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Q U A D R A N T S  //  A  B i t  o f  S k i n 1

In my apartment, the clock reads seven-thirty. The television is on, but I can’t 
hear it over a Pixies album. Or maybe it’s Pavement. I can’t really tell. Distorted 
guitar chords are muffling the sound of a basketball game or SportsCenter 
or something, filling my small apartment with a soft, busy white noise. In my 
bathroom, I’m toweling myself off with one hand, holding a Corona with the 
other. I wrap the towel around my waist and walk into my room, where my cell 
phone is blinking. I toss it aside without reading the texts I got while I was in 
the shower. My room is mostly tidy; the clothes I was wearing earlier today are 
in a small heap on the floor, but for the most part everything is in order. The 
waning daylight filters through the half-closed blinds over my window, and the 
sunlight throws a series of imposing vertical shadows, barlike, over the carpet 
of my room, which is an unfortunate shade of brown. Hm.

I pull on a nice pair of jeans from the dresser, and walk down the hallway to the 
kitchen. My place, a smallish one-bedroom, is located in a pretty nice part of 
town, in a complex inhabited for the most part by a contingent of apartment-
dwellers somewhere between your regular assemblage of shitty old people 
and irritating college students. Nobody ever really gets that noisy, and nobody 
ever really complains if I get nosy. It’s nice. My kitchen, like my room, is mostly 
tidy. There are a few unwashed dishes in the sink, but things never really get 
out of hand. I grab a pot and start making myself some pasta, simultaneously 
responding to the more important of the text messages I got while showering, 
giving out selected details about tonight’s goings-on. Some of these details 
are accurate; some are intentionally vague. Elliot wants to  know what time I’m 
picking him up, so I tell him we’re taking a cab from my house. Whitney wants 
to know which bar we’re planning to meet at, so I tell her we’re going down-
town and nothing more specific. Pat wants to know whether or not Cassandra 
will be there. I tell him she will be there, but I will not. Amy wants to know what’s 
going on tonight, and can she get a ride with me. Her text goes unanswered.

The water starts to bubble. I snap a handful of angel hair pasta in half and put it 
in. While I watch the water churn and boil around those frail noodles, I consider 
the approaching evening. I consider exactly what is going to happen, and I 
consider the fact that my certainty regarding the chronology and specifications 
of events yet to come is a little bit depressing. I consider the fact that we’re go-
ing to start out at a bar. Maybe District 12 or Hooligans. Once we’re significantly 
started off, we’ll split up our modest group for a little while, only to reconvene 
at someone’s apartment, where enough relatively inexpensive beer will be
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consumed to make us all appreciably intoxicated. Weed will be smoked, people 
will probably fuck each other, and then everybody will fall asleep somewhere. 
Standard-issue Friday night.

The clock reads eight forty-five, and somebody knocks at my door. I pause at the 
sink, where I’m washing the dishes from my dinner, long enough to stare at the 
door, knowing who’s on the other side and hoping that maybe she’ll go away if 
I don’t answer. I stand quietly, thinking maybe she hasn’t heard the water run-
ning in front of me. I set my dish down gingerly, so as not to make a sound, and 
I move very, very softly to the television, where I turn down the volume little by 
little, hoping the adjustment isn’t noticeable. Knuckles on the other side of the 
door, again. I curse under my breath, but still don’t say anything. At this point, 
I know very well that she knows I’m in here, but am still, for some unknowable 
reason and compelled by the last weird vestiges of stubborn refusal, simply not 
saying anything. I start counting, and I only get to about fourteen.

“Open the door, Benjamin.”

Shit.

“Ben, you dick.”

“Hey! Sorry, I was in the bathroom. I’ll be right there.” I run down the hall loudly, 
so that it sounds like I’m hurriedly coming to greet her at the other side of the 
door. I put on the face that looks like I give a shit that she’s come to see me. 
And early, no less. I’m going to see her later tonight anyway, so I’m not sure 
why she finds it necessary to come to my house now. It’s alone time. I quickly 
think about whether or not I can make up a story that would be convincing 
enough to make her leave, but she would either know I’m lying or stay anyway. 
I click the lock back and pull open the door. Cassandra is standing just a few 
inches off the welcome mat, in nice-looking jeans (I can’t see her back pock-
ets, as she’s facing me) and a fairly plain, but very suiting V-neck. Her hair is 
pulled back in a high ponytail, and her skin looks healthy and young. I really 
wish she would go away. Without saying anything, I pivot back on my right foot 
and sweep my left arm out to my side, welcoming her. She walks in, but doesn’t 
pass me. Instead, she plants both hands right above my waistline, comes up 
on her tip-toes a little bit, and kisses me on the mouth. Her breasts are pressed 
against my chest. She’s doing that on purpose. 
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She pulls back. “You look nice.”

“Danke schön.”

“What?”

“Nothing.” Sigh. “So what’s up? To what do I owe the unexpected pleasure of 
your presence at my apartment? Not only is it actually still daylight out, but your 
clothes are on.”

She is on my couch, turning on the television.  “Hilarious. I got off work a little 
early, and thought maybe we could head to the bar together.”

How interesting! That’s exactly the opposite of what I would have liked. In fact, 
if there’s anything I want, it’s to maybe hook up with someone new tonight. Or 
maybe even just to meet someone new. To talk with someone new...maybe 
someone who actually has something to say, for once. Hell, actually talking 
with anyone would be a welcome reprieve from the usual bullshit out Friday 
nights generally involve. Talking with someone would imply that there’s an ex-
change of ideas. Something with a little weight to it. Something of relevance, 
maybe. Something other than what CDs I’ve bought recently, or what movies 
I’ve seen. Jesus, that would be nice. The more I think about it, the more I real-
ize I don’t actually need to talk to someone, quite so much as I want to actually 
speak with someone.

But now, I’m all kinds of interrupted. Cassie’s lips are on my lips again, and her 
hands are on my hips, and we’re stumbling into my room, and my shirt is off, 
and we’re having sex, and none of this is really what I want at all. I’m moving, 
and she’s moving, and we’re moving, and we’re sweating, and we’re breathing, 
and my skin is grinding, and her skin feels like paper under my fingers. The fric-
tion is just too much here.

My watch says it’s eleven thirty at night. I’ve spent the last hour and a half 
drinking and drinking and drinking. Cassandra has spent the last hour and a 
half talking and talking and talking. Pretty much right net to me, the whole time. 
Everyone’s having a great time, and it’s nice to see most of my friends, but I still 
just really wish Cassandra would go away. Or just shut up. Both would be fine. 
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But instead of any of those things happening, Cassie just stays at my side, in 
my ear, kissing my cheek every once in a while — it’s a gesture that I know is 
supposed to carry with it a degree of affection that just isn’t there, which makes 
it a little bit more depressing every time it happens.

At twelve fifteen, Cassandra finally goes to the bathroom. I glance around, look-
ing for a group of people in which I can bury myself. I don’t want to leave, but I 
absolutely don’t want to stay where I am. Behind a fairly sizeable conversation, 
I see a girl standing at the bar alone. I know I’ve seen her somewhere before 
(she’s someone’s friend or something), but I’ve definitely never spoken to her. 
I make my way over quickly, glancing at the door of the ladies’ room the entire 
time. The girl stands at the bar by herself and seems to just be surveying the 
scene in front of her. She’s holding a Newcastle. She is almost indescribably 
cute. Glasses, ponytail, little jeans, adorable shoes. Oh man.

I ditch my half-full drink on a nearby table without stopping and walk up to the 
bar where I order my own Newcastle and then turn so my back is to the bar as 
I wait for my beer. We’re standing next to each other, gazing upon the same 
hazy splendor until I pretend to notice her next to me and say hello. Her name 
is Madeline. I’m punched in the gut. Adorable. She came with my friend Rachel. 
Already a point in my favor; Rachel loves me. Introductions are less awkward 
than they usually are, as I point out some obvious fact about the group of 
people there that evening. We talk. We talk about a lot of things. We talk about 
movies, we talk about music. We talk about art, and we talk about books. We 
talk about food. We talk about Aerosmith for some reason (neither of us like 
Aerosmith). She’s intelligent and whip-quick. She’s engaging and attractive. 
I’m actually attracted to someone. And what’s more, Cassandra has somehow 
managed to keep her distance for a good hour or so while I’m talking with Mad-
eline. It’s a fucking miracle. I’ve watched Cassie nervously as she’s circumnavi-
gates the bar, talking to all of our friends but somehow giving me a relatively 
wide berth. It has probably helped that I have been continuously adjusting my 
position so that someone is situated directly between myself and her line of 
sight at all times. Eventually, though, she makes her way over to get a drink and 
I introduce her to Madeline as my friend. This doesn’t seem to bother either of 
them. Cassandra, after saying hello, however, squeezes my left butt cheek as 
she walks away. God dammit.

Madeline and I talk for maybe another hour. The sparks are a-flying. We’re
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laughing, we’re drinking, we’re touching each other’s arms as we make impor-
tant conversational points. We’re agreeing about almost everything. I buy her 
a drink. She buys me a drink. I propose to her.  She can talk about stuff. She 
likes the things I like. She knows Thomas Pynchon! She’s got ideas, man. It’s 
all a breath of fresh, if I’m being honest. She’s just...excellent. She’s excellent, 
and I ask her for her phone number. She gives it to me and I feel a little giddy. 
We make plans! We’re going to have some dinner. We’re going to go out next 
Wednesday after I get done with work. We’re going to go to dinner and we’ll 
see a movie and hold hands and talk about when it’s over and even if we don’t 
it really doesn’t matter because oh man she is very great.

And I’m pretty drunk. My watch says it’s about one forty-five. We’ve been talk-
ing for however long it’s been. Friends have come and gone, joined and left 
the conversation, turning the direction of our discourse in new ways, open-
ing doors and windows in our exchange. New people bring new topics, which 
bring out more interesting facts about Madeline. I wonder if we’re actually go-
ing to go out. I wonder if we’ll have a first date as great as this conversation. I 
worry a little bit. I wonder if I’ll have a pet name for her, like “Mads.” Oh, man. 
“Mads” would just be the cutest thing in the world. I wonder if she would move 
in. I briefly consider getting married to her, but that’s not as exciting as the idea 
of her moving in with me.

At ten or fifteen minutes past two, the group starts to dissipate. Everybody is 
going to someone named Jonas’ house. He’s a friend of a friend, apparently. 
I can’t really concentrate on anything, and it seems like everybody is sort of 
running around frantically, grabbing jackets and finishing drinks. It’s like the 
decks of the goddamn Titanic in here, for some reason. Everybody calm down. 
Madeline is over there, and now she’s over here, and I’m laughing. My balance 
is kind of shitty for some reason — it’s usually great — but I manage to put my 
arms around her neck and kiss her straight on the mouth. She kisses me back, 
but pulls away quickly enough to let me know where we stand. We’re not hav-
ing sex tonight, but she likes me. We both laugh a little and make our way to-
wards the door. She kisses me on the cheek when we’re outside. It’s nice.

Madeline goes to join her little group of friends and I start looking for a cab. Out 
of nowhere, Cassandra shows up.

“Heyyyyyyyy!” Her greeting goes on for way longer than it needs to.
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Apparently she’s there to get into a taxi with me. Just because we came to-
gether doesn’t mean we have to leave together, but she doesn’t really seem to 
understand that. Whatever, it’s not that big of a deal. She’s looking extremely 
hot, anyway. She kisses me and I kiss her back. My face is pressed against 
hers, and all of a sudden I remember Madeline. Shit. I pull back suddenly, turn 
my head, and start scanning the small crowd, looking for her and hoping that 
she hasn’t seen anything. I glance around frantically, and can hear Cassan-
dra catching a cab behind me. I spot Madeline, who doesn’t appear to have 
seen me, yet. I catch her eye. I get a little wave, and wave back as Cassandra 
grabs my wrist and starts to pull me into the cab she’s caught. I look down to 
see where I’m going, and when I look back Madeline looks a little confused. I 
smile and wave, showing that I’m not worried that she sees me getting into a 
cab with Cassie because we’re just friends and I don’t even really like her that 
much, anyway. I yell that I’ll see her there, and Madeline smiles.

Cassandra and I fool around a little bit on the way to the apartment.

It’s three thirty in the morning and I’m sitting on a couch talking with Madeline. 
I have no fucking idea what we’re talking about, but whatever it is, it’s the fun-
niest thing in the entire world. Everything is swimming. Weed has been passed 
around, and a lot more beer has been consumed by everyone. I feel fantastic. 
Madeline is tossing her head back and laughing in front of me. Oh man, she 
is just adorable. I want to kiss her, but I know I don’t just want to hook up with 
her. I want to take her out, to get to know her. Maybe I even want to fall in love 
with her. Ok, I definitely want to fall in love with her and perhaps already have. 
She gets up to get a beer. I sit, smiling foolishly to myself, looking at everyone 
around me.

Madeline sits back down in front of me, but her breasts are bigger and on 
prominent display now, and it’s not Madeline; it’s Cassandra. Cassandra kisses 
me, hard and on the mouth. I’m kissing her back, again. She takes me by the 
wrist and leads me to the bathroom. We’re kissing and we’re touching. My shirt 
is off and her shirt is off. My hips are pressed against hers and my hand is on 
the doorknob, but my fingers are too clumsy to turn the lock.

The door opens and Madeline is standing there. Cassandra’s breasts are 
pressed against my chest and my lips are pressed against her neck. Madeline 
just stands there, looking at us. Her mouth opens a little bit, and she seems to
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say a very quiet, “Oh.” She looks away, closes the door, and leaves.

I push Cassandra off me and put my clothes back on, but it takes me like an 
hour and a half because I’m completely fucking beside myself. Cassandra asks 
me where I’m going and I tell her to shut up. I leave the bathroom and make 
a frenzied lap around the apartment, searching for Madeline. I look in rooms, 
interrupt conversations, and ask people I’ve never met before where Madeline 
is. She’s gone.

I sit down in a chair. Cassandra walks up and once again just grabs me by the 
wrist. She leads me out of the apartment. We get into a cab. She touches me 
while we’re in the cab. We get to my place. She touches me more and we have 
sex.

I’m lying in the dark. There are weird shapes in front of my face, and there is a 
stupid girl in my bed next to me.

I look to my left and see the book sitting on my beside table. Thomas Pynchon.

I cry a little bit.
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Corey smiled to himself. He felt leaves crunch underneath his feet as he walked 
over the soft forest floor. The sun was shining down on him politely, and it felt 
warm on his skin. It was nice. He stopped walking for a moment, and closed 
his eyes. With his hand flat on the top of his head, he could feel how warm his 
hair had gotten. He liked it a lot. His hair was straight, and brown, and the sun 
had been shining down on it for upwards of twenty minutes at that point. Corey 
combed his fingers through his hair, the way his mom did for him sometimes, 
and he smiled. He let his eyes wander up to the sky, where he could see the 
clouds, shifting and lazy, floating in the bright blue. He watched them move, 
just little by little — the way they did — and he wondered why they didn’t just 
stay in one place. They always changed, and Corey wondered about how no 
shape would ever stay the same.

Once a year, usually sometime late in May, Corey and his family would leave 
the cold but familiar greys and blacks of the big city for the new and inviting 
greens and browns of the forest and its remote (yet still decently accessible) 
little campground. He always enjoyed the ride as he sat in the backseat of his 
parents’ older station wagon. The city and all of its straight lines would steadily 
melt away, giving into the beautiful new shapes and colors and textures of the 
forest. Corey floated into it like a lost kid at into a parent’s open arms at the 
grocery store.

Now, as he carried his little shoes in his right hand he could feel the dirt be-
tween his toes, soft and pockmarked by the occasional twig or burr. He had 
been walking for about an hour, at this point. He didn’t know it (his red watch 
was back in the tent, hanging from a hook by its little Velcro strap that Corey 
insisted he had already outgrown), but the sun was that much closer to going 
down. Pushing forward, Corey briefly thought about how alone he was. His 
mom and dad had taken him camping several times before; he knew the rules 
very well, and his parents afforded him a pretty respectable degree of trust. It 
was for this very reason that Corey took it upon himself to go a little bit farther 
from the campground than usual. Something inside him knew that Mom and 
Dad would probably not be very happy about this decision, and remained per-
petually braced for impact. He knew that they were pretty far away from him at 
this point, but he didn’t exactly realize quite how deep into the forest he had 
actually gone. All he knew was that he had always wanted to explore the old, 
faded path that veered subtly off the one that he had walked with his parents 
and by himself so many times before. He had always seen it there, partially
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obscured and clearly unused for quite some time. Today he had decided that 
he would finally check it out. As he walked along the path, he thought for a 
second about the last time someone else had possibly explored it.

The trail was getting thinner and the trees thicker as Corey continued along. 
He couldn’t see very far in front of himself, as their massive trunks continued to 
grow closer and closer together. The forest was swallowing him.

What happened next was too fast for Corey to understand. He had no idea 
what was going on. In one moment, he was walking happily along that strange 
trail, his bare feet enjoying a soft pad made mostly of pine needles and fine 
earth. It felt good to explore. His foot found itself on something strange, though. 
There was a click. He heard a snap. In the next moment, a pair of rusted metal 
jaws closed around his lower shin, just above his ankle. Corey stood still for a 
moment, his brown eyes wide and staring straight in front, mouth partly open. 
Then he hit the ground.

The bones in his leg were crushed together instantly, shattering between the 
rusty teeth of the forgotten bear trap. Blood seeped out and pooled on the 
ground as Corey lay on his back where he had fallen. He opened his eyes 
and stared at the tree canopy above him. Everything was very, very quiet. He 
could only see green; the sky and its clouds had been eaten whole. He took in 
a deep breath and his vision tunneled in front of him. He propped himself up 
on his elbows quickly, gasping for breath, then turned to his right and retched. 
Panting, he looked down at his mangled shin. He wondered if his mom and dad 
would be too angry to come looking for him. He reached down and gingerly 
touched the rusty metal trap, jagged and angry teeth buried in the flesh of his 
right leg.

He pulled at it, just a little. It wasn’t going anywhere. He let his head fall back 
on the soft bed of pine needles and his chest heaved. Hot tears rolled down 
his cheeks.

The blood continued to flow. Corey lifted his head and looked down at it, pud-
dled under his leg. He dipped two fingers in it and brought them to his nose, 
sniffing like some kind of animal.

His head fell backwards suddenly. Corey felt dizzy and the treetops were
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spinning. His eyelids fluttered, and he thought about when the next person 
might explore that secret path.

It was going to be a very long day indeed.
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I was crying, and I couldn’t remember any of the words, faces, people, or names 
that used to be so important to me. My mind was like a thick book, inside com-
pletely blank as though someone had shaken it and sent the words sliding 
right off the pages. I was hunting through a maze, every single day, looking 
for the point at which I would maybe get my memories back. Stupid rat. Run-
ning mindlessly around endless twists and turns. Corners and dead ends. My 
eyes squeezed shut, almost on their own, and I ground my teeth in frustration. 
It had been four months — exactly one hundred and thirty-three days, actually 
— and no progress. Four long months. I had recovered nothing. Not a single 
name, place, date, time, event, smell, taste, feeling. Doctors looked frustrated.  
A woman who told me she was my mother looked at me from behind a tear-
streaked mask from across the room.

Six hours later, I was drifting peacefully in my bed. I was still, floating on an 
empty mattress that was comforting and frightening at the same time. My mind 
and my body rested in tandem, enjoying a much-needed break from the vig-
orous exercise of the previous day. On the horizon, I saw a faint spot of light, 
glimmering at the edge of the dark ocean on which I was floating. I gazed at it. 
Stared. Narrowed my eyes and squinted in hopes of a better look at the shining 
bead. I wanted to reach out, and take hold of it. Part of me was afraid it would 
burn my hand if I touched it.

Without any warning it got brighter. It sped towards me. It was a rocket. My little 
ocean became agitated as the light approached. It spilled over, up and around 
me. I was splashing in dark water. There was a shriek. A blinding flash of light. 
A deafening roar gutted my ears. I was thrown violently from my gently floating 
mattress, careening through an overgrown garden of twisted metal and broken 
glass. I reached for the surface and kicked my legs furiously, but each move-
ment sucked me deeper into whatever black depths. My body thrashed and a 
scream tore itself from my throat. My arms and legs whipped around me like 
ropes in wind and my room filled with people dedicated to the calming of my 
limbs. My synapses and nerves were firing and firing and firing on top of each 
other, an angry squall of messages that my extremities couldn’t pick through in 
time. 

A cold needle pushed into me and my body was still.
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I was alone again. My eyelids blinked intermittently, doing their best to keep 
my corneas from drying out as I stared at the screen next to me counting the 
beeps that ticked off every single moment I continued to be alive. Two thou-
sand, three hundred forty-nine. Two thousand, three hundred fifty. Every single 
number was another moment that I continued to exist without actually being 
anybody. I was surrounded by fluorescent lights in a cold and white cocoon. 
The door opened and a man appeared, interrupting my count. His deadpan 
demeanor and curt mannerisms told me that he was yet another doctor moti-
vated by curiosity and not a desire to actually help me figure out how to be a 
human being again. He went about his routine (the same one I had watched 
others go about before him however many times before). He regarded me with 
a depressing degree of disinterest. I was as much a part of the room as the 
sheets on the bed. He made some notes on a clipboard and exited abruptly. I 
was again left to my own devices.

I stared at the sterile acoustic ceiling, and my mind settled into itself. I had lost 
my entire life. For the last hundred and forty days I had existed as an almost 
literal shell of whatever person I used to be. The only way I could connect my 
body to the person that had been living inside it was through brief and terrify-
ing images of metal and glass. I was a dry husk of my former humanity, now 
bound to a foreign and haunting reality. The people I was told were my family  
made their appearances, always weeping when I didn’t remember them, even-
tually leaving in desperation. I could see that I was frustrating them. They could 
see how angry and frustrated I was, in return.

I looked down at the bandages on my arms, each marking a cut or abrasion 
that stood for another moment in my slow descent. Did I really want to go back? 
Was it worth it to glue together a broken vase and just hope that water didn’t 
seep through the cracks? I considered the merits of returning to what had be-
come a fractured version of some former existence. There weren’t that many. 
I knew nothing. The people who called themselves my family didn’t mean any-
thing to me anymore. And because I had no sense of exactly what that implied, 
it didn’t make me sad. The earth I knew was a cold, dead place. The four white 
walls of my room were all I had known for hours that I might as well have also 
been counting.

I had to discover more. I had to show myself what else there was — the last 
remnants of humanity inside me promised there was more to be had.
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That night, I sat alone in my cold, empty room. It was the room that was, for as 
far as I was concerned, might have even been all that existed. It absolutely did 
not satisfy me. Something savagely human and furiously alive inside me rose 
up, refused to be ignored, and told me that this was not it. That there was so 
much more.

I looked around at the flowers, balloons, and stuffed animals that served as 
a memorial to the person I used to be. I had resigned to the fact that I would 
never know anything about that person. Family, preferences, quirks, tastes  — 
those had all been lost to me, and there was no getting them back. I felt faced 
with two options: I could commit myself to an existence fraught with pain and 
weeping family members, or I could not. There was no telling how much more 
time I would have to spend in that hospital room. For all intents and purposes, 
it’d be the same on either way. Only one way would be on my terms. I slowly 
pulled needles and tubes out of my body. I got out of the bed. I put on a pair 
of jeans that had been brought to me from where I suppose I had once lived. I 
put on a shirt that had been left with it. I looked in the drawer at the things that 
were supposed to have belonged to me. There was an old, pocket-sized note-
book full of names, numbers, and addresses. A battered cell phone. A hemp 
bracelet. It was strange how little these things meant to me. Only one of them 
went with me as I padded my way softly out of the room and down the hall. 
The predawn hours gave me relative solitude as I wandered the halls, my legs 
grateful for the chance to finally stretch themselves after so much submission. 
My muscles rejoiced and my bare feet enjoyed the coolness of the tiles. I took 
off the plastic bracelet with the name on it that didn’t belong to me anymore 
and dropped it in a bin. I was ready.

Down the stairs and into the lobby. I was already feeling liberated by the open 
space of the foyer. I looked around. I would never see the hospital or any of the 
people in it ever again. I would never see the people who told me they were 
my family. I would never see the doctors. I would never see the screen that 
had told me I was alive and for how long that had been the case. I would have 
other things to tell me that. I took what would be the most important steps in 
my new life. As the sliding doors parted in front of me, I felt fresh air, cool and 
free, for the first time. I breathed in deep, and as I saw the sun coming up over 
the horizon, I knew: Earth is not a cold, dead place.
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Q U A D R A N T S  //  T h e  E n t i r e  T i m e

It was an interesting story he had been telling. Sometimes I really wish I were a 
better listener, though. You know?

Every conversation, every story has its natural ebb and flow; I get that. But so 
does everything else. It’s not always so easy to slow your focus, to train it on 
just one character and his or her particular arc.

They say that the journey is more important than the destination, and I agree. 
The destination, it’s just that one place, just one moment suspended in a time 
that one almost never reaches with any ease. The journey, though, is a rich soil 
of potential. The journey is a hub from which an infinite number of spokes can 
radiate in every direction — you can’t really blame me for getting a little dis-
tracted by all of that possibility.

It always comes back around, though. While I explored the fascinating web of 
what-if that had been set down in front of me, action rose and fell without my 
noticing. Motives were revealed, plot twists were dropped, and exposition was 
patiently doled out via secondary — and sometimes even tertiary — character 
dialogue. Was I off on my own journey, despite the ones whose construction 
was being so carefully laid out for me? Was that just as valid as the journey 
whose details were apparently being missed at the time? Was it maybe even 
more valid? I sometimes wonder if I had actually missed something, because 
before I knew it, the amazing story had drawn itself to a close.

It felt odd  — maybe the main character’s dramatic death would have resonated 
with me more thoroughly if I hadn’t failed to pick up on the pieces that contrib-
uted so much emotional context to the story’s resolution.

It wasn’t until the very end, though (and maybe even a few minutes later), that 
I began to really wish I had been paying attention.

Maybe then I would have realized that I had been the main character the entire 
time.
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