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This one is for my wife.
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Sally was nine years old the day she realized that her house was not really there.


Neither was her father, her mother, or her older brother. All her toys were not actually there, not even her favourite teddy bear, no matter how clearly she remembered getting it – she was four, and her father came home with it after a long business trip. She hated when he left. Curiously, she was pretty okay with the fact that he had never been there in the first place.


Apart from this little detail, though, Sally was a pretty normal nine-year-old. More or less. She was tall for her age, had a general positive attitude towards life, especially when it involved sweets, and maybe just a bit brighter than most kids and certain adults. She really enjoyed reading Koontznovels alone in her room, and she painted trees passionately. Only trees. She could not tell you why, if you asked.


Sally was a summer child, and she turned nine years old in the beginning of June. Like all children, she had been looking forward to her birthday the past month with increasing impatience, marking each day in the calendar with a big, red X. Sometimes circling the X or marking it several times on especially impatient days. Like Sundays. The whole family always stayed home on Sundays, doing what each of them wanted to do by themselves, so there was nothing to keep Sally’s mind occupied.


Her birthday was on a Friday, however. Friday is a tired day. It was the last day of the week when she was in school, and she thought (rightly, I might add) that Fridays should be half-days, so that you could come home early and rest. Sadly, it was not so. In fact, Friday was her longest day of school, culminating in gym-class and an after-school activity her mother had forced her to sign up for. She did not mind the after-school activity, but she really wished it would not be held on Fridays.


That Friday, her birthday, she was staring at the clock ticking above Mr. Bækby’s head. She was not paying attention to what was going on in class. Instead, she was trying to will the clock to go faster.


Mr. Bækby was not that old, although she was not sure how old exactly, but at least not as old as the rest of her teachers. She did not have any classes where he taught, except for Friday afternoon after-school activity. He mostly taught the older students.


The after-school activity was on paper just an open workshop where they could do their homework. But they rarely actually had the chance to do so. Instead, Mr. Bækby would often start talking about his great passion, philosophy, trying to engage the students in thoughtful debate. This being a class full of nine year olds, resulted in Mr. Bækby mainly keeping up a monologue for an hour and half while the students fell asleep.


“So, ha, you see, uh-huh. It’s possible none of us are even here! Now, Solipsism is interesting, uh-huh, ‘cause can we really know anything except our own thoughts?”


Mr. Bækby’s back was against the class, making notes on the blackboard, and seemingly talking to himself. Sally was listening in occasionally, but was drifting off, still eyeing the clock, which seemed to move impossibly slow at the moment.


There were twelve other kids in this class, and everyone were sitting by themselves. Most of them already asleep, or nearly so. Not one of them had a book open or even vaguely attempted to seem as they were actually doing their homework or paying attention to Mr. Bækby. The only one of them doing any actual movement, was a girl who Sally did not know very well, except that her name was incredibly stupid. She was drawing something. It looked like a man made of shadows.


What a strange thing to draw, Sally thought to herself, rubbing her eyes, trying to stay awake.


Something rushed by her legs, sending a surge of adrenaline through her, making her give a little shriek.


There were spiders everywhere.


They covered the walls of the classroom, crawling on the students, cobwebs clinging to their faces.


Sally tried to scream, but no sound came out.


Spiders crawled out from her teacher’s mouth, as if he was empty inside. Just some sort of puppet, controlled by the vast amounts of spiders hiding inside of him.


She jumped up on the table when they came crawling by her ankles. She was screaming at the top of her lungs, but still no sound was produced.


“Did you want pancakes?” her teacher yelled at her, pointing his index finger and shaking all over, like he was about to burst open by the seams.


She wanted to say no, but she was completely mute, so instead she just shook her head.


“They’re with BANANANAS!” he yelled and threw a banana with a piece of pineapple attached at her. It vaguely resembled a sword, of sorts.


This was when she started to question what was going on.


Looking up at the clock above Mr. Spider-Bækby, she could tell that it lacked any visible numbers. It was just a blur.


She closed her eyes at that, willing herself from the clutches of sleep.


Something bit her tongue.


When she woke up, she gave a half-choked cry, that she immediately swallowed.


She was alone in the classroom.


Looking up at the clock, she could tell that the rest had left for home half an hour earlier. Why no one had bothered to wake her was all she could think about when exiting the classroom. She had already forgotten her nightmare.


She grabbed her bag and shut the light off when she went out the door. Instead, the light flickered on. It had been off already, only she had not noticed.


The fact that everyone had left her but had remembered to shut the light off was upsetting her. But she was not sure why, exactly. It was just a bubbling of emotion that needed a vent.


She kicked a trashcan hard, and sent it flying down the halls. This made her feel better. For a second. Then she felt bad for littering, and rushed to pick up the trashcan again.


“You’re that Day girl, ain’t ye?”


She spun around on the spot, her heart racing and throat drying.


Old Mr. Andersen, the caretaker, was eyeing her from the opposite side of the hallway. His voice sounded like someone narrating a movie trailer, all bass and gravel. His skin was the colour of an old leather bag – like Sally’s own bag, in fact.


But he was the kindest man. Sally had always thought so.


“Oh, hey Mr. Andersen. Sorry, I was just…” she started in an apologetic way, putting her chin to her breast and looking up. That always worked with her father.


“Never you mind. Just pick all that up and be on your way,” he said and smiled at her.


“Yessir,” she replied and bend down to pick up the last of the trash.


She had always liked Mr. Andersen. He was about the same age as the earth itself, she reckoned, and just as lovely. He had been in at least one war, or some sort of resistance anyway, as far as she knew, but had traded out a military career for being around kids all day. He even volunteered as a crossing guard in the winter, making sure all the kids arrived safely.


What she did not know, not at the time anyway, was that he had accidently shot his own child fifty-some years ago, and had spent the next twenty-five as a drunk. He liked being around kids now, because their joy was the only thing keeping him from exiting the world prematurely.


“Oh, and Miss Day?” he said as he started mopping the floor.


“Yessir?” she replied dutifully.


“Be careful of that hole behind ye,”


When she turned around she almost screamed again, but it turned in to a choked-up gasp instead.


There was a hole in the world. A great, gaping, and roaring mouth, swallowing everything around it, deep as the ocean. And Sally was standing right at the edge, on the mouth of the vast, terrible void.


She was going to fall. There was no doubt in her mind.


She felt the sudden rush of air around her, a whistling sound in her ears, her stomach jumping up in to her mouth and the rest of the guts clinging on for dear life.


“Oh, that’s a shame,” Mr. Andersen mumbled as she fell in.


Colours whirled around her in an almost technicolour-like fashion, as if all the colours of the world had been enhanced and pulled at and distorted. There was a high-pitch tone, coming from nowhere in particular and everywhere at the same time, which turned in to a head pounding static as she fell and fell. The sound was trying to crawl inside of her, inside her head, digging into her skull and the small bones in her spine, shaking her violently.


“This is just a dream!” she screamed repeatedly, hardly able to hear her own voice over the ever growing static around her.


But it was not.


The tunnelling hole disappeared suddenly and the colours of the world transformed in to shades of black and white. It was the late twilight of the Nordic summer.


She was ejected upwards, in a second of weightlessness, before plunging back and hitting the ground with force, knocking the wind out of her.


Sally coughed and tried to catch her breath again, while she rolled around, still dizzy and still hearing that static roar digging through her. No matter how hard she dug her fists in to her ears, it just would not stop.


Until it suddenly did.


Sally opened her eyes and blinked the tears away.


She was in a familiar place, but the surroundings were unfamiliar to her. All the houses were wrong. She felt lost and alone, like a kid crying in a mall.


Sally was standing in her own front yard, but the house was not hers, and the house next door did not look like her neighbours, either. But she recognised the swing in the puce maple tree out front. Her father had re-planted the tree himself. Sally’s grandfather had planted it in their childhood home, handpicked because it shared the name of his favourite rock band. She would recognise this tree anywhere.


But her house was made of red bricks, while as the house in front of her was completely white and with a flat, grey tile roofing. It looked a lot newer than her house, which had been built sometime in the 60’s.


Sally could not help but feel tears burning in her eyes again.


Pull yourself together, her inner voice yelled at her in a much more grown up voice than her own. She bit down on her lower lip and walked up to the house to get a closer look.


There was a family of three inside. They looked like they were having a fight. A boy of about 12 was sitting at the table crying, while the father was clearly yelling in to a phone as the mother walked from the kitchen sink to the father over and over again while yelling in the general direction of the phone. Whoever was on the other line was getting quite an earful.


They looked vaguely like her own family, only not quite clearly. Like she had been asked to make a police sketch of them getting most of the features right, but still looking more like a drawing than any actual person.


Sally could not shake the feeling that they were wearing masks.


She walked around the house, looking through each window she came by, not recognising anything inside the house, except the teddy in what looked like a little girls’ room. She had never seen it before, but it was familiar in any case. She even remembered getting it from her Other-father, who tried to smile through his stupid mask. She hated those masks, that she clearly remembered.


Do I? A very grown-up voice inside her head whispered.


She felt very confused, not sure she could trust her own memories at that point.


This felt quite existential for a nine-year old, Sally thought, walking away from home with no particular destination in mind.
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It is my theory, that there are only three types of people in the world: Sleepers, ghosts, and spiders. Most people are sleepers. They walk around and function relatively normal, but they do not know what is going on around them. They do not see what is hiding in plain sight. They do not notice the other two groups.


The ghosts are not actually ghosts. They are a fragment, a memory, of people who existed before the world ended. Well, the world as we knew it, once. The ghosts do not do much. They are just there.


The spiders, however, do stuff. A lot of crazy shit. This story is mainly about spiders.


Well, sort of.


My name is Ash Bourbon. This is obviously a fake name. If you do not already know me, or have already read some of my previous stuff, that is probably for the best. That shit did not paint me in the best picture, to be honest. In fact, a lot of that stuff probably made me seem like a fucking maniac. I am not.


Not entirely, anyway.


In any case, it is probably better if you have not heard this story before. I will try to explain (when that is said, if you have already heard this before, you can either continue on a few pages, or read on, as you please. Come to think of it, I think you should probably read this again. I might not have explained myself thoroughly in the past).


So, as I was saying: the world has ended and just about everyone in it now are either sleepers or spiders. You are most likely a sleeper yourself, or have been for the last few years. If you are reading this tale for the first time, then congratulations, you are now thoroughly fucked! I will explain why a little later. This was just a little teaser.


Back to my story:


Somewhere around the summer of 2008 we, that is myself and two of my friends, came in contact with a drug we nicknamed the Black Candy. Shortly after, in an unrelated event, the world ended and was replaced by a different world. Now, I say unrelated, but if you have heard otherwise, then that was a blatant lie: I stress, that we had nothing to do with the world ending. Directly.


Anyway, this replacement world is pretty much the same as the one that came before, except for a few key differences. I will get back to those.


So, in 2012 we… no. Actually, I should add that some people say that the world that ended in 2008 was not actually the real world either. That the real world ended in the 1960’s. Now, that is just a theory, however. I have not seen any actual proof to this theory, as of yet. Except that it totally makes sense in light of certain events that happened a couple of years ago.


So, in 2012 something happened. It is not really important what, exactly, but we kind of gave up on saving the world. Try not to blame us, we never really stood much of a chance to begin with, and we were pretty much all alone.


Okay, so, we were offered a way out. A one-way ticket out of all the responsibility of being heroes. Walk away, get a big bag of money and a lifetime to enjoy doing nothing at all. It was any young man’s dream. We took it. We are not ashamed that we did so. Given the chance, we probably would do so again. The only problem was, that it was a total lie.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
no;)e a by ier






