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Prologue

Opening scene, 1890, the Woodwright’s furniture warehouse in the afterlife

A day many moons ago, a sight to behold. A masterpiece never to be forgotten.

A family of Victorian artisans are polishing their creation. Staring in awe at what they have invented. In this dusty old workshop stands a marvel, something that has never been witnessed before. The joy on their faces is one of relief and excitement. Fingers are skating up and down on the varnished oak, palms are glued to the face of this extraterrestrial being – a being of their own creation. Two mighty and mysterious wall clocks are placed with great care and consideration, the time on both clocks is 12 o’clock, these clocks are reflecting the soul of this creation.

The father carpenter, an experienced joiner, counts the numerals on both clock eyes, his left and right middle fingers orbiting around the clocks in a clockwise direction, he completes three laps with his fingers, synchronising in perfect harmony. The mother artisan, an experienced designer, turns the wooden fan which blows an ethereal breeze. The son and daughter artisans are skilful clock masters, they stand at each side of the creation, preparing to ring the bell pulls. One, two, three – they ring the bell pulls, the chimes of heaven, ringing for all to hear, a euphony that will forever be remembered. The gates open behind the family, four Victorian professionals enter, each with a different purpose. In comes a maid, a butler, a lamplighter, and a medium. The maid makes the bed, making sure that no crease is left unsmoothed. The butler lights the candles creating a ritualistic display. The lamplighter lights up the 5 Victorian lights, which light up the surroundings. The medium performs a mysterious ritual that involves closing her eyes and drawing circles in the air; one circle with both of her hands rotating in a clockwise direction, she walks up to the clock eyes and rubs her hands around each clock three times, she opens her eyes, two mysterious voids appear in the centre of both clocks, the second hands on both clocks start ticking, the ticking sounds just like any ordinary wall clock, however the movement of the second hands is irregular almost as if they are trying to send out a message of their own. The Woodwright family stare on in amazement as their beloved brainchild creation comes to life!

The family members observe this creation with awe, they are fascinated by what they have created. Even though this being is stationary, its hypnotic clock eyes are connecting to the souls of the Woodwright family, sending them on a journey that they have never been on before.

The clock eyes: two mysterious clocks that stare into your soul, tick to your heartbeat and hypnotise your conscience. The clock eyes are in the middle of the wooden cabinet. These eyes have a swirling vortex in the centre that sends subliminal messages. This cabinet head is attached to a wooden dinosaur-like neck. Above these clock eyes rest the eyebrows; two grey dusty lines, a hundred years of collected dust forming the wise eyebrows of a god. Beneath the clock eyes is the wooden fan which holds three hand- held blades which move as if they are propellers. These propellers blow to create an ethereal breeze.

Below the wooden propeller fans are the white candle teeth. Two rows of candle teeth which are pointing outwards like spears in an ancient battle or missiles about to be launched, there are two rows of candles: the upper and lower row, these candles give this creation a dragon like appearance. Hanging under the cabinet wooden head is the house bell, this house bell swings like a pendulum. After being taken aback by the anterior of their creation they snapped out of their trance and show their appreciation to the four professionals. The lamplighter shakes their hands one by one then takes his stepladder and leaves the warehouse. The butler shakes their hands then departs. The maid gives them all a hug, then leaves. The medium gives them all a bow, then heads back. The artisan family decide to look around their creation, not fearing any sudden movements from this Furniture Being.

This creation contains four wooden table legs, each leg is half-wooden and half-mechanical. Each of these legs is attached to a Victorian cartwheel, like 4 sturdy unicycles all working in tandem. On top of these legs sits a large neo-Gothic style double bed. Attached in the middle of the exterior side of the headboard is the wooden cabinet head. 5 Victorian lights are placed around the exterior of the headboard. The Victorian streetlight is placed on the forehead, this symbolises the third eye of the creation. The oil lamp is adjacent to the wooden head, located on the left side of the headboard. The lantern is located on right side of the headboard. The lantern and the oil lamp are attached to levers. Directly above the wooden head is the desk lamp, which is in a fixed position, this white glowing orb represents the memory of this being. On top of the headboard is a cast iron ornate bracket which is connected to a pulley which holds the chandelier. The chandelier hovers above the cabinet head like a halo. Directly above the oil lamp and lantern are the two bell pulls, which, when pulled will attract the attention of the most desired people.

The father artisan decides to pull the chandelier down until it reaches the top of the cabinet head creating a crown of enlightenment Their silhouettes are cast on the wall in front of them. They each wave at their shadows, having a great time. However, this fun doesn’t last long.

The bells begin ringing slowly, creating a very spooky sound. The chandelier starts to calmly sway side to side, it then begins to shake as if being blown by a storm. At this point the family are terrified, they have no idea what is going on. A mysterious shadowy figure appears from the chandelier, it looks as if it is trying to force its way out of the chandelier. This makes the family feel a wave of uneasiness. The shadow figure is holding a long wooden stick, like a cane, the silhouettes of the family fade away. It waves the stick at the gate and a swarm of eight-winged inner demon bats rush in like a swarm of locusts. The Woodwright family members panic, they try to take cover but have nowhere to hide! They wish that their servants had never left them, they think about pulling the bell pull for assistance but are too afraid to get close to the Shadow figure. They feel trapped and have no idea what to do. The Shadow figure waves the stick to the right and the bats move to the right side of the warehouse, the Woodwrights react to this by running to the left. The Shadow figure waves the stick to the left, the bats move to the left side of the warehouse, the Woodwright’s run to the right. The Shadow figure waves the stick in a circular motion, the bats form a mobile ring. The family of artisans are terrified by these bats, they flinch every time the bats get too close to them. The shadow figure dismisses the bats by pointing at the gate, to the Woodwright’s total relief the bats disappear. The Shadow figure drifts down from the chandelier and lands next to Woodwrights, the family shuffles back in fear. The Shadow figure waves the stick at the candle teeth as if it were a choir conductor, the flames expand creating an inferno. It then waves the stick at the five lights which causes the lights to begin flashing. To finish off, the Shadow figure performs two circling motions at both clock eyes, this causes the clock hands to spin out of control. The Shadow figure then drifts up and exits through the ceiling of the warehouse. The brightness of the flashing lights increases. The family cover their faces with their hands to protect themselves from the dazzle. The flashing continues until the last flash creates a bright white light that engulfs the entire surroundings. This creation is heading for earth!

	

Introduction of Alexander Sommervale

Alexander Sommervale is an introverted atypical individual who is psychologically lost and finds it difficult forming relationships with people. He is very private and keeps many things to himself. He also struggles sometimes with asserting himself, leaving him vulnerable to being undermined. But underneath the unsociable, unrelatable exterior lies a sleeping giant waiting to be awakened.

After the death of his mother, he was grief-stricken and became unapproachable and withdrawn. Alexander’s procrastinating leads to people worrying about him, but without support how is he going to move on? That’s the goal and challenge for Pvormlu. Pvormlu can read minds and is particularly fascinated by Alexander’s intellect and pattern of thought. 

	

The First Encounter, 8th October 2019

Alexander was lounging around on his couch, eating chocolate and drinking coke, as he would normally do at 12:30am, lost in a daze of unawareness and inattentiveness that was now his life. Feelings of loneliness and detachment were welling up inside of him. He felt as though he was being cornered by life, stuck in a place where only lassitude can exist. He spaced out in his living room, feeling completely aloof. 

Just for a moment, he raised his head and realised that it was now 12:30am. A resting silence… a sudden strange feeling… earth-shattering bells blasted through the silence. Cataclysmic shockwaves blasted through his body with a force that felt like it came from Krakatoa, causing him to shake like a pendulum on a possessed clock, swaying back and forth like a tree in the middle of a storm, then the overwhelming panic set in making him feel like a monkey swinging through a burning forest.

Alexander was fixated on his wall clock, the lights went out, but he didn’t even notice, he was oblivious to the fact that his living room was being transformed into a large, bare Victorian mansion room with two large wooden doors and no ceiling lights. This mysterious room had two sliding sash windows at the front and back. These windows had white blinds which were half-closed. After the bells finished ringing, he immediately turned his head to the front window to see where the noise had come from. 

Through the unclosed blinds Alexander could see two clock eyes staring at him with all the intent of the sun, their hypnotic swirling voids spinning his eyes into an oblivion. The 12:30 expression became engraved into his mind. His mind was spinning around like a clock out of control. Alexander could feel his anxiety moving all around his body. His heart was racing as if it was running a marathon. Alexander started hyper-focusing on the numbers, he kept counting one to twelve in his head as a way of making sense of what he was seeing. His head was so consumed with time and numbers that he felt like he had just witnessed the end of time itself. 

Then two rows of candles appeared, the upper row of candles facing down and the lower row of candles facing up. All the candles were lit. Glowing candle teeth burned through Alexander’s outer solitude and igniting thoughts from his deepest conscious. Feelings of mournful remembrance mixed with the feelings of horror and guilt, every emotion he had ever felt, the ever-present thoughts all lined up in his head, waiting for his full attention. The memories; every birthday, every Christmas, every person, every place, every time, a million thoughts all in front of him shining brightly. 

The next things he saw were five old-fashioned lights shining. Alexander’s eyes felt sore staring at all these bright glaring lights in the dark, so he decided to close his eyes and take one long blink.

After this long blink Alexander nearly jumped out of his skin when the furniture creation appeared right in front of him. The expression on the clock faces was 12:30. The bells began ringing together again but this time Alexander could stand still without flinching or shaking. The clocks’ expression changed to one o’clock, flames were shooting out of the candles, Alexander managed to form a subtle smile on his face. The clocks’ expression changed to two o’clock. The candle flames emerged together to form a wide smile; a wide fiery cartoonish smile that made Alexander feel like erupting with laughter. The clocks’ expression changed to three o’clock. The flames turned green and released a green fire cloud, and he stared at the cloud fearing the worst. At four o’clock, the flames turned blue, the flames expanded into blazing drills, determined to meet their targets. Alexander stared at these flames feeling a passion for hard work. At five o’clock, the flames turned green again; these flames retreated backwards into the wooden mouth as if they didn’t want to be seen. He covered his head with his hands, trying to hide from the world. At six o’clock long green lasers were formed, these lasers created a green glowing prison cage which Alexander found himself trapped in. Alexander covered his face with his arms as if he was trying to create his own prison. At seven o’clock the flames turned blue, and the candles released fiery bubbles which popped in front of Alexander’s face, giving him intriguing ideas. At eight o’clock the blue flames merged together and created two fiery hands which were connected to fiery arms. These fiery arms looped around Alexander and gave him a tight hug; instead of burning through his flesh the fiery hands made him feel warm inside. At nine o’clock the flames turned back to their original colour and increased in brightness. A bright circle that symbolised the sun was created. Alexander had to stare at this bright circle as if he was a hawk watching its prey. At 10 o’clock the candle flames began flashing, causing his heartbeat to increase at the same pace as the flashing. At 11 o’clock the flames turned purple; a fountain of purple flames began pouring out. Alexander touched this fountain with his hands, he felt his hands being blown around as if they were inside a high-powered air dryer. At 12 o’clock the flames shot out like fireworks then exploded, forming purple stars. Alexander stared at these exploding stars in amazement. 

Alexander was by now fully mesmerised by the stunning beauty and power of this mysterious furniture being. As if waiting for this moment, the Victorian streetlight above the clock eyes started shining and a ray of light beamed across to Alexander’s forehead forming a linear subliminal connection. He closed his eyes and could hear one by one his entire family say. “Come on, Alexander, you can do it.” Then they chanted this phrase all together. Alexander had no idea what they were chanting about, but he still appreciated the encouragement greatly. 

Next Alexander saw the left wooden lever starting to turn and the oil lamp begin to glow. It released an ethereal mist, out of which emerged a 3D projection of Alexander wearing pyjamas. The projection held its hand out. Alexander, not knowing what else to do, shook the hand of his apparition reflection. Maybe this was a sign that Alexander needed to wake up and change his ways. 

On the right-hand side, the other wooden lever started to turn, bringing the Victorian lantern to life. The lantern projected an image on the wall showing Alexander sitting on his couch, looking like he had no motivation to try anything out. Also projected from this lantern were words that read, I am not a lost cause, I am just having a rest. He stared at this reflection in utter bewilderment, he had no idea how to process this phrase. 

What am I even doing with my life? he thought to himself. As if in response, the desk lamp under the being’s mouth began to shine brightly. The glowing globe from the desk lamp came levitating towards Alexander, he stuck his hands out and felt the warm energy, he looked into this mysterious globe, he could see memories of his childhood. He could feel these memories as if they were happening right now. This made him realise how important the past was and to never stop remembering. 

After experiencing the power and energy from these symbolic lights, Alexander realised that there was still one more light to come - the mighty chandelier. The chandelier started lowering down, a shadow was cast on the ceiling depicting Alexander in the foetal position with his head buried in his arms. This shadow moved to all four corners of the ceiling as if it was sulking. “This can’t be me”, Alexander thought to himself shaking his head. The ceiling was now covered in shadows of a sulking Alexander. He stared up at the ceiling in disbelief, shaking his head again and again. But he finally accepted it must be him when the shadowy outline of a notepad appeared between the legs of the sulking silhouette. 

This shadow grew larger until it became a sulking giant, the room went dark. “A blackout”, he thought. But then the lights came back on. Alexander stared at the clock eyes; the expression of the clocks changed to 12 o’clock. Instinctively, Alexander raised his arms in the air with his hands together forming his own 12 o’clock expression and looked up. When he turned his head back down, he was surprised to discover that the creation had disappeared! 

The wall clock of his own living room now caught his eye. The time was 1am, meaning that he had ‘been away’ for 30 minutes. Maybe that was just a dream, he said to himself. He stumbled off to bed like a zombie with a hangover, totally exhausted from the encounter. 

	

The morning after the first encounter

In his sleep he kept hearing the sounds ‘Pvor Mlu’. Alexander had no idea what language this would be, Aztec, Russian, Hindi, Hebrew? Maybe even an alien language. He could not work out which language it could have originated from as he had never heard of the creature before. But he instinctively felt that this was one word divided into two syllables: Pvor and mlu. 

He awoke at 7:30 with his first thoughts on solving the mystery of this creation. He spent the rest of the morning writing down possible meanings for this strange word as well as trying to draw what he had witnessed. ‘Light Being’, ‘Clock Creation’, or maybe ‘Candle Creation’? But which one is it, or is it something else entirely?” This was very perplexing for him. “What do lights, clocks and candles have in common?” They all belong in the living room?” But Alexander remembered seeing bells as well. “I bet this creation has something to do with the Victorian era. This creation is mostly made of wood, with neo gothic style carvings. Was Pvormlu the name of a type of wood? Maybe this is the Ornament Being? The Clock Being? Perhaps the Light Being, the Candle Being? But I also remember seeing a bed which formed the main body, maybe it is called the ‘Bed Being’.” Ideas jumbled around Alexander’s mind until finally the word ‘Furniture’ stood out. “The Furniture Creation, or maybe it is the Furniture Being. Yes, I think that The Furniture Being is the right name, but I have no way of finding out.” 

Alexander drew what he remembered on his whiteboard. His next question was who created it? Maybe a team of carpenters created it but there must have been other skills involved too? After doing some research he found out about Victorian joiners and clock masters and confirmed his first impressions that he was in the right era. Maybe a team of secretive joiners and clock masters created this, but why did it pay me a visit? All these questions were bubbling away in his mind. He was especially curious about why he was the chosen one. 

Whilst he was writing on his walls, he could see the outline of a shadow next to his window, but he chose not to turn his head and take a closer look. He continued writing calculations on his walls until he saw out of his peripheral vision that the shadow was now right behind him. Alexander took a pause, he tilted his head up and stopped what he was doing, waiting for what was going to happen next. 

To his surprise the figure started talking to him with its voice sounding like that of a wizard. “Hello Alexander, I am your Shadow Figure.” Alexander froze, having no idea how to respond. “Uhm Hello Shadow Figure” he nervously replied. 

“You may not know where I come from, but I am never far from you”. Alexander was as still as a statue; he was listening very carefully. 

“I have three phrases for you; you must remember these phrases: 

“First: If you seek nothing, nothing will become of you.” 

“Second: Forget life and life will forget you”. 

“Third: In the ever-present pitfall of doom you only need to find the way up”. 

Alexander slowly nodded, “Yes, I can remember these phrases.” 

“Good job Alexander, you are a great listener, I must be off now.” 

“May I ask a question before you go?” 

“Yes, you may, Alexander”. 

“What does Pvormlu mean?” 

“You already know the answer to that” 

“You mean, the Furniture Being?” 

“Yes, you are exactly right.” 

“I have another question.” 

“Yes, Alexander.” 

“Who created the Furniture Being?” 

“That was the Woodwright family- a family of four talented artisans – as you guessed, they were joiners and clock masters.” 

“One last question before you go”. 

“Yes, Alexander.” 

“Why am I the chosen one?” 

“That is for you to work out, it is clear that Pvormlu has a strong interest in you”. The Shadow Figure disappeared leaving Alexander feeling somehow reassured yet wanting to learn more.

Over the next few days white letters started appearing, the first one was discovered under his pillow and read “Seek nothing and nothing will become of you”. Alexander knew that he had to start planning on ways to improve this lonely existence that he called a life, but how to improve remained a mystery. 

Another letter was found under a cushion in his living room. “Forget life and life will forget you” Reading this made him want to become someone who is well known by other people. How am I going to get people to remember me? Maybe it is time for me to make some new friends, it seems that my old friends have forgotten all about me, I can’t remember the last time that I saw Mick. Even having a five-minute conversation is challenging for me. 

Another letter was found under his doormat, it read: in the ever-present pitfall of doom you only need to find the way up. How am I going to find the way up?! I can’t even find the way out of a shopping centre.

Alexander decided to look at his family album. The first photograph was of his deceased mother, Rose Sommervale. She was born in a small village in Shropshire in March 1965, she had two sisters and one brother. She was very meticulous; everything was always spot-on whenever she did it. She was also a very kind and considerate person who became a nurse. He picked this photo up and took a closer look. This photo showed Rose wearing a light pink dress. In her right hand was a rose, she was standing in their garden with a welcoming smile on her face. Her wide ocean-blue eyes reflected her kind and honest nature. Her light brown hair rested modestly on her open shoulders. Behind her lay a collection of different flowers: roses, of course, were directly behind her, to the right poppies and to the left corn marigold. He picked this photo up and took a closer look. All the memories came flooding back. She had been the most attentive, caring and loving person, they had ever known, Alexander’s mind was rich with memories of her. 

Memories of breakfast time. Rose would have two different breakfast types, the regular type which was for most days – this included turkey dinosaurs with baked beans slopped on top and maybe a few peas or chips. The other type was reserved for good behaviour or good test results, this included a luxury omelette. Alexander, William and Anna could decide to have whatever they wanted in their exquisite omelette. Rose would use leftovers or prepare small boxes with possible options such as a curry omelette or a risotto omelette, maybe even a fish and chips omelette. 

Birthday and Christmas presents for Alexander were different from most other children; he would often prefer his parents to create something entertaining for him as opposed to cheap common material gifts. One example of this would be instead of asking his mum and dad to each buy him a different toy, he would ask one parent to buy him a toy and the other would draw his favourite fictional character. Sometimes his parents would enjoy this as they could save money, other times they would wish that Alexander would just ask for a gift or even just money. Alexander would enjoy seeing his parents attempting to recreate character scenes that they had never even heard of. Alexander and his mother had many ways of bonding together, one thing that Alexander enjoyed doing was starting a story or poem, then asking his mother to complete the other half.

There were many other activities that Alexander, William and Anna would participate in, such as karate, jogging and swimming. Alexander enjoyed reading out verse and prose at speech and language exams. William enjoyed playing competitive sports and Anna loved going to the zoo and watching Disney cartoons. One thing that Alexander remembered about his mum was her ability to communicate messages. She wasn’t the type of mother who would always be screaming and shouting at her kids to get their attention, she could get their attention just by writing messages onto a piece of paper, then sticking it to their bedroom’s walls. This would be a way of getting across important messages, such as warning for them to improve their behaviour, or even warnings about changes that they would be facing. 

A sense of intense numbness and enclosed weariness was weighing on his mind, just wanting to see her again but being forever denied. She always had to be involved with everything, a wonderful control freak. Every birthday, every Christmas was always special; she would always treat the family even though she didn’t have much money. She was quite quiet and introverted but never lied about anything and always showed an interest in everything that her children did.

The news of her terminal cancer shook the Sommervale family to the core, within a matter of months she went from a confident healthy woman to someone who was always pale and needed assistance with everything. Witnessing her gradual deterioration caused the family to vacate their previous family humdrum lifestyle and become a family of lacklustre chickens. This new family of chickens just aimlessly wandered around, no harmony, no vibe. Seeking shelter and bits of food but no bond, all trapped in a pen where only the mundane lifeless monotony of today existed, as well as the fear of more inevitable doom hanging off their shoulders. No one communicated to each other properly, just awkwardly paced around each other, muttering to themselves.

Birthdays, a reminder of her demise, Christmas, a forced celebration with little meaning. The irony of her photos hanging, and achievements being presented only after her death. Alexander’s biggest regret was not opening to her and trying to impress her. It seems that only after death many people can start living. He carefully placed this photo back into the photo album.

Alexander then looked at a photo of his younger self. Alexander was born in November 1997. This photo showed him as a 12-year-old; it was a snowy winter and Alexander; William and Anna had decided to build a snowman. Alexander wasn’t satisfied by the snowman since it didn’t have any originality, he wanted to remember this snowman, so he came up with a plan to make it memorable. He decided to add a small hole using a shovel, and he inserted upper and lower candle teeth into this hole. He took out two small wooden alarm clocks and inserted them as eyes. He borrowed a small handbell from his grandma and used this to represent a collar. You might be thinking that this was way too much just for a Mr Frosty, but Alexander thought that it wasn’t enough for his Mr Frosty. He took out his desk lamp, which had a white lampshade, and slotted it into the head of the snowman; this resembled a hat. Alexander decided that this snowman needed a finishing touch – cobwebs. Alexander searched around the garage for cobwebs, collecting them using a dust-removal brush. He then took the brush outside and collected the dust with his hands and stuck the dust above the alarm clock eyes. This was one of Alexander’s finest creations. 

Anna congratulated him for creating something so interesting. 

William said, “What on earth is that?” Then he laughed his head off. 

Rose said, “That looks wonderful, where did you get the inspiration from?”

Alexander replied by saying that he wanted to make the snowman look as extravagant as possible so that he could remember it. 

Tony made up a story of how this snowman reminded him of when he was Alexander’s age, even though Tony had never built a snowman before. 

Alexander had crouched down and smiled for the photo. This photo had striking similarities to Pvormlu. This photo did two things for Alexander. The first thing it did was remind him of his sweet childhood, the second thing it did was remind him of the extent of his grief. Most of his memories were tied up in a joint account with his mother. He wanted to have a separate account where he could remember things that he didn’t associate with grief, but he didn’t have the emotional understanding to know how to separate grief from his positive memories, so it felt as if he was mourning his entire history. Alexander got up and stared at himself in the mirror. What did he see? That is something that even he did not understand. 

His childhood was normal, but he never had many friends, a bit of an outcast but he was always very aware of who he was. Despite not being very academic and having concentration issues, he liked to possess unique knowledge, almost like a spy who knew things that others didn’t. His head had always been a minefield of knowledge, vast minerals of intelligence stored away. A minefield that only he knew about, a minefield that he wanted to keep hidden from the outer world. 

He flicked through the next page and saw a photo of Anna holding a straw basket with a black cat napping inside. Nestled on each side of this cat were two kittens. His younger sister, Anna Sommervale, was born in July 1998. She was very studious and hardworking. She was a tall ginger-haired woman with blue eyes. Despite being socially awkward she had a contagious smile and enjoyed socialising with all sorts of people. Her biggest interests were animals, small, cute animals. Her main goal in life was to become a vet, but she also wanted to have an animal family. She imagined having a grandma and grandpa tortoise, aunt parrot, uncle budgerigar, cousin hedgehog, daddy hare, mummy goose, sister hamster and a brother ferret. The only thing she might struggle with was controlling her nerves. She never got into any trouble and had a wonderful personality. At this time, she was studying veterinary biology at Nottingham University and made occasional visits to see her family. During Rose’s cancer treatment, Anna had delayed her studies at Nottingham so that she could be there for Rose.

Alexander turned to look at a photo of William sitting in an armchair, which was located at the top of a staircase. This was typical of William – being showboat-y about everything, he always had to be number one. William Sommervale was born in October 2001, a snotty competitive academic who always did well at everything. He was planning to study law at Cambridge University. He wanted to become the flashiest lawyer in Stroud. He was constantly banging on about his endless achievements, even going as far as to write a terrible song about his exaggerated achievements, then proceeding to sing it using a loudspeaker and sounding completely out of tune. He would often taunt Alexander and Anna by doing irritating things such as creating posters of himself and putting them up all over the house. One such poster included a photoshopped picture of himself with a cigar in his mouth and a heading saying, ‘you can be like me’. 

The siblings shared a lot of common interests but, of course, William liked to believe that he was better at everything, constantly recording his scores in everything. As you might expect from three siblings, they took it in turns to fall out and to bond with each other. Anna would often prefer hanging out with her parents as opposed to hanging out with Alexander and William. They mostly bonded over long walks and watching movies but when it came to doing house chores, it was every man for himself. Whenever Alexander had something that William did not have, he would moan to God about it. They would often play sports and video games together, but William would always take these things too seriously. Underneath the cocky supercilious exterior lay a shy passionate person who just wanted to do well. William massively stepped up during his mum’s illness and showed a lot of support, which surprised the family as he had never shown support to anyone before.

Alexander lifted out a photo of Tony (their dad). This photo was taken when he was at the pub; he was wearing a shirt saying, ‘If found please return to the pub’. He had a full pint of beer in his right hand, and he was pulling an amusing facial expression with his mouth open and eyes half-open, pointing in different directions. Tony was born in August 1960. He was brought up in a small village in Herefordshire, he had two sisters and a brother. Many people would consider him a jack-of-all-trades since he had done so many different jobs in his lifetime. In his younger days, he worked as a rubbish collector – he would take no crap from anyone. He worked in the Wild Boar pub as a barman – he never missed an opportunity to have a pint. He worked in a chicken factory – he never forgot to ‘chick in’ in the morning or ‘chick out’ in the evening. Not the most ‘eggsiting’ job in the world, he used to say. After doing these menial jobs for many years, he decided that he wanted a career change. One of the things that Tony enjoyed doing was walking around with his clipboard, trying to draw things or make notes. This clipboard mentality led him to become a building inspector; he enjoyed this job at first, but his interest started to fade away, so he studied to become a detective. His colleagues used to tease him a lot calling him Mr Clipboard. He used to joke that he was a ‘Sherlock in training’. This clipboard mentality rubbed off on his children as he would often walk around the house with a clipboard making sure that the siblings had completed the household chores. 

	

Moving on

Even when his mother was ill, she tried her best to encourage Alexander not to give up on his life. But the struggle with seeing his mother suffering made him lose interest and shortly after her passing, Alexander decided to have a break from everything. He moved into a flat near the family home in Whiteshill, near Stroud, and filled his days by analysing chess positions. He was quite a proud chess player. He had many chess sets; wooden, glass Gothic, paper, pop-up and even clay and mosaic sets. Around 20 in total, he had a room for storing them all.

Sometimes he would discover a position that would fascinate him and then recreate the position on a chessboard, he would often have up to five chessboards at one time. These boards were positionings that Alexander had memorised. He watched The Queen’s Gambit which inspired him to prove his true capability, seeing someone showing off their raw talent and defying the odds. Alexander had seen himself like that in many ways; when he was in a group of people, his presence was drowned out by mundane chatter. 

This was a recurring problem that Alexander had always experienced. People going about their daily lives – everyone around him – seemed to have a connection but he only had a primeval bond with other people. He had the feeling of people talking over him and not taking his opinions and beliefs into consideration. A common assumption of atypical people is that they might not be aware of scenarios or commonly used methods. Feeling the frustration of not being listened to or taken seriously caused Alexander to feel a slight resentment or distaste towards people. He saw himself as a natural force only understood by himself. He had a golden sense of inner pride but not overconfident and deluded, forever wanting to take a long stride towards the rainbow of success. A battle of a lifetime, a battle of identity, not wanting to be drowned out by the stereotypical conformist ideology, wanting to be understood for what he was. Fed up with being underestimated by people who had a stereotypical perception of him, judging him according to their standards.

The chance for Alexander to reveal his true identity and to explain himself for what he was, was what he secretly longed for. He dreamt of a successful future where his unique ideas would make a difference. Nobody understood him, thinking that his inability to socialise was a result of a personality disorder or possible drug misuse. When in actual fact he was just developing differently. This notion caused him to become trapped in his own ideas.

He felt like he was drowning in a sea of ubiquitousness, not being able to synchronise with the people around him, being disdainfully ignored by mainstream society. The constant rejection from job interviews started to wear him down. Of course, there was no real prejudice, and you always had yourself to blame, however if the opportunities weren’t there then no real progress could be made.

These thoughts were weighing down on his mind every day. Having the ability to speak multiple languages, memorise chess positions, draw maps from memory and memorise historical dates from throughout history but lacking social prowess and charisma and social confidence to apply himself to real life situations made him ever fearful of the future. The eternal torment of the future beating down on his shoulders like an impatient drummer commanding Alexander’s attention. The simplicity of monotonous habits distracting him from setting out to conquer the real world. 

Alexander had previously volunteered in kitchens and community centres; one of the main issues he faced was his lack of concentration. He was definitely considered a hard-working person, but he would get distracted sometimes by people, other times by his surroundings. Alexander was quite sensitive to people, easily getting frustrated or upset by other people’s behaviour. He also struggled with commitment and sticking with one thing over a period.

So as hours turned into days and days into weeks, and vice versa, twiddling his fingers constantly, he had paced around endlessly trying to rectify his problems. But his first encounter with Pvormlu now gave him new hope. Alexander decided that he would come up with a list of goals that he wanted to achieve. These goals were going to change his life and help him reconnect with the world. The chance to be normal seemed ambitious to him but he was willing to try. The haunting notion of the words that he had seen in his sleep made him want to fulfil his potential.

He concocted a masterplan to achieve his desires. He thought about what he wanted to do. The sense of intimate desolation and sexual curiosity made him eager to start dating. He knew nothing about women, but he knew that he needed love, so it was worth a try.

Another feeling he felt was a lack of self-accomplishment and he felt like a bit of a waste of space. He felt like he was ready to enter the world of work. He wanted to prove himself. Which job should he apply for? It didn’t seem like an easy choice, but he needed to move on. Joining a social group was something that he believed would help him to become an active member of his community. The desire to have human interaction was an insatiable thrust that he wanted to devour. He was able to come up with eight main ideas of things that he wanted to focus on, he wrote them down. 

My Plan

Get a job

Get a girlfriend

Cycle to Gloucester

Join a social group

Go to a gym

Learn how to wear a suit

Write up a CV

Find a course to start

With his new masterplan set in motion, Alexander was looking forward to his new lease of life. He set about googling different jobs, dating websites, and social groups in his local area. It took him several hours of persistent searching and scrolling to find a job that he wanted. He first had the challenge of writing a CV.

After 30 minutes of blankly staring at the screen, he finger-prodded a few sentences about courses that he had been on and qualifications that he had. This seemed like an arduous task to him, his head barely above the keyboard. This was typical of Alexander’s ethos. He had all the curiosity of Sherlock Holmes, but the competence of Tom from Tom and Jerry. He applied for a few cleaning jobs and retail assistant jobs, not expecting any results.

His next priority was dating. This was a completely foreign concept to him. What he knew about dating could fit on the back of his hand. He browsed different sites – none of them appealed to him, so he chose Tinder. After half an hour of automatically swiping right, he concluded that it was a waste of time since he had received no likes in return. He decided to stop bothering. Although the lingering prospect of having a partner secretly excited him, the unyielding apathy was making him feel disconcerted about trying this out.

His next goal was to make friends. Alexander had previously developed disinterest in this goal. His frustration with people not taking him seriously had enabled this lone wolf mentality that caused him to isolate himself. He found a meet-up group for young people and decided to join it.

After a couple of days, Alexander was receiving messages back from the jobs that he had applied for. He contacted the manager back about a retail assistant job that he had applied for. The feeling of excitement was battling with his feelings of cynicism. They arranged for 9am the next morning. Alexander was feeling nervous about the interview since he had not been successful in one before. He went to bed early and prepared himself. The only problem was he had forgotten to set his alarm! Alexander had a pleasant sleep, slept like a log. He awoke the next day if he had woken up before his alarm clock had gone off. Feeling optimistic, he picked up his phone, but what he saw infuriated him. It was 10am!

“What the fuck!” he yelled to himself. 

He picked up his phone and whacked it against his pillow like something out of Fawlty Towers. He couldn’t believe that this had happened to him again. He spent the next 20 minutes having a full-on tantrum, throwing bed sheets around and doing manic arm gestures as if his favourite football team had lost the World Cup, arms flailing about, pacing back and forth, wandering what the hell was going on. He then picked up his alarm clock and opened a window – he was about to throw it out but decided not to. There had been missed calls. Alexander had no idea what to do. Should he ghost the manager, or should he apologise and attempt to rearrange the interview?

Of course, Alexander realised that he wouldn’t get the job, so he decided to ignore the manager. Naturally, Alexander felt disappointed in himself, however, the lesson hadn’t been learnt yet. He needed urgently to change his ways. His usual phlegmatic response wouldn’t cut it this time. Alexander scanned it 20 times with his eyes, each time his cornea getting bigger, and the words seemed to get bigger as well. The feeling of disappointment was eating away at him. How can I cock up again? He then proceeded to fold himself from where he was standing, then face-planted his bed like a bored child. However, this was not out of boredom but out of dread. He lay in this position with the light on for about 20 minutes until he went to bed properly. Alexander did not feel like doing anything for the rest of the day. 

	

First Date, October 20th, 2019

The next day he planned to give the dating app another go. Just as he switched on his phone, he noticed a message. The message read, hi there, my name is Jennifer, nice to meet you. Alexander was initially awe-struck at this discovery. Within ten minutes of nervously finger-tapping on his desk, a response slid down from his mind.

Hi Jennifer, my name is Alexander, nice to meet you too. They chatted amiably on and off for about half an hour. They conversed intently about life plans, pleasantries and jokes. They decided to exchange contact details and meet up the following day. They agreed to meet at a local park at midday and then decided where to take their possible relationship. Alexander expectedly was over the moon about this, he even sent her 50 ‘kisses’ and told her how beautiful she looked. After sending the final text he hopped around the house, cheering to himself, he couldn’t believe his luck. For the next few hours all he could think about was her. He stared at her photos unceasingly.

When the day came, he woke up at 10am, which was early for him, fully prepared. He spent so long perfecting his appearance that he almost became lost in the mirror. He had invented many of his own tactics, such as spraying at least half a small can of deodorant over his entire body which made him choke relentlessly. He even practised walking poses to make himself appear more attractive.

It was 11:30 and he cycled towards the park – at least to where he thought the park was. The park was about five miles away and he had just enough time to make it, however, he had never really been out travelling by himself before. He was so blindsided by his adrenaline that he hadn’t worked out where exactly it was. He decided to chance his trip, hoping that he wouldn’t get lost like he normally did. After 20 minutes of cycling, he believed that the destination was nearby. It turned out that he had taken the completely wrong turn and had ended up on the other side of Stroud. A wave of unmistakable panic had swept across him, quickly followed by a wave of anger which completely engulfed his mind. A surge of terror was rising inside of him. Five, four, three, two, one – a tsunami of frustration was unleashed. He found a spot where nobody was, picked up his phone and frantically gestured at it as if it was the phone’s fault that he was lost. He whispered in a frustrated tone, “What the fuck, where the fuck am I?” This was indicative of Alexander’s poor forward-planning and sense of direction. 

It was already 12:30 and he was miles away! He was devastated that he had let her down. He sent her a message apologising and reassuring her he would be with her soon. He checked with Google Maps and headed towards the location. About ten minutes later he felt his bike getting rough and bumpy and appearing to slow down. He stopped and realised that he had a flat rear tyre. Upon realising this, his face twisted and twisted, forming a horrifying grimace. It was as if his face had been ripped off then scrunched like a piece of paper then unfolded and stuck back on his head. The frantic whispering, swearing and gesturing continued; he felt as if the gods were trying to teach him a lesson. At this point he was starting to doubt whether he should have agreed to this at all. 

Alexander proceeded to find the place on foot. Most ordinary people would have by now admitted that they needed help and would have spilled the beans about what was really going on. But he wanted to impress her. He soon realised that he was half an hour late and might have to cancel the date.

Eventually he managed to find the park, but not without making Jennifer wait 45 minutes and appearing with mud on his trainers. The infatuation was taking hold of Alexander and taking him into a place where everything seemed to be happening in slow motion. He took a couple of steps into the park and a friendly face was waving at him. Alexander ran towards her with a monumental grin on his inexperienced face, his eyes fixated on this real-life goddess. His eyes were so attracted to her that it felt as if they were trying to escape from their sockets and bounce around Jennifer like two obsessive bugs. This was a spectacular woman who he really wanted to impress. She was standing before his very eyes, happy to see him. They were a metre apart when an awkward pause fell upon them. Alexander quickly worked out that he had to initiate the conversation.
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