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Chapter 4 
 
The lambs at the abattoir 
 

It had been a gorgeous evening. Now that the sun was 
down, a warm breeze filled the air and Queen Street was 
lined with patio lanterns gently swinging in the wind. 
Terraces were swarming with people and live music. 

“Derrick…” called out my sister Milda. She rushed to 
catch up to me on the sidewalk, out of breath and self aware 
of her bouncing parts, her less fortunate attributes. 

“Walking me home?” I replied 

I loved my sister to pieces but she was high maintenance. 
Our brother Joey, our elder sibling, had left home at quite a 
young age when he got married, leaving behind Milda and I 
as the partners in crime of the Reznor household. The move 
to Waterloo was also a difficult time for us, school was tough 
on Milda and her physique was nothing more than a reason to 
be bullied. She struggled with a weight issue all her life and it 
seemed as though her meat eating days had provided enough 
baby fat for a lifetime. 

“How have you been?” I asked, we hadn’t had a chance to 
chat. 

“I guess I’d be lying if I told you I was good,” she replied. 

“Talk to your older brother” I said as I put my arm around 
her and pulled her closer. 

“Well, it’s hard, you know? No job, no boyfriend, no 
plans.” 

“What’s the hurry? You’re in your early thirties.” 
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Milda was going through a major period of self evaluation 
mixed with personal crucifixion. She was playing her own 
devil’s advocate and the longer she looked in the mirror the 
more ugly she felt. She was 33 going on 18 and looking like 
50. Most of her intimate relationships had been abusive and it 
was a pattern she had come to adopt as an existence. She’d 
get all tangled up in relationships and the older she got, the 
more desperate she became. Men saw it. My sister was born 
wearing a lamb costume and all the wolves sniffed her from 
miles. 

“I know it’s hard, but you gotta shake it off. Look at me, 
I’m single too and can’t seem to forget her. 

“Still thinking about Laurie?” she asked. 
I had been in love once. When I first moved to Waterloo, 

there was this girl, Laurie Joshmen, Peter’s sister. Her parents 
were wealthy enough to afford a move to Asia in preparation 
for the pandemic. 

Laurie and I met when only teenagers, I was 13 she was 
12. We grew up side by side like any other kid only by the 
age of 16 it was time we stopped playing and started dating. 

I would take her fishing on Sunday mornings and tell her 
how I’d marry her; she would respond; “I’ll say yes, Derrick 
Reznor”. A couple of years later the pandemic showed its 
first signs on that summer of 505. Kazmo’s life-saving plan 
was finalized and he began his full-scale presidential 
campaign. Underneath one of his campaign banners on 
Aberdeen Road, Laurie broke the sad news. 

“With all that pandemic talk, my parents are considering a 
move to Everest” she expressed, with much sadness.  

“What, when?” I replied in shock 
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“They will let me know in a few days. It’s going to be 
soon, I don’t think we'll get to watch the leaves turn color 
together” 

“No, that’s awful. Stay with us” I suggested. 

“I’m sorry Derrick, I don’t think that’s going to change 
my father’s mind” 

Just as she suspected, less than a week after, and at least 4 
weeks sooner than I believed, the Joshmens packed it all up, 
sold or gave away everything they owned. Peter decided to 
stay behind as he started his job at the precinct. The house 
was up for sale and a young couple with a baby boy moved in 
sometime after. The woman and her son never made it 
through the pandemic.  

Laurie was the only girl I ever really understood and 
loved; my first and would be my last. My mother tried to 
make me understand there were many women out there and 
how Laurie would soon be but a memory. I was too busy 
being broken hearted to listen to her wisdom. 

“Derrick, one day this will seem like 10 minutes of your 
life,” said my mother. 

Laurie and I did what every young idealistic adult could, 
we pretentiously embarked on a love saving mission. We 
committed to a long-term relationship. We would make it 
work, and believed that everyone who failed before didn’t 
love each other the way we did. Ignorance was bliss. 

“It’ll work mom, in a year or so, after the pandemic, we’ll 
be together again” I would say. 

At first we kept in touch daily, then every other day and 
soon enough it was once a week. We communicated through 
the standard ways of telepathy then SIP (Satellite Intellect 
Phoning) and soon, the oldest way possible, mail. 
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Telepathy is most probably the technological wonder of 
the new world. Teleportation, time travel and long distance 
space travels still proved to be challenging and in some cases, 
an obvious resolution of impossibility. 

All the exciting 21st century expectations of the future 
soon became nothing more than dated sci-fi clichés. Scientist 
stopped being interested in gadgets long ago. In fact, the 
technological revolution took a serious nosedive by the end 
of the 3rd century and at the Innovation World Trade Show of 
333, the attendance had dropped by nearly 50% compared to 
that of 323. It seemed like everything had been done and 
technological innovation was no longer stimulating. It 
became nothing more than cheap card tricks performed by 
very average magicians. Mind skills were the new 
technological focus.  

What can we achieve with the 2 pounds of meat between 
our ears? Can we levitate, move objects, run faster, jump 
higher, record conversations, take eye-pictures, read minds 
or infiltrate thoughts? What are the limits of our bodies? 
Such were the questions on every mind. People invested on 
their evolution as a species, that’s where efforts were 
invested. 

Besides pushing the limits of our mind, like telepathy and 
telekinesis, applied bionic engineering became especially 
popular. Now user friendly, DIY technological implants like 
SIP, Camera eye, watch wrist and neuro-hard-drives (all 
cancer free) were easy enough for anyone to install with 
inexpensive surgeries. 

The scientific advancements of our generation made the 
past look rudimentary. We acquired our own psychological 
and medical cures. Quantum physics became common 
knowledge. We acquired a healthy sense of self-procurement 
by manufacturing our own utensils, tools... everything under 
the sun. One could build a transporter in less than a week; as 
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simple as baking a pie. Companies didn’t make money 
selling consumer-packaged goods like blenders, toasters, 
towels, plates, chocolate bars or shampoo. They sold the raw 
materials for in-home manufacturing or supplied services like 
SIP or consulting. Another great improvement to our life on 
planet Earth was the great return to basic materials. Metal, 
fibers, glass, wood, clay, all these materials were part of a 
crafty man’s palette. Plastics were banned, if it didn’t come 
from Earth, it couldn’t be used. Sustainability efforts of the 
21st Century were nothing compared to the new world’s 
Green Laws and Sanctions. 

Telepathy had become common practice for most. It was a 
skill learned at home at a very young age and later perfected 
in school. It was accessible to many and inborn to some. By 
the beginning of the year 462, the Body and Mind 
Association of the American Land reported that 2 out of 10 
children aged 2 years old or younger were capable of basic 
telepathy, this suggested it was innate. 

The problem with telepathy is how difficult it was to keep 
up. Like every other mind trick, it required a lot of 
concentration often resulting in nasty side effects. It wasn’t 
made for 2 hour long discussions or long distances, across 
oceans. 

“Laurie? Derrick here can I connect?” 

“Yes of course baby, how have you been?” 
We’d talk everyday, the usual; I love you, love you more, 

all the silly ways young adults in love share their feelings for 
one another. The first week was fine, the second became 
hard, third harder, fourth hardest. 

“I love talking to you, except for the headaches” 

“Yeah, I know” she agreed 
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“My mother told me telepathy could play tricks on our 
minds and be exhausting. I believe her now” 

“I get mood swings, nasty attitude… I'm a wreck,” she 
added. 

And that was the beginning of the end. 
We eventually gave up on telepathy. With more than 

13 000km apart, telepathy was strenuous so SIP seemed like 
the next viable solution. 

Teenagers were inserted a SIP device behind the left ear 
which served as a telepathic “cell phone”. What was once an 
expensive surgery had become affordable and simple. 
Telepathy was quick and needed no “dialing” but 
concentration levels were considerably high given white 
noise and random thoughts or fatigue. SIP however, offered 
effortless, controlled and filtered telepathic conversations to 
exclusive parties involved. It was a transmitter of thoughts, a 
converter from the mind to the digital and vice versa. Users 
would still engage in a telepathic conversation, only SIP was 
the transmitter. It wasn’t uncommon for SIP users to speak 
out loud. In many ways, it was no different from thinking out 
loud. The problem with SIP: It was a billed service. We were 
faced with massive bills at the end of the month and for 
young lovers without careers, our finances couldn’t sustain 
the luxury of our “I love yous”. 

Sadly, she and I gave up on SIP as well and finally 
brought our communication down to good old pen to paper, 
envelop and stamp. I mailed letters every week and before I 
knew it, a year had gone by and the correspondence had not 
only faded but our romance was beginning to taste like cold 
leftovers. She began expressing how pointless it was given 
the probability of never moving back to the American Land. 
She was also falling in love with Everest and found a new 
home there. 
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In one of her last letters, she suggested that I stop waiting 
and move on. I was an optimistic fool, kept writing letters 
and once in a while she would write back hinting that the 
people in Everest were nice and school was fantastic. She 
was sounding like an old friend. 

Added to the communication challenge was the pandemic 
quarantine period. It lasted well over 15 months 
incommunicado. It proved the out of sight, out of mind 
theory valid.  

Once Kazmo was elected, everything changed for the 
worse. The American Land became cut off from the rest of 
the world. Parasites polluted the airwaves along with satellite 
transmissions. Telepathy with the rest of the world had 
always been difficult to maintain. It was now impossible. 
Mail remained operational but clearly ineffective, letters 
often came back address unknown.  

The world outside the American Land seemed lost to us. 
In her last letter, Laurie mentioned her boyfriend’s name 

right away, urging me to move on. I kept this letter for a long 
time. I still have it somewhere in a box of junk from many 
years ago. 

“My dearest Derrick, 

As Andrew and I sit on the balcony of our beautiful home, 
the mountains make me realize how much beauty the world 
has to offer. I understand from your letters that you are 
holding on. Holding on to something that I am afraid will 
only hurt you in the end. I hope one day, you can find beauty 
and love again, like I did. Find the beauty that surrounds you 
and enjoy it, instead of hanging on to something that deprives 
you of so much joy. Life is grand Derrick, grand but short.  I 
beg you to let me go and be free from this relationship. It is 
no longer something I believe in and by now as you know, I 
have moved on. I’m so sorry. Promise me you will invest your 
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energy in something that gives back to you, something 
rewarding, I can no longer offer you. 

I am so happy to hear almost everyone back home 
survived the pandemic. If you get a chance, say hello to your 
family, give my brother much love. Tell him my parents and I 
miss him very much and we hope the precinct treats him well. 
Tell him to write us, dammit… Ha, ha, ha! My last letter to 
him has gone unanswered. My parents send their love as well 
and everyone here is doing fine. 

I hope to see you again one day Derrick, but you need to 
remember that when I do, if I do, it will be as friends, good 
friends. 

Luv always Laurie xx” 
Ouch! Spelling Love L-U-V said it all. It’s a spelling 

hybrid between love and friendship that no man ever needs. I 
had to let go, but after a few beers in the early hours of the 
morning, I missed her. At 3:00am, every single drunken fool 
is in love with an ex-girlfriend. 

 
My sister and I continued our walk home and it was clear 

to me that she was holding in something. 
“Sis, what’s up?” I stopped and asked her. 

“You’re going to object, I know,” she said, looking away. 
“Object, to what?” 

“I was offered a job,” she said timidly 
“That’s great! And…” I responded slightly confused and 

waiting for the punch line.  
“It’s out of town and not exactly what you’d expect” 

“You’re killing me sis, spit it out” 
“I’ve been offered a job at Kazmo enterprises” 
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“Well, you’re right. I object!” I answered. 
“I know, but the pay is really good, they offer benefits that 

are out of this world and the training required is minimal” she 
responded with enthusiasm, desperate to sound convincing. 

“Ready money is Aladdin's lamp…” I mumbled. “Will 
you be working at the head office downtown in Aubrey 
Hills?” I asked confused. 

“No at the WASP Center up in the desert.”  

“Figures” I responded, “in the desert, doing what?”  
“I’m not sure, the recruiting officer said that different jobs 

were available and that surely one would be offered after my 
evaluation.” 

“How will you get there? You can’t go through Aubrey 
Hills? Through the reserve is insane, morning and night!” 

“It’s an internal position. I’ll be a resident with come-and-
go privileges” 

“They’ll let you drive through Aubrey Hills to visit in 
Waterloo?” Didn’t make any sense to me. 

“There’s a shuttle bus to Waterloo every 2nd week” 
“Milda, this sounds incredulous. Please don’t be offended 

sis, but you and I, we’re the same, we come from Waterloo. 
Education is not our greatest achievement. We do manual 
labor. Sure, we do it well, but we are not biologists, 
ecologists, doctors or scientists… or whatever… so why 
you”? 

“Well, is it so hard to believe that a woman like me can 
work there?” She asked, getting irritated. 

“I just don’t see what the World Animal Special 
Protection needs from blue collar workers like us. Doing 
what? Cleaning animal poop all day long?” 
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“I just don’t understand why you can’t be happy or 
supportive,” she pleaded, exhausted. 

“I can’t stop you from going there, but it will change you. 
You will be dancing with the devil.” I explained. 

“Dancing with the devil? You know Derrick, you sound 
just like every Waterloonans who just can’t understand or 
accept the success of others. You see evil in every big 
corporation. Anti-conformists who blame “the system” for 
their misfortune and social status-” 

“Wow” I answered flabbergasted. “That’s a pot calling the 
kettle black?” I continued. 

Milda had grown tired of my questions and skepticism and 
her naivety had me exhausted as well. By then, no matter 
what I said offended her and vice-versa. I suggested we pause 
to calm down. We stopped walking. Sat down on a short 
cement curb at the entry of a condominium project owned 
and operated by none other than, Kazmo. 

“Pretty ironic” she said pointing at the for rent sign with 
the Kazmo Real-estate logo underneath. 

We chuckled. 

“I want you too be happy, but I hear people who go work 
at WASP don’t quite come back, especially women. I’m just 
afraid of loosing you. Mom and Dad will be devastated, 
imagine how they’ll feel... their only daughter” 

“What the hell do you think they do over there?” she 
asked. 

Everyone who left Waterloo to work at the Kazmo WASP 
Center forgot about family.  

“When was the last time you heard from your friend. She 
left to work there, no?” I asked. 
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Milda’s friend Isabelle had been recruited a couple of 
week prior. 

“I’m supposed to see her tomorrow night” she replied. 
Milda would eventually find out that the meeting with her 
friend would be canceled. She, apparently, had a good reason. 

Working at the Kazmo WASP center was a big deal. The 
Centre never hired anyone for a short amount of time. Once 
you had a job at the center, you were given a life, a life of 
wealth, decadence, luxury, entertainment and prestige within 
the very secretive community of Aubrey Hills –so the story 
went. It was all the glitter and gold which made many people 
want to work at WASP. Strange thing was, no one could 
apply; WASP chose you. When you were offered a job, you 
had the option of refusing but if you accepted, you signed 
your life away. Guards, janitors, operators and administrator 
all knew what they signed up for. The shittiest day at a 
WASP office out-weighted the best day at a Waterloo office 
just in rewards, spiffs and incentives. For many, it was worth 
turning their back to their past. 

WASP could afford high payroll. Every department was 
profitable and reducing costs was daily practice. I couldn’t 
understand how a Center dedicated to the safekeeping and 
breeding of animals could manage to pay their staff such 
salaries, but they did, with bonuses and hefty expense 
accounts. 

By 10:30PM, my sister and I made peace. I reluctantly 
congratulated her on the start of a new career, hugged her and 
exchanged kind words. We continued our walk down Queen 
Street, she turned on Waverley, I continued alone. I paused, 
looked back and watched as she walked away in a mist of 
soft rain, under streetlights and I hoped she’d be okay. 
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Chapter 5 
 
Sleeping on a full stomach 
 

As the clouds began to smother the sky and soft raindrops 
offered a warning, I continued my walk home with a strange 
sensation, like someone was watching me. Although sleep 
was the only thing on my mind, I couldn’t find comfort. After 
tossing and turning several times, my suspicions were 
confirmed. I heard a voice, a woman’s voice. 

“Derrick Reznor?” 
I looked around, reluctant to answer, assuming my mind 

was playing tricks on me. 
“Derrick Reznor?” insisted the voice. 

“Yes?” I answered, confused. 
I felt a soft touch on my shoulder. Turned around but no 

one was there. 
“Where are you? Who are you?” I asked looking 

everywhere. 
“Son of Mitchell Reznor?” the voice continued. 

“Yes. What do you want?” 
“I need a moment of your time,” she answered. 

“Is my father alright?” 
“He is fine -” 

“Then leave me alone, I’m tired, it’s late.” I interrupted 
and ended the telepathic transmission. 
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It wasn’t a voice I recognized and quite frankly, for a 
stranger to reach out this late, I wasn’t impressed. It stopped. 
Not another word was spoken again. 

My mind had been shutdown to telepathy all night. I knew 
my telepathic skills quite well and was an avid user, one who 
knew how to work it, when to work it and when not, yet 
someone had managed to reach unbidden. 

 

Telepathy was somewhat easy to learn. Supporting 
telepathic skills were a different story. Filtering skills for 
starters, were difficult to master. We learned to limit thoughts 
to a single conversation instead of thinking about your bills, 
the comfort level of your underpants or how ridiculous the 
person you’re conversing with might be. When 
communicating through thoughts, one was an open book, and 
without proper training, divulging more than was needed 
happened, a lot. Filtering skills became an absolute must. 
Telepathy was developed at the expense of many lives and it 
took no time to make its way into the criminal venue. The 
communication form quickly went from being a novelty to a 
legal headache. The moment teachers and scientists decoded 
its complexity and made it accessible to the average Joe, it 
snowballed and took on gigantic criminal proportions. The 
elderly and children were robbed of their private thoughts. 
Criminals infiltrated minds with secrets so as to blackmail, 
harassed or interrogate in the name of vigilante justice. Some 
of the susceptible were even pushed to commit crimes or to 
self-harm. Just two years after the first telepathic conference 
was held, an attendee with malicious intentions infiltrated a 
dozen people and pushed them to suicide, all within a period 
of two weeks. Minds, like white snow, were too ready to be 
stained with blood. Taking secrets and finding hidden 
fortunes was like taking candy from a child.  
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Luckily, when the government still gave a damn about 
people, rich and poor, the vulnerable were protected and thus 
filtering skills were developed and incorporated into the 
school curriculum in no time. White-noise chips were also 
developed and surgically implanted behind the ears of those 
in need of protection or ill intent. The Görthler helmet was 
another form of prevention, one less discreet but efficient. It 
wasn’t the nicest piece of headwear but it was impenetrable. 
Many wore the helmet, some still do. Doctor Görthler is 
enjoying an early retirement somewhere, I can tell you that. 

 
It was nearly 11:00 pm when I entered my home. A tirade 

of hard raindrops hit the windows on the south side of my 
pad. I walked across my living room and opened windows 
facing north. I had a cozy apartment, one I enjoyed. The 
living room and kitchen shared an open space while the 
bedroom and bathroom shared the rest of the floor plan. I 
decorated the walls with old 3rd century art reproductions and 
my furniture was somewhat old but well chosen. I was 
fortunate enough to have leather kitchen chairs, passed down 
from my parents when they redecorated years back. Leather, 
for obvious reasons, had become quite rare and expensive. I 
covered them with fabric like an old lady and unveiled them 
only when in good company. 

I brushed my teeth, cleaned my face, stripped down to my 
underpants and t-shirt and made my way to the couch where I 
laid awake in a bunch of cushions, under a blanket and the 
comforting sound of the rain. I often slept in the living room, 
that’s what you do when you’re single; you spoon with the 
back of a couch and fall asleep to feeds on the screen. 

I was overtired, had jimmy legs and a million thoughts. 
Inevitably my thoughts drifted to Laurie. It made me angry to 
be holding on to a love so far gone, from such a long time 
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ago. I was 39 and this romance was 20 years prior, pathetic of 
me. 

“Bet if I saw her again, I wouldn’t think much of her.” I 
mumbled as I stared at the ceiling. “She must have a bunch of 
kids by now.” Anything to appease my memory, I suppose. 

“Enough already, sleep man!” 

I did what I always do when unable to sleep: I tried 
thinking of 5 actors whose names began with the letter A; 
then move to B, I eventually fell asleep somewhere around H. 

My dreams travelled where chaos ruled. There were 
savages everywhere eating raw meat right off the bones. 
Some were standing while others crouched down in a field 
populated with naked trees and bushes that poked at me like 
old witch fingers. The savages’ hands were covered elbow 
high in blood and the full moon caste light rays on the 
cannibals the way spotlights shine on lead sopranos at an 
opera. Orange and yellowish rays of lights rose from 
crevices, as if hell shone through. A part of it felt real, too 
real. My hands felt fat and covered in rings and tattoos. I 
carried a few extra pounds and wore a shirt covered in food 
stains and blood. The chaos began to amuse me. The savages 
felt like my children, that Laurie mothered. I embraced every 
moment of the nightmare, it felt like home, comforting and 
welcoming. Disturbing. 

A voice from earlier on made its way into my head again. 
I could smell her, could see her. She was outstanding. She 
flitted her way through the chaos as if savages couldn’t harm 
her. She wore a beautiful white dress that the breeze pulled to 
one side, revealing the splendor of her pale legs. A thin 
brown belt accented her slender silhouette and her light 
brown hair floated in the wind while a pale pink scarf almost 
got away. She sat down on a rock near by and dazed into my 
eyes. I was speechless. Her enchanting voice, like that of a 
siren luring me to the blackness of the sea, spoke. 
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“Derrick?” she whispered. 
“Who are you?” I answered out loud in my sleep, I think. 

“We need you,” she continued. “You must help us.” 
“What?” 

“Kazmo is not what he seems,” she continued. 
“Kazmo?” I asked. “He’s a fraud!” 

“He is not a fraud, he is my father…-” she said. 
What a bucket of cold water. That’s all I needed to hear. I 

woke up. Her beauty vanished like sand through my fingers.  
“Kazmo.” I thought to myself, to hell with that. 

My alarm rang at 7:00am the next morning and the rest of 
my night had been nothing more than light sleep. It was a 
cold wet morning and the rainstorm was loosing its charm, it 
painted everything grey. On my way to the bathroom, 
something caught my attention. There was a trail of mud 
from the wall to the living room coffee table, as if someone 
had walked through the wall, to the coffee table, inches from 
where I slept. It was very disconcerting. 

“A home invasion?” I questioned… 
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Chapter 6 
 
Mud pie 
 

Getting myself to work was as difficult as starting up an 
old tractor. Sudoku or Crosswords? Another coffee? I wasn’t 
feeling the job, hadn’t slept well and the dirt on my living 
room floor had me perplexed. Ten sun salutations and half a 
dozen downward dogs later I walked over to my transporter 
and unlocked the safety; sat behind the commands. I 
concluded that whoever invaded my house didn’t want me 
gone. Who might have wandered through and why were the 
mystery. 

I started the dynamos on the porter and soon enough it 
lifted off the ground and carried me to work. Transporters 
were the most common form of transportation. Although still 
in the English dictionary, the word car was limited to a 
reference to 4 wheel vehicles used between the 19th, 20th and 
22nd Centuries. Transporters were easy to build and 
functioned with magnetism, just like gliders. All operated on 
a magnetic transfer and gravity. I had built mine 2 years prior 
as a celebration of a salary increase. The sand colored interior 
still looked sharp and my blue and green chameleon paint job 
gave it the mean streaked I always enjoyed in my rides. I 
stopped to get my usual 2nd coffee, two milks –no sugar, and 
that’s when I received a call from my mother. 

“Sweetheart, I was worried about you,” she said 
“Worried, why?” 

“You seemed distant, preoccupied last night at dinner. Is 
everything okay?” 
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“Yes. I just completed a night shift and starting a day shift. 
It screws me up every time.” I explained.  

“Are you getting enough sleep?” she asked. 
“Well, I had this dream last night. I was standing in what 

seemed like the reserve and all these savages were around me 
devouring meat…-” 

“Ah, you know they’re cannibals don’t you?” she 
interrupted. 

“They’re hungry, mom, period. They’ll eat anything” I 
responded. 

“Well you were probably dreaming about them because of 
yesterday’s discussion at the party” she suggested. Made 
sense. My mother was a beautiful and sweet person but her 
ability to listen without interrupting or drawing premature 
conclusions needed improvement, that’s who I got it from. 

“There was this woman in my dream. She appeared 
completely out of context. Like she was in the dream but not 
part of it, it’s hard to explain.” Pausing for a moment, I 
debated whether to tell her about the mud. Her emotional 
minefield called out for me, I entered. Told her about the 
mud. Big mistake! Boom! 

“Oh my! Derrick, this is serious, you must call the police” 

“The police, why? So I can tell them someone in my 
dream dirtied my apartment floor?” I asked. 

“No one from your dream dirtied your floor. Someone was 
in your apartment, son. You probably sensed their presence 
and incorporated them into your dream. You ab-so-lu-te-ly 
need to report a break-in” she insisted. 

“It’ll be fine-” 
“Mitchell,” she called out for my dad. “Derrick had a 

home invasion last night!” 
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He, of course, wheeled his way into the kitchen with a 
million questions. The minefield doubled with danger. Every 
word had to be measured. Backing out was essential to my 
mental survival. 

“Slow down. No one broke in. My doors were locked, 
you’re the only ones with a spare key and there are no 
apparent signs of forced-entry anywhere.” I reassured. 

“Maybe the dirt’s from your shoes” asked my father. 

“No, I walked home with Milda. I never left the pavement. 
There’s no trail of mud on my way home and I took my shoes 
off by the door –impossible.” 

“You need to call the police,” she repeated with great 
concern. 

“Hmm, maybe I should...” My answer was dismissive but 
efficient. It appeased my mother’s concern, reassured her. 
Out of the minefield I was. 

No doubt! The dirt on my floor couldn’t be from someone 
outside the apartment. I was however, quite shaken up about 
the possibility of being wrong. A mother’s advice, fuelled by 
worries -or not- is always wise. I promised to myself that 
after work, I would call Peter. 

I was a die-cut press operator at Zening Enterprises, a 
weapons manufacturer. Finally after 3 years of training, 
management courses and hard labor, I was well on my way to 
becoming Plant Manager. My department was in charge of 
the die cutting for all hand held firearms. 

By lunchtime, I had forgotten all about my dream; ate my 
eggplant lasagna and exchanged stories with colleagues. The 
usual discussion: sex jokes, weekend plans, transporter 
maintenance, and work gossip. After a long awaited meeting 
with my supervisors, I finally got good news: I was promoted 
to Plant manager. Zening was a good place to work, they 
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manufactured ammunition and guns but they cared about 
their staff. Our weapons were manufactured for use only by 
police enforcement and security guards. Those are the words 
I uttered to myself when in need of vindication for placing 
my hand in the nasty cookie jar of weaponry. No war 
weapons were fabricated here, not at this facility anyways. 
Our meeting lasted 20 minutes, they promoted me, shook my 
boss’ hand and accepted their suggestion to Take the rest of 
the day, take it easy! The V.P. of Production, M. King, 
pointed to the door and insisted, Go on; get outta here! He 
was a hefty man in his usual 3 piece-suit with pants too short 
and an assortment of ugly ties that he always treated like a 
baby’s bib; a mustard stain, a piece of lettuce in a blob of 
mayo, ketchup, name it... If it was edible, it was on his tie. 
For Mister King, vanity was a sin. He cared for the essential 
things in life like his family and staff. He could run a shop 
with his eyes closed, a fine man, well respected and well 
balanced. King was another one of these fine people who 
could have moved to Aubrey Hills but refused to loose the 
weight, which meant dieting yet had unique come and go 
privileges in Aubrey Hills, something very few Waterloonans 
were given. 

“I run a factory. When I get home, calls about production 
issues come in and I end up having to haul my fat ass back to 
the factory. So you tell me… tell me why the hell should I 
diet so to look good enough to live in Aubrey Hills. Why? So 
that I can answer a call, minutes after I finally get home, from 
an hour commute only to drive all the way back to Waterloo? 
No thank you.” He often explained. He and his wife, a 
beautiful woman of Latino origin, would escape the factory 
life on Sundays and use their privilege to drive up to Aubrey 
Hills and eat a fine steak. He’d tell us about the sizzles, the 
aroma and the taste… We drooled and envy him. 
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“You play your cards right Derrick, Aubrey Hills may 
grant you the same privilege, one day”. He mentioned on 
several occasions. 

 

Today would be different. No more back doors to the 
parking lot. I passed by the reception desk on my way out, to 
say hello to beautiful Monica who worked in the office. With 
her usual sensual voice she congratulated me on my 
promotion. 

“So, I heard the good news, congratulations M. Reznor” 

“Already? Wow good news travels fast around here” I 
responded with a smile. 

“At my desk, everything is hot news and I know 
everything about everyone” she responded with a naughty 
smile. 

“Oh yeah? And you’re going to start calling me Mister 
Reznor now?” I asked with a grin on my face. 

“You have lost your flirting privileges with me, Sir. 
You’re management, now.” 

“Had I known I would have refused the position” 

Monica and I had been flirting back and forth for a few 
months. She was delicious looking. Possibly hired for her 
looks and her big credentials. Unfortunately for ladies in 527, 
the weapon and ammunition work place was still a good old 
boy’s club. 

Monica was of East European decent, one of few 
Easterners with a hint of an accent. I wondered if she faked it 
for sex appeal; who cares anyway. Adorned with a beauty 
mark above her lip, she was probably THE most beautiful 
woman one would ever encounter in a lifetime. Still, to this 
day, I never saw a more beautiful woman than Monica. The 
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best part about her wasn’t even her looks. Believe me or not, 
the best part of Monica was how kind she was and 
sophisticated yet tomboyish all at once. She could talk trash 
with men any day of the week, bet on Mind Olympic games 
or grease up the joints on a porter better than any men. I arm-
wrestled her once and lost, I challenged her to a beer chug 
and she won. I bought her flowers for her birthday and she 
got insulted; that was how she rolled. 

I finally made it out of the building and to my transporter 
feeling pretty good about myself considering I was now 
earning more money and had just enjoyed a flirty moment 
with Monica. Truth be told, I had Monica on my mind. She 
had left me with an urge difficult to ignore. Instead, I lived up 
to my very own promise, took my mother’s advice and called 
my friend, Officer Peter Joshmen. 

“Hi Pete. Can I come by, I need to report a home-
invasion-” 

“A home invasion? Are you okay?” he asked. 

“Yeah, yeah. It’s complicated” 
“You’re in luck, it’s paperwork time over here. I’ll be 

around ‘til 7 at least.” 
I turned my transporter around and headed towards the 

police station. It was about 3 km down a main highway that 
cut Waterloo in two. A severe rainfall made it difficult to see 
ten feet in front of me, I parked as close as I could to the 
main door and ran inside like a sorry bastard. 

Pete showed up at the front desk, his uniform was partially 
unbuttoned and he carried a pile of paper for the front desk 
clerk to handle. 

“So... did you hear from your sister and parents?” I asked. 

“Not since you and I last spoke. It’s been eight years 
already?” 
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“Yeah… Time flies” I agreed. 
We brought each other up to date on our respective lives 

and chatted about an arrest he was involved in a couple of 
days prior. We discussed my promotion and eventually 
discussed my situation, I shared my dream; explaining it in 
every detail possible. 

“Well, it sounds like a home invasion all right, but it 
doesn’t make much sense” answered Pete. 

“What can we do?” 
“Hmm… There was an incident of the sort a few weeks 

back with a colleague of ours and it sounds similar.” Said 
Pete. He paused for a moment. 

“I want you to meet someone. Come with me” 
As we walked down a carpeted hall, Pete explained that 

crossovers between dream and reality were seldom reported. 
It was considered a telepathy scam of a sort. We came to a 
half closed door with little light shining through and classical 
music playing softly. Pete knocked three times and pushed it 
opened. An older gentleman by the name of Mansour 
shuffled towards us with an inquisitive look. 

His office was quite dark with only a lamp on his desk and 
another over a table near a wall that contained case files piled 
up under magnets and strips of scotch tape. The rest of his 
office housed shelving units and table/desktops crowded with 
case folders and enough paperwork for a two year long 
origami workshop. 

“Officer Mansour, I’d like you to meet an old friend of 
mine; Derrick Reznor” 

He signalled me to wait a moment with his finger then 
lowered the volume on an old transistor radio. 
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“There! What can I do you for?” he asked as he raised his 
glasses to the top of his head. 

I repeated my story; he listened without a single sound. 
Seemingly un-interested, this man had been wowed with 
stories long before mine and had the wrinkles to prove it. 
Covered in an olive green cotton cardigan with a non-
matching plaid shirt and a full set of messy gray hair 
Mansour pondered, rubbed his chin then took a sip of his 
coffee. It had gone cold. 

Mansour’s specialties were mind invasion, telepathy fraud 
and any other mind skills leading to criminality. He left his 
desk and invited us to sit at a small round table marked with a 
permanent coffee ring, a dirty ashtray full of pistachio shells 
and a mess of bread crumbs left behind from his lunch which 
he simply brushed off with his sleeve. We sat down. 

“So, let me see if I get this right, the very same dirt or at 
least what seemed like dirt was found on your living room 
floor in the morning?” 

“Yes” I answered. 
“If you had to evaluate the distance that she walked in 

your dream compared to the distance of the footprints in your 
home would you say they are similar in distance?” he asked. 

“Yeah, I guess it’s about right” 
“She called out your name in the street then she appeared 

in your dream but like she invaded you, right?” he confirmed. 
“Yes, yes!” 

“Well, that, young man is powerful stuff” answered M. 
Mansour indicating further interest. He fidgeted in his chair 
and tucked his left foot under his thigh; assumed a new sitting 
position and prepared to take Pete and I on a journey into the 
complex mind of telepathy. 
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“First, you need to understand that our minds are always 
open. Our filtering skills are but a meditative state of mind 
that we practice in parallel to everything we do throughout 
our day. Contrary to popular belief, our minds are never shut 
down or closed to telepathy. There’s not a switch, it’s only a 
discipline we learn to master without thinking so, like 
breathing. Now when someone reaches out to us via 
telepathy, we either engage in the conversation or reject it. 
When one gets rejected, there are two things one can do, the 
first; accept it and move on. The second; go beyond psychic 
and get physical. When our mind is closed, it’s still on and 
answers to senses. A physical contact, a live interaction or a 
touch of the hand is not something the mind can ignore. What 
you experienced is a much higher level of telepathy, one only 
few telepathic practitioners master. That’s what the woman 
did, she reached out to you, got rejected then took it to a 
physical level only she was nowhere near you. She did it via 
mass nucleus, from a remote area.” Explained M. Mansour 

“Mass nucleus?” I questioned. 
“Yes. She was in your living room, yet not really. It’s 

called Quantum telemorphing. (QTM)” 
“A projection like a holograph?” I asked. 

“Oh no, this is much more elaborate, over and above 
technological holographic work. This is physiology, physics 
and psychokinesis all in one.” He explained. 

I put my soft drink down and leaned closer. 

“She used the mass nucleus or matter -whichever you 
prefer- in your apartment then created an avatar of herself, 
composed of photons and electrons: the atomic nucleus in 
your pad. She did it all from somewhere else, where is 
inconsequential.” He continued. 

“What?” I responded. Pete and I looked at each other 
confused. 
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A society using telepathy had to adapt and develop a code 

of conduct. It became essential in the court of law. 
“Connecting” with someone telepathically, meant you 
couldn’t just “walk in” you had to ring the doorbell, so to 
speak. You needed to ask permission first and respect the 
other person’s choice. If the other person accepted your 
“invitation” he or she literally engaged in conversation but if 
that person refused, his or her wish not to engage had to be 
respected. As always, wolves tried to break into the hen 
house. Modern hackers started practicing their trade on 
fragile minds everywhere. Getting bank account numbers, 
family names, credit history, anything profitable. 

 

Mister Mansour lowered his glasses to his nose and 
walked over to his desk to get more information. He 
proceeded to explain the process.  

I was beginning to understand. Pete seemed disconnected, 
absent. 

“Are you getting this Pete?” 

“Yes, sorry…”  
Mansour continued his expounded discussion. 

“The vulnerability that comes with this pink processor 
wedged between our ears is that we’re all open to though 
invasions, if distracted. Nothing between our ears is lock and 
key, it’s only discipline. 

M. Mansour took another piece of paper to scribble some 
more. He was frantic with enthusiasm. 

“Her avatar, in a way, became a satellite for her telepathy. 
It facilitated communications because the avatar could speak 
acting as a remote pair of eyes. No one can block out physical 
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interaction. You’re no different. There you were sleeping and 
dreaming away and there she was, in avatar mode, in your 
home, speaking, walking around you, touching you. You had 
no choice; you had to let her in. There, she could speak to 
you through her avatar or telepathy. It’s impossible to resist a 
QTM invasion, unless you’ve been anesthetized.” 

“So what about the mud?” asked Pete! 
“Well, that’s even more complicated, there is only so 

much she could do. Controlling mass nucleus, speaking to 
you, reading your mind, all at once… it was a lot to manage 
and maintain. Once in your mind, she incorporated herself in 
your dream while still having to take into consideration the 
physical space of your apartment and the imaginary world 
you were dreaming up. This is very difficult to do and takes 
great skill and discipline. She is no amateur. In fact, she’s 
crazy good.” 

Mister Mansour went on to explain that the mud was a by-
product of her complex orchestration. No matter how good a 
telepath she was, she could only do so much. She 
accidentally transferred mud from my dream on to her feet 
and this mud had materialized itself in my apartment. It was 
then left behind when she returned the mass nucleus to its 
original state. 

“When you ended the communication in your dream, you 
abruptly forced her to end her QTM and she left behind a 
flaw –the mud. 

“So the mud on my floor is not from the reserve?” I asked, 
confused.  

“Right. The mud on your floor isn’t mud, it’s more like a 
substance of matter molded as mud and solely based on her 
interpretation of your interpretation of what the mud may 
look like in the reserve,” He explained. 

“Wow. Looked like real mud to me.” I said. 



 28 

“Well, put it this way, because real mud is basically 
nothing but a mishmash of matter and a primitive substance 
made from the primary elements of our earth, the mud in 
your apartment is a mud of matter. Look, had she been 
walking on sugar in your dream and accidentally transferred 
some on your apartment floor, well… let’s just say I wouldn’t 
be putting 2 tablespoons of that stuff in my coffee. Get it?” 

“Yeah, kind of… Can this be done while I’m awake or 
only when I’m asleep?” I wondered 

“She can practice QTM anytime, anywhere but it requires 
a great deal of concentration. Only a handful of criminals 
have managed to use QTM for criminal intents. Some of the 
incidents reported happened in dream states because it’s a 
sure way to penetrate a sleeping closed mind. Getting 
confidential information from sleepers is very efficient since 
the victims don’t know they’re being invaded, they just 
assume it’s all part of a dream. This also allows perpetrators 
to remain anonymous.” He explained 

“But I saw her, she wasn’t anonymous” 
“You’re right, because she has nothing to hide. She’s not a 

criminal. That’s the good news for you, I think. The 
perpetrators that use QTM to penetrate closed minds hide 
behind objects or stand behind their victims in their dreams. 
If they fail not to be seen, does it really matter? Who is going 
to wake up and hunt down someone in a dream? You see the 
loop hole now?” 

“So how would I stop her from hacking me?” 
“You can’t. Not unless you build a bunker that keeps 

thoughts out or go under anesthesia next time you sleep,” He 
explained with a grin. 

“Oh, by the way, just so you know, if and when you throw 
away the mud on your floor, know that you’ll be throwing an 
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infinitesimal percentage of everything in your apartment, 
including yourself.”  

I looked at him like a deer in headlights. 
“I’m just trying to spook you out. Have a good evening 

young man.” 
“There you have it, I can file the report if you want, but 

when all is said and done, you don’t even know who this 
woman is.” Said Pete 

“It’s like M. Mansour said about criminals, she’s just a girl 
in a dream.” I agreed. 

“There isn’t much more I can do for you right now. Try 
and get a name if ever she comes back” said Pete. 

“I’ll try to make a date.” I added. 
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Chapter 7 
 
Tastes like pineapple J  
 

The rain had picked up quite a bit and my transporter was 
completely soaked, reduced visibility was causing severe 
back-ups and it had been a full day. When I finally made it 
home, removed my wet clothes and showered, I sat on the 
couch and watched news waves before getting ready for bed; 
something I had looked forward to doing all day. I tried 
reaching my sister but never got through to her, it worried 
me. 

“Look at that, just a couple of days and already she’s 
unreachable.” I thought out loud. 

I hoped for the best and opted to get a good night’s sleep. 
Bedtime was going to be different, I was going to sleep in my 
bedroom and make sure to get answers from my dream girl, if 
she reappeared. I made my way to the kitchen, prepared a 
glass of hot soymilk with a pinch of nutmeg, planted myself 
in front of a mirror and fixed myself up. For bed, you ask? 
Yes, I know... Figured I’d look presentable for my dream girl, 
literally. A book on my bedside had not been opened in 
weeks and the story had begun fading away under a thin layer 
of dust. It was time to shut off the main light, cozy up in bed 
and get back in my book by the light of night lamp. It didn’t 
take long for my eyelids to weigh and for me to start 
rereading paragraphs. I gave in and fell asleep. Dreaming 
time was about to begin, I hoped. 

She did!  
It must have been about 4:30AM. The setting for my 

dream: my work office only for some reason, in a 20 year-old 
version of my parent’s basement. The cold room was the die-
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cutting plant and my cubicle was covered in tarnished 
wallpaper yellowed by time. A taxidermy swordfish next to a 
bull’s head, both covered in dust and webs, hung over the 
fireplace and everything in my office smelled like my 
parent’s basement, humid and dusty. Seemed as though 
everyone was in my dream. My father was somehow 
involved with my work. He walked and looked younger then 
ever. Him and I argued over an employee not pulling his 
weight “he should be fired” while the rest of my family sat in 
stands, like they were spectators of the Derrick Reznord 
Show. Soon, Monica made a surprise appearance barging into 
my office. She walked right up to me, stood by my desk and 
reached over, put her hand on my crotch then kissed me. I 
liked the direction this dream was heading but it wouldn’t 
last. No such luck. I closed my office door and began 
undressing her, slowly pulling away at her silk ribbons and 
fabric, letting them fall to the floor. Kissed and love bit her 
every part as she contorted her body and warmed up the room 
with her breath. That’s when my boss suddenly appeared next 
to us, asking about nightshift schedules and employee 
benefits. My desk once covered in lust was now covered in 
employee schedules. All this time, Monica continued to 
remove my clothes, piling them up in a laundry basket next to 
my desk. Laundry? Really? Right now? What a mess of a 
dream it was. None of it made sense.  

After desperately trying to undress Monica without 
interruptions, the beautiful woman from last night’s dream 
reappeared. I was never one to control my dreams, let alone 
remember them. Friends would tell me about their nightmares 
and how they were chased then turned it around by giving 
themselves wings or super powers. Not me, I was always at 
the mercy of my dreams. This was different. Maybe because 
the woman’s presence wasn’t part of the dream, I don’t know 
how but I managed to gain the upper hand and broke the ice. 
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“Well, aren’t you going to say something?” I asked. She 
just sat there on the bullhead nodding yes. 

“I know about QTM. I know what you are doing.” I 
continued. 

“I know, and I’m sorry. She responded 
I wasn’t about to let her sit there in silent. 

“So, go ahead, say something.” I demanded. 
“Maybe I should leave. Come back tomorrow night.” 

I decided to concentrate solely on my discussion with her. 
“Don’t think you can come in my head anytime you want. 

Who are you, what do you want?” 
“My name is Miro, my father has asked that I look you up 

and seek your help,” she finally answered. I finally had a 
name, “Miro, nice”, I thought. 

“Your father… Kazmo?” 
“Yes, he needs your help. He knows your dad from way 

back and has asked that I find you” 
Although Miro, was somewhat real, Monica was all a 

product of my imagination and at times my mind wandered 
over to Monica, not wanting the dream to end. 

“I don’t want to continue these charades through dreams, 
why can’t we meet and discuss this properly?” 

“It’s too dangerous” 
I kept drifting off to Monica who had reached an orgasm 

and began buzzing out of control, loud and disturbingly. Her 
head was tilted back and her body tensed, jolting with 
pulsations. She sounded like a steam whistle ending a 
cigarette break.  

It was my alarm clock, time to wake up. 
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There she was, in protons and photons. Standing there in 
my room, resisting me tuning her out as long as she could. 
Not that I wanted to end it. It didn’t last much longer, she 
disappeared in a cloud of dust and sparkles, I remember 
feeling the energy shifting around me; gave me goose bumps. 

My night table light was off and my book had been neatly 
placed in my night table, bookmarked in the right page. 
Thank you Miro. It felt like I had just fallen in love, with 
both: Monica and Miro. I had my back on the comforter and 
finished my dream to the best of my imagination, cleaned up 
after myself, got dressed, combed my hair and headed out the 
door with a big stupid smile on my face.  
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Chapter 8 
 
The Rosenberg’s dinner party 
 

I slept right through the following night without any sign 
of Miro. I realized over coffee and the most awful vending 
machine bagel I had ever consumed, that had I been more 
welcoming to Miro, she might have shared more. I tried 
calling my sister again but still, there was no answer. I called 
my mother instead. 

“Yes Milda came by last night and spoke with us. She was 
leaving early this morning to start moving her things into her 
work dorm. It’s very hard. We are very upset, but what can 
we do?” replied my mother. “It’s her life,” she added. 

Clearly my mother was hurt and her voice trembled as if 
she had been crying. “I’m just afraid for her” she continued. 

“She’s a grown woman mom, she’ll be alright. Let’s trust 
her judgment on this one and see what happens”. I gave a 
similar speech to my dad before hanging up and once again 
headed off to work. Management duties awaited my iron fist, 
in a velvet glove. 

What a great day it was. I can really get use to this, I 
remember thinking as I walked through the front office. I 
came home that evening eager to catch some sleep and 
maybe dream of Miro. Same old routine, brushed my teeth, 
washed up and read a few more pages in my book. I slept like 
a baby. Morning came and once again, no Miro. Bummer. 

Work was proving to become more and more interesting 
since promoted. My employees respected me right away 
given the fact that I had always been a good colleague. 
People were happy for me. I decided that coming to work 
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through the front door would be my new routine. It allowed 
me to greet Monica with a smile every morning and made for 
good management practice. Always salute your team, from 
receptionist to foremen. The day went without incident and 
by 4 o’clock I had completed my organization. I had a plan. I 
would be the best manager this company had ever seen. Out 
the door, raincoat on, umbrella in hand and attaché case filled 
with extensive quality control issues that desired miraculous 
solutions I walked over to my transporter and looked forward 
to going home. 

My apartment was too quiet. I threw my attaché on the 
couch along with my raincoat, rushed to the bathroom and 
with a loud sigh relieved my blather of the incredible number 
of coffees and sodas consumed that afternoon. A manager 
drinks a lot of coffee. My call of nature was interrupted by a 
call from my mother. 

“Derrick! Are you busy?” she sounded agitated. 
“No just got in a few minutes ago. What’s wrong?” 

“Mrs. Rosenberg is worried sick. Her son Philip never 
made it home last night from Carson and remains nowhere to 
be found” 

“When did he leave?” I asked. 

“Early yesterday morning. He should have been back by 
suppertime last night. Mrs. Rosenberg says it’s not like him. 
He would have contacted them” 

“I’m coming over.” 

I did what any descent son would. I put my raincoat back 
on, grabbed my umbrella off the floor and made my way 
back to my transporter. My mother lived just minutes away. 
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Mrs. Rosenberg could have called the police, but law 
enforcement was expensive, every call to the police came 
with a hefty invoice. If a police officer had to call on you, 
before you knew it, half of your weekly paycheck was gone 
in law enforcement fees. Knowing someone in the force 
helped out, but only if they were off the clock given that 
officers were closely monitored. While on duty, every call 
equaled a bill, friend, or no friend. Policemen kept a tab on 
every minute and every second of their day just like lawyers 
did when thinking over a case while taking a dump. 

 
The first thing I saw walking into my mother’s kitchen 

was Mrs. Rosenberg and her husband, white as ghosts, sitting 
at the diner table completely shaken up, paralyzed in fear. 

“They got to him,” repeated M. Rosenberg 
“Stop saying that” said his wife concerned and raising her 

voice. 
The Rosenbergs sat in silence. I sat in the kitchen listening 

to their silent cries, observing a sad spectacle of anxiety. I 
had no choice. I had to help.  

 
 
 


