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I stood there in the corner office on the 75th floor in Downtown LA. I had finally made it to the top of the world. I was now CEO of the largest tech company on the West coast and the only thing left to do was put this custom chess set on the side table so I can watch it collect dust.‬

That night laying in my bed, I crashed, sound asleep and for the first time in many years of climbing the ladder I dreamt. I was walking down a beach and judging by my surroundings I was somewhere in Jamaica. I recognized these beautiful beaches from anywhere. That’s when I saw him- tatted all over, dreads past his shoulders and hanging in a hammock supported by nothing- right where the waves meet the beach. I knew I was dreaming now, I approached him.

“You finally made it-took you long enough.” His voice familiar, almost laughing at me. He stood up from his hammock and looked me right in the eyes. It was me. At least some version of me. Seeing him made my shoulders relax and I couldn’t wait to hear what he had to say. 

“Welcome home brother, we’ve got a lot to talk about you and I. How about some tea?” 

I laughed. “I’m more of a coffee guy.” 

His smile slightly sunk, “Yeah, I know. But this time, let’s try tea.

Just let me put this hammock away and we can get to our walk.” 

“Oh, you mean the one floating over there? You’re just gonna put it away?” I chuckled.

“Yeah, anything left swinging in the air needs to be folded. See, you just fold it up and now, it knows where to go.

He unhooked the hammock as if it was hanging between the trees and folded it up and gently placed it on the ground and put his hand on my shoulder, “I’ll take the first step you just come along.”

The next morning, like clockwork at 6:02 AM Jonathan pinged me. “Sir, our defense contract has a problem with their test flight.”

I laughed, “Jonathan get everyone on visual protocol, I’ll put it on the big screen. I’m just gonna go grab my coffee.” 

As I made my coffee and walked out of my office, I thought to myself, “Typical Monday morning, make it through 10 minutes of high security protocol to get into my office and we got a problem already. Somebody broke their tech.”

I addressed them, “Good morning gentlemen, what do we have?”  

“Well Sir, looks like there’s a rover unit that the military was testing and they missed a degree change in the descent. It’s stuck between its descent and it’s landing.” 

“Well, I guess that’s why they pay millions for tech-support,” I said.

“Since it’s in defense mode, we can’t really set it down and we can’t hack in because, well, it’s in defense mode.” The team reported 

I thought to myself for a second before I responded, “OK team, here’s what I want you to do, send it a set of basic maneuvers. That will allow it to bring itself to a full 6-inch hover then upon completion, instruct it to reinitiate test deployment at the most logical altitude. This will cause it to pick up its sequence at DOD 6913 final landing.”

Jonathan chimed in, “Sir, it’s working. It’s taking that command.” 

As I released the conference call I heard a specialist from the DOD chuckle nervously, “Good job team.

I damn near spilled my coffee as I hung up when I realized what just happened. “You can’t leave something swinging in the air.” I heard a voice say. “you have to fold it up.” 

I sat back in my chair and smiled as I looked over at the chess table and a chill went through my body. The white pawn was moved to C4. 

“What the hell?” it took me a second to catch my breath. Either someone’s fucking with me through seventeen layers of security or I’m going crazy. I rubbed my temples. Either way there’s cause for concern, just not this Monday morning.

I spent my day putting out most of the fires that came up on a the day-to-day basis and as I got ready to leave the office that evening I thought, “Crazy or not, I’m gonna make my move, Pawn to E 6.” I tried to explain to myself why I was playing this chess game as I grabbed something to eat and headed straight to the house. I inhaled my entire number seven before I even got to my loft door and I  only remember turning my lights off before I was almost immediately right beside him on the beach. 

He smiled, “You see what’s going on, don’t you brother?” 

“Yeah, I think this is a result of a lot of neglecting myself and somehow the only way to stay on top of all this is to dream the answers up.”

“Yea, that’s what you’re going to tell yourself brother, that somehow you knew ahead of time what was gonna happen and you already had the answer. Well, we got a little ways to walk before we sit down for the tea, let’s see how smart you are. Knight to F3.” 

“Wait a minute, you’re telling me that’s your move in my office right now?”

“Come on, it’s just around the corner. What do you think about chamomile honey and vanilla?”
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