air is cool as we sit in a small study in his family mansion in Los Angeles. There is a single bottle of wine between us. The wine is almost finished. My cup is still full]

 

How are you holding up, Mr Longhart? You are rarely seen outside your house these days.

 

[A sigh escapes him. His attention seems to be somewhere else as he sighs again. Slumped in his chair, he reaches for his almost empty cup of wine.]

 

Do you know that a blink happens in a tenth of a second? Tenth of a second. So quick, you don’t even notice it on most days. Each blink captures a snapshot of the world before you, like a vintage camera of sorts. And the video gets sent to memory. 

 

I am not doing well, if I’m being honest with you. 

 

[He chuckles but there’s no humour in it.]

 

No one in this house is. It’s been a few years since, but it still feels like it just happened. Laura won’t let the kids leave the house. 

 

At least, not without telling them that she loves them continuously. And then they would try to leave, get to the gate… or sometimes, get farther to an intersection before turning back and returning home. 

 

And for me? Why would I leave? 

 

I used to think, used to believe that I had to get out there to work just so that my family can continue on. Bills to pay, companies to manage. 

 

[He empties the cup before emptying the wine bottle into the cup. After that, he signals for more before continuing.]

 

I’m not saying that I didn’t spend time with them. I did. We went for exquisite holidays. We travelled the world. We did everything but apart from the days we were away, I don’t think I ever really saw them as much at home. 

 

They are my children. I love them with everything in me. And after Casey, well… What is outside this house that I can’t get? Or do? Is it work? I can work from home. I work from home. 

 

And meetings? I’m guessing the shareholders aren’t too keen on the face of the company not being, well… the ‘face’?

 

And what do they want to do? Fire me from my company. 

 

If they could, they might as well have done that. But they can’t. For the foreseeable future, the company is still mine. I’m still producing results. 

 

That said…

 

That said?

 

[He looks at me, for the first time since the interview began. His eyes radiate a sadness that penetrates me. His gaze shifts to the phone in my hand and he sighs.]

 

Not while the recording is ongoing, Chris. 

 

[He takes a swig out of his cup before clearing his throat and sitting straight. I feel to chase that thread down but perhaps at a later date.]

 

What do you miss most about her?

 

Everything. 

 

She was a brilliant little fireball of potential. Always questioning. Always cheeky. She loved to travel. She is the one that got us to travel as a family. She tried to give everyone as much of her time as she could, especially every time she returned from college.

 

[He laughs. It’s a pure sound]

 

There was this one time, I was visiting one of the Tri-force’s branch offices. I believe this was in Scotland. It was freezing as hell… Yeah, Scotland. I had finished the meetings that got me there in the first place and was returning to the hotel I was spending the night in. 

 

It had snowed that day and I was freezing. So, as you can imagine, I was rushing to get back to my room for some much-needed warmth. 

 

And as the door opens, there she was. Mugs of hot chocolate on the table, as well as a stack of pizza. And not only her, she had, somehow, gathered the whole family into this one bedroom and decided to throw some sort of slumber party. 

 

The room was warmer than I could ever get it that night. 

 

[I clear my throat before speaking though it was a tad difficult]

 

She sounds like an angel…

 

She was. 

 

From the testimonies I could get from some of her friends, it is clear that she loved you all greatly.

 

[Mr Longhart stares at me. His gaze is intense, and I feel like looking away. After a while, he reaches into a drawer by the table and retrieves what I could only guess to be a small photo book. He sighs with a small smile before handing the book to me.]

 

Is this a photo book of her?

 

[His smile widens, and he nods for me to open it. I oblige before pausing on the first page. There’s a small inscription that reads:

 

‘To my love and my life, Chris’

 

My heartbeat drowns the rest of the background sound in the room as I gently leaf through the photo-book. As I see the pictures, the memory blossoms in my mind like a rose bud. The memories become clear, as if I’m living through it once more. Tears well up in my eyes]

 

She loved you, Chris. 

 

She told us about you the winter before it all happened. Said that she planned to marry you as soon as she was done with college and got a job. Laura accepted it easily. It was a lot more difficult for me. I thought you were with her because of me. Thought you got with her for the money. I was wrong.

 

I loved her. 

 

And she loved you. 

 

At the end of the day, that’s all that is left. 

 

[I look up at him with tears flowing freely down my face and he gives me a smile before moving to hug me. I let him as I begin to sob uncontrollably.]

 

---

 

The tea mug is empty, and the night has more or less gone. I can see the beginning of dawn already at the horizon, with the sun rays streaking across the sky and illuminating everything around me. My body is stiff from the effort, but I believe the effort was worth it. 

 

I wipe the tears in my eyes as I finish editing the last interview with Casey’s dad. It hadn’t been planned but it seemed right, to get something from a family member of the victims. And I was close to her dad so, it made it easier. I will have to send an updated copy to the publishers but that can wait a while longer

 

I still wish I had gotten something from Zane’s parents, but no one has seen them since time restarted. There’s a dark rumour going around about possible deaths. I pray that isn’t the case, but it wouldn’t be the first report of such a thing. 

 

They wouldn’t be the first. 

 

And as more reports go public on the casualties, more might follow suit. 

 

I save the new document and create a few back-ups before returning to my bed. As I lay on the pillow, my hand finds the photo book underneath it and I bring it out. It has become my nightly ritual. To go down memory lane with her. 

 

My therapist has said that I need to eventually move on from it and I agree. 

 

I will eventually move on. 

 

It just doesn’t have to be today. 

 

It can be any other day. 

 

But today, I’m going to go down memory lane with her. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fin

 

This marks the end of Counting The Seconds. 

Thanks for reading.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A little extra

 

 

 

 

 

Sneak peek at another story coming soon…

 

Alpha. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

-

 

The lady screamed soundlessly out of frustration before steeling herself for the task ahead. Doing her best to move silently, she quickened her steps back to where she kept all her stuff. She knew her chances of escape were slim, but she couldn’t sit around. She wanted to try. It was the only thing that made sense to her in the moment. Lifting the small backpack, she carried around to the windowsill, she looked out of the room and towards the lake for a moment before pushing the backpack out of the window. 

 

She hoped it would at least float for while she got her bearings. The stones she had placed in the bag weren’t heavy, but she wasn’t certain on how long the backpack would remain bobbing around in the lake. She exited the room in haste and made her way down the long white corridor. She walked with an effort, though she mentally screamed at herself to run. But she didn’t. Nodding to the white-clad woman behind the counter, she flashed a quick smile and turned towards the doors to the stairs. At the corner of her vision, she saw the receptionist reach for what she assumed was the phone and she moved faster.

I just need to get to the fire escape. If I can get there, I can maybe survive the day… 

She opened the door to the stairs and began running down it, carefully. She knew it would be a tragedy if she fell. Not now that the receptionist has alerted them. After all, she wasn’t supposed to move about the building without an escort. Speeding up, she took two stairs at a time, her grip on the railings tight enough to make her fist pale with effort. She felt like she should start jumping but she quickly dismissed the fool thought. She just had to get out. 

Once on the ground floor, she crouched and made her way towards the entrance of the building. Just as she was nearing the foyer of the building, she heard the subdued sounds of conversation and she stopped. She wanted to leave without anyone noticing the route she took. Walking out the front door had turned into a risk. Instead, she turned and made her way to the emergency exit doors instead. 

 

As soon as she got to the emergency exit doors, she tried to open the fire escape door but it only creaked, giving way a little but not enough. She could see the light of her freedom on the other side as well as what was blocking the door. She looked around, her panic rising until her eyes settled on a metal bar laying just underneath the staircase. She reached under it and pulled it out. It weighed heavy in her hands. 

No matter, she thought to herself, as she faced the fire exit. 

The fire exit opened outwards, but it was barred up with a set of metal furnishings that had been piled up. She believed that to be a deliberate action taken by her captors.

Maybe this place was never safe to begin with. 

She tested the metal bar to see if it could fit through the slit of the door and her mood brightened when it did. She faced a dilemma, however. The inhabitants of the building were unaware of the events going on and she wanted to largely keep it that way. She was being hunted and her oppressors were delicately going from room to room asking about her. She found the fulcrum of the furniture outside and placed the metal bat just next to it, in a way that could force it to topple. She knew that once it did, the sound it made would be loud enough to give her position away and that terrified her. 

She considered her options carefully. She checked underneath the stairs again to see if there was any other thing she could use for her safety and eventual escape but found nothing. She had to go deeper underneath, crawling through the holes in some of the discard equipment and wooden boards discarded there. 

There is nothing. How can there be nothing? Jesus… Come on, think. Think, dammit…

Then an idea came to her. One that was risky but with a potentially high payoff. She returned to the front of the fire exit and tried crawling her way underneath the stairs one more time, to see how fast she could pull it off and how she would have to do it. The first time made her curse quietly. 

The openings in the gaps of equipment underneath the stairs made it hard to climb through with speed. Everything croaked in a way that would give her position away. She had to gently move a few things about before she could safely and quickly get in and out. Once under the stairs, she saw that she could obscure herself with a black tarp she had found. The idea to cover herself hadn't been pleasant but she wasn't in a place to choose. 

Once she was satisfied with her hiding place, she climbed back out from underneath the stairs and took hold of the metal bar once more. Saying a quick prayer to no god in particular, she pushed against the object at the other end. Nothing happened. She gritted her teeth and tried again, putting her whole weight behind it. She felt the metal bar move like the object was giving way to her and she rejoiced. She waited for the first object to fall to the ground before she started crawling back to her hiding space underneath the stairs. As she was covering herself with the tarp, there was a louder clang of objects falling and the fire escape door flew open. 

She drew the tarp closer until it was covering all but her eyes. Then there was silence. She gulped heavily as the silence seemed to drag for a long while before she began to hear the sound of running. 

They're on the stairs. 

Her attackers ran down, darting out the fire escape door with a speed that terrified her. She wouldn't have been able to run fast enough to evade any of them, had she decided to actually go out through the door. Five bodies pass her, and she watched as all of them ran out, shouting at each other. She hoped it would be enough to fool them. Her bag was still in the water, floating aimlessly. She prayed that they bought it. She hoped they took it as she drowned while trying to escape from their judgement. 

She wasn't sure but she didn't want to jinx it until it actually felt true. As she began to twist herself in a way as to get comfortable, she saw a pair of legs walk back into the building, pausing at the fire escape door. She held her breath. That was something she was proud about. She could hold her breath for minutes if the occasion demanded it and this was one such occasion. She swallowed and waited with the pair of feet. And after what felt like eternity, the feet moved back out of the building. 

She slowly let out her breath, making sure to not make any sound in the process. She was about to sigh out of temporarily relief before she heard the sentence that made her blood run cold. 

"I've found her. She's underneath the stairs. I can see her." 

She screamed as her eyes locked on to another pair of eyes staring intently at her. 

-—

He watched her get dragged out by his men and grumbled out of annoyance. The fact that she had tried to escape from him irked him so much, he had half the mind to kill her on the spot and feed her to his pets. But he wasn't going to do that. She was far too important. Far too knowledgeable. He nodded for his men to take her back to where she had escaped from. She was never going to see the outside world, that much he had sworn to himself. 

Flicking his nose, he commanded one of his men to secure the fire escape once more. it had been a good plan though he questioned the relevancy the day it was suggested. And now that he had reaped the rewards, he had to pay off the bet he had taken on it. He grimaced and walked back inside, making his way up the stairs in a slow and deliberate fashion. The building reeked of dirt and the stench of unwashed humans and he didn't understand why he was stuck there. 

You know why. Damn bastards, he chastised himself. 

He was going all the way to the uppermost floor to report back on the events that had occurred. He wasn't pleased with having to report back to him, but he had no choice. Even now, he could feel his mind searching for him and he hastened his steps a bit. He didn't want to be disciplined. The last time that had happened, he hadn't been able to eat for a month. It damn near killed him in the process. He snarled and began to jog up the stairs. 

You're wasting my time. A foreign thought dominated his mind and he winced. 

I'm sorry, sir. On my way, he thought back hurriedly.

He could still hear her shouting and fighting one of his men on his way up. It made him chuckle. She really did have some spark in her. He wished his master would let him have her though. She was a liability and he strongly believed she had outlived her usefulness to them. It was about time she died. And it would be for a good cause too. That made him grin. 

 

He got to the top floor and walked through a set of double doors into a reception like area. He watched as she got dragged to the left of him, down a long corridor, after which she was thrown into a room. he turned right and sped down the corridor till he reached the end. The corridor curved left to another set of large glass doors that opened automatically when he drew near. The room was large and circular, though designed similar to that of an operating theatre.  

His gaze fixed on the man in the middle of the room, wearing only a pair of black tight trousers. The man stood on his tiptoes with his eyes closed, holding a knife in his hand. There was a human tied and gagged, laying on a table in front of the man. Even from here, he could hear the human whine, sobbing quietly for mercy. He simply shook his head and stood to the side of the door. 

You made it in time for the ceremony, his master said to him mentally. 

Yes sir, he replied solemnly. 

Good. Let us begin.
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