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      TELEPORTASM (noun)

      te-lə-ˌpȯr-ˈtā- zəm

      The temporary state of euphoria, confusion, and/or excited delirium that follows a teleportation event.
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        Teleportation Feels Really Good

        2012

      

      

      “You know what feels really good?”

      Barry was packing a fresh bowl into his eighteen-inch glass bong. She was a thing of beauty he’d named Jeannie. He liked to imagine the smoke lingering in the shaft after each hit might materialize into his own personal Barbara Eden.

      “No,” Frankie replied, looking up from the couch with droopy eyelids. She was a lightweight, and Jeannie had already made the rounds twice. “What feels really good?” she asked.

      “The Internal Bullfrog.”

      They were in Barry’s Lair of Terror, a horror-themed lounge in the basement of his mom’s house. He resided over his domain like the Crypt Keeper: they were both tall, shaggy, and lanky (even if Barry’s quips were never quite as clever).

      Returning home after things hadn’t worked out at Cal State Northridge was embarrassing. But moving into the basement as opposed to his old bedroom at least asserted a modicum of separation from his collective family-teat. Barry didn’t mind that his space was dreary and creepy. He leaned into the aesthetic with low lighting, candles, and gory artwork.

      “What’s The Internal Bullfrog?” Snaps asked. The stylish dude in a beanie cap sat on the couch beside Frankie.

      “It’s a method of cannabis inhalation I’ve been pioneering,” Barry explained.

      Frankie and Snaps burst into giggles. What Barry said wasn’t particularly funny; they just had no idea what he was talking about. Giggling, therefore, was the only natural response.

      “How many methods of cannabis inhalation are there?” Snaps asked as he sat up and smoothed his baggy jeans.

      “That’s the thing,” Barry replied. “Everyone just holds it down in their lungs without even thinking about it.”

      “Where are we supposed to hold it?” Frankie’s Pixies T-shirt and forest-green corduroys added a pop of flair to Barry’s dusky basement.

      “Instead of holding the smoke down here,” Barry rubbed his pecs, referring to his lungs. “You gotta push the smoke back up into your brainstem here.” He pointed at the back of his neck.

      “The hell you talking about?” Snaps cracked, inciting a new fit of laughter from Frankie.

      “The first time I did it, it was an accident,” Barry continued. “I was just trying to stifle a cough. My lungs seized and the back of my throat expanded like a balloon, like⁠—”

      “Like the throat of a bullfrog!” Frankie exclaimed when the lightbulb went off over her head.

      “Exactly!” Barry replied. “All the THC travels straight to the brain through the mucus membrane.”

      “Shut up, Barry!”

      “Oh yeah, Snaps. It’s scientific. Zero loss of potency from traveling the bloodstream all the way from the lungs. But I suspect there’s even more to it than that. If you do it long enough, I think it stimulates the medulla oblongata.”

      “You’re probably just pressing an artery,” Frankie interjected, “depriving your brain of blood and oxygen,”

      “Whatever it is,” Barry assured them, “if you do it just right—it’s like blasting into another dimension.”

      “Sounds like a good way to give yourself brain damage.”

      “No doubt, Frankie. It starts with tunnel vision and expands until I’m completely swirling in a purple haze. It’s fifty-times better than your average bong hit.”

      “This I gotta see,” Snaps scoffed.

      Barry was happy to demonstrate. He put his lighter to the bowl and pulled a thick cloud into the glass chamber. He emptied his lungs before gulping the entire cloud with a slurp!

      Barry leaned back into his faux leather recliner.

      His face turned beet red in only a few seconds; tendons bulged in his neck. He squinted as though trying to keep smoke from escaping through his tear ducts.

      Barry started to twitch; his eyelids fluttered. Finally, he expelled his used cloud into the dank basement with a powerful cough/sneeze combination.

      “Oh fuck. . . This feels so good!” Barry was slurring and drooling. “I almost broke into another reality!” He fell back into his recliner with a moan.

      “Oh, I got that beat by a mile.” Snaps reached for his backpack. “Pack me a freshy, Barry.”

      As Barry clumsily reloaded Jeannie, Snaps cracked a couple of nitrous cartridges into his whip-cream dispenser.

      “I’m gonna take a hit,” Snaps said, “and I’m gonna try the Horny Toad maneuver⁠—”

      “Internal Bullfrog!” Barry snapped.

      “Excuse me, The Internal Bullfrog, of course. But I’m going to follow it up with a nitrous hit!”

      Barry was impressed.

      “You’re a genius, Snaps.”

      “Wait a minute!” Frankie scolded. “Aren’t you afraid of giving yourself a stroke or an aneurism?”

      “No, not really,” Snaps replied.

      “In that case,” Frankie said, “You should do the Internal Bullfrog with the weed hit and the nitrous hit.”

      Barry and Snaps looked at each other, then back at Frankie.

      “See,” Barry smiled. “I knew there was a reason we kept you around!”

      “Yeah, I have my moments.”

      Barry gave step-by-step instructions. Frankie cheered Snaps on from the sidelines.

      Snaps executed the perfect Internal Bullfrog with his bong hit. After forcefully and comically releasing his cloud, he followed with as much nitrous as his body could hold. Twenty seconds later, Snap’s exhaled while sliding entirely off the couch. He ended up under the coffee table. Barry and Frankie applauded.

      “Damn,” Snaps moaned. “You guys gotta try it!”

      As Frankie helped Snaps back up onto the couch, an ominous voice emerged from the darkness like a phantom.

      “You know what feels really good?”

      Everyone was startled.

      “Damnit, Lars!” Barry yelled. “Stop doing that!”

      The way Lars could fade into the background of a room and seemingly pop out someplace else was almost uncanny. His ghostly lurkings, coupled with his strange voice, were often discomforting.

      Lars was the mysterious oddball of the bunch. While Larry (Barry), Curly (Frankie), and Moe (Snaps) had been sitting around the table committing braincell genocide, Lars had been perusing Barry’s vinyl records collection.

      Lars put the needle on a record. A soothing wave of synthesizers rose as a robot made an introduction.

      Dōmo arigatō misutā Robotto

      By the time Dennis DeYoung began crooning You’re wondering who I am. . . Lars had made himself comfortable on a beanbag beside the retro system. He lit up a tampon-sized joint and puffed vigorously.

      “You know what feels really good?” he asked again in his gravelly, slightly sinister voice.

      “What?” Frankie asked.

      “Yeah, what?” Snaps echoed.

      “Teleportation.” Lars exhaled a huge cloud of smoke.

      The gang didn’t know how to respond.

      They say still waters run deep, and Lars could be curiously insightful. Profound even. But he was also prone to random dissertations on subjects like Hollow Moon Theory and glitches in the Matrix.

      So, what will it be this time, Lars? Barry wondered. Profundity or mendacity?

      “How do you know what teleportation feels like,” Frankie asked before stating the obvious: “Teleportation’s impossible.”

      “Can’t say I blame you for thinking so,” Lars responded. He wasn’t a big guy, but he had a big guy’s voice, like Laurence Fishburn or Sam Elliot. “I can’t explain the science behind it. But I know what it feels like, and let me tell you. . . it feels really good.” He smiled and leaned back into the beanbag, basking in the recollection.

      “So, when were you on the Starship Enterprise?” Snaps jabbed.

      The Three Stooges had a good chuckle at Lars’s expense.

      “I was just a kid the first time it happened,” he replied, ignoring the ribbing. “But I remember it clear as day. . .”

      Lars’s story unfolded like a flashback in a movie.

      Ten-year-old Lars was running around a large suburban backyard behind a four-bedroom house in Reseda. The get-together was wholesome with people of all ages, eating, chatting, and playing.

      Lars-from-the-present narrated the scene.

      “Every Memorial Day, we’d go to my grandparents’ house for the annual family potluck. My uncle Salvador, my mom’s brother, still lived at home. He was the black sheep, and my mom was constantly warning me to steer clear of him. But I wouldn’t listen.”

      “Hey guys!” Sal approached young Lars and a couple of his older cousins. “You guys want to see something cool?”

      Sal looked like a harmless computer nerd but his mannerisms (and the white powder on his upper lip) clearly suggested he was at least a gram deep.

      “Sure,” Lars, twelve-year-old Cory, and fourteen-year-old Chester replied.

      “Great! But you can’t tell anyone, okay? It’ll be our secret.”

      The kids looked at each other and shrugged.

      “Sure.”

      “Great! Follow me to the basement!”

      They followed Sal into the house and down into the basement. The space was deep and strangely expansive, as though Sal had pushed the underground walls outward beyond their limits. There were all the typical basement trappings: unused ping-pong tables, holiday decorations, forgotten bicycles, a trampoline. . .

      But deeper inside, Sal had created a bizarre, neo-futuristic workshop, a room within a room. There was a bank of television sets along a wall and worktables cluttered with mechanical components. There were whiteboards covered in scrawled formulas and wild proclamations; there were bulletin boards covered in newspaper clippings, magazine articles, and photographs, all connected by a spiderweb of red twine.

      “Chester,” Sal said, “do you know how to operate a video camera?”

      “Wait, wait, wait,” Frankie interrupted, pausing the flashback. “This isn’t going to be one of those kinds of stories, is it? I’m not in the mood for any Girl Next Door scenarios.”

      “Hey, relax,” Lars said before taking another hit off of his oversized spliff.

      “Let him finish!” Snaps slapped Frankie on the leg.

      “Thank you, Snaps. Now, where was I? Oh yes. . . Uncle Sal showed me a video that teleported me across the room into⁠—”

      “Stop, stop, stop.” Barry shattered the flashback again before anyone had time to revisualize the scene. “What do you mean a videotape teleported you across the room?”

      “That’s pretty much the gist of it,” Lars replied. “And it felt really good.”

      “Yeah, I’m gonna have to call bullshit,” Barry stated.

      Snaps was more open-minded.

      “What do you mean by really good? What would you compare it too?”

      Lars took a cigarette out of his pocket and lit up.

      “Even now, I’ve never had anything like it. Not even close.”

      “What does it feel like?” Frankie asked.

      “Like jumping out of an airplane and having sex while a thousand puppies kiss your soul.”

      “Whoa. . .” Frankie and Snaps replied.

      Even Barry paused. That did sound really good.

      “I have so many questions,” Snaps said, “but the main one is: can we get our hands on that tape?”

      Lars studied the tip of his cigarette. “Oh, I suppose.”

      “Wait just a second!” Barry hated not being the center of attention in his own lair. “How do we know you’re not full of shit?”

      “Well,” Lars replied, “that was the first time I teleported—but it wasn’t the last.”

      Lars took off his right shoe. He grasped his ankle firmly and, with a single motion, yanked and twisted the limb. The prosthetic slid out of his pant leg.

      “Teleportation feels really good,” Lars said, “But it’s really dangerous.”

      None of them knew Lars was missing his right leg below the knee. He didn’t walk with a limp, and he never mentioned it.

      “How’d you lose your leg?” Barry asked.

      “Oh man! That’s a crazy story.”
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        Wild Night at the ER

        2002

      

      

      “You are not going to believe what came through the doors last night!” Mable said.

      Mable and Pearl had just finished a grueling stint of night shifts at Valley Central Presbyterian and met for coffee at Tom’s Diner to decompress. Nursing was crazy, and no one understood better than other nurses.

      Pearl worked in the pediatric oncology ward. The job was rewarding, if emotionally taxing. Nights were fairly routine and usually involved a lot of data entry and paperwork.

      Mable worked in the ER where there was never a dull moment. Nothing surprised her anymore, not even sex injuries. Foreign objects lodged in bodies, vacuum cleaner mutilations, boner-pill overdoses, and other coital calamities were par for the course.

      But of all the stories Mable told Pearl over their years of friendship and co-service, she had a feeling nothing would ever top the tale she was about to tell.

      “Something worse than an entire shampoo bottle in someone’s. . . ?”

      “Way,” Mable assured her.

      “Well, okay. Dish!”

      “These three teenagers come in, and it’s like nothing I’ve seen before,” Mable said. “The first one comes through in a wheelchair with his leg elevated. But there’s a blanket over it, so I can’t see what’s wrong. We get him on a gurney, Dr. Wallace pulls the blanket back, and we all gasped.”

      “Was it real nasty?”

      “Not so much nasty as weird. I’m expecting to see this kid’s leg all smashed and fractured, right? But actually, this boy’s leg is stuck through a piece of an interior wall.”

      “Come again?”

      “Okay. . .” Mable thought for a moment. “Imagine if this kid was doing a flying karate kick at a target on the wall.”

      “Okay, I follow.”

      “He takes a running leap at the target and when he hits it.” Mable clapped. “His foot gets stuck, right up to the top of the calf.”

      “Is that what happened?”

      “That’s what I thought, but no one could understand why the EMTs hadn’t pulled the leg out. Why’d they cut the wall?”

      “Must have been stuck in there good and tight. Was he bleeding?”

      “Not a drop. So, Dr. Wallace asks, ‘What did you do, kid?’”

      “What did the kid say?” Pearl asked.

      “Barely anything. He was dazed and goofy.”

      “Shock?”

      “Maybe.” Mable shrugged. “He said it was a trampoline accident.”

      “What kind of idiot kids would jump on a trampoline inside?”

      “That’s not the weirdest part,” Mable said. “This wasn’t a typical injury.”

      “Explain.”

      “This wasn’t a broken ankle or a pinched artery—the kid’s foot had, like, melted into the wall.” Mable interlocked her fingers with a merging motion.

      “I’m not following.”

      “Okay, remember that same example about a kid doing a flying karate kick into a wall?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Okay, now imagine that just as he was about to hit the wall, the wall disappeared and then reappeared around his leg, trapping him around his calf.”

      Pearl tried to understand.

      “I saw this episode of The Twilight Zone where a girl disappeared into a wall,” she said. “You mean something like that?”

      “‘Little Girl Lost’,” Mable replied “It’s a classic episode. But not like that. More like—have you ever heard of The Philadelphia Experiment?”

      “Is that the movie where Tom Cruise and Denzel Washington play gay lawyers?” Pearl asked.

      “Oh my God, there is so much wrong with what you just said, I’m going to completely ignore it.”

      “What?” Pearl replied sheepishly, genuinely ignorant of her multiple mix-ups.

      “The Philadelphia Experiment,” Mable explained, “was an invisibility experiment conducted by the US Navy during World War II. Using Einstein’s Theory of Relativity, they tried to bend light around a ship so the Germans couldn’t see it. But when they pressed the button, something crazy happened.”

      “What happened?”

      “The entire ship vanished! Not because it was invisible, but because it teleported hundreds of miles away to Virginia. Then, a few minutes later, the ship teleported back to Philadelphia, shrouded in a cloud of blue and purple fog.”

      “Very interesting,” Pearl said. “What’s this got to do with a kid and his leg in a wall?”

      “I’m telling you! When the ship jumped back to Philadelphia, a bunch of the sailors were fused into the walls and floors. Like, when they teleported, their bodies merged with their environment at the sub-atomic level,”

      “So, you think the house teleported and his leg went through the wall?” Pearl asked.

      “No, I’m not saying that,” Mable said before stating the obvious. “That would be impossible! I’m saying it was like that.”

      “Okay, go on.”

      “So, Dr. Wallace can’t figure out how to approach this situation. The kid’s foot was still warm, but it was purple.”

      “Yikes! I’m guessing you applied a torniquet below his knee and removed the wall with a saw.”

      “We tried, but we couldn’t get the wall off. It was like the wall and this kid’s leg had blended together. Like some kind of mutant black mold had grabbed him and assimilated him.”

      “I can’t even picture it,” Pearl said.

      “You probably don’t want to. It wasn’t pretty.”

      “So, what did you do?”

      “What could we do? We put the kid under and amputated his leg. It wasn’t going to last long—and the rest of his body was turning yellow.”

      “That’s definitely one for the books!”

      “Oh, you think my story’s over? I told you that three kids came in. All victims of the same ‘trampoline accident.’” Mable made air-quotes around the words “trampoline accident.”

      “More legs in walls?”

      Mable scoffed. “The second kid I saw got stuck in the ceiling—by the top of his head!”

      “No, no, no. . .” Pearl pushed her coffee away. It was too grisly to imagine, but she imagined it anyway.

      “Mm-hmm.”

      “So you’re saying this kid jumped so high on an indoor trampoline that his head went through the ceiling?”

      “That’s what he told us.”

      “But, the ceiling disappeared and reappeared around his head, just like the first kid?”

      “Yes,” Mable replied.

      “And I bet EMTs brought him in with a piece of ceiling cut off around his head?” Pearl conjected.

      “Winner-winner chicken dinner! It looked like he was wearing a hat made out of sheet cake. And just like the first kid, he wasn’t through the ceiling, he was mashed up with the ceiling.”

      Pearl’s jaw was practically on the table.

      “Well, he’s dead now, right?”

      “You’d think so. . .”

      “No way!”

      “They thought the separation would kill him. The assimilation had gone completely through his skull and into the top of his brain.”

      “But he lived?”

      “He was still alive when I clocked out,” Mable said. “He’ll have the craziest permanent flat-top you’ve ever seen. He’ll be able to play Frankenstein on Halloween for the rest of his life—if he learns to walk and talk again.”

      “Un-fucking-believable,” Pearl replied.

      Mable nodded.

      “What did the parents have to say about all this?” Pearl asked.

      “I don’t know. They were brought in by their uncle, a real sleazeball. He just kept repeating that trampoline accident bullshit.”

      “Was he involved?”

      “I don’t know, but Dr. Wallace called CPS and the CDC.”

      “My mind is blown!” Pearl mimed an explosion coming out of her ears.

      “There’s more.”

      “That’s right. You said there were three of them.”

      “There sure were. And the third one was the worst.”

      “Oh God. I think I need to brace myself.”

      “Remember The Empire Strikes Back?” Mable asked.

      “Of course! It’s my favorite Star Wars.”

      “You remember what Han Solo looked like after he got frozen in carbonite?” Mable mimicked Han’s anguished face and clawing hands.

      “No!” Pearl gasped. “No. Way!”

      “They strapped him to the top of the ambulance for transport and brough him into the ER on a forklift.”

      “Okay, you can’t tell me that kid’s still alive,” Pearl said. “Because I won’t believe it for a second.”

      “Oh, he’s gonna die, no doubt. But his family wants us to do everything possible to keep him alive until Friday.”

      “What? He’s got to be suffering. Why would they want to keep him alive that long?”

      “It’s the kid’s last wish, apparently. He still wants to take his girlfriend to the prom.”

      Pearl was flabbergasted. All she could do was shake her head in disbelief.

      Mable finished her coffee.

      “So,” Pearl said after taking a moment to process. “Do you think he’ll live until Friday?”

      “If he does,” Mable replied, “it’ll be one fucked up Prom.”
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