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Chapter 1

The phone buzzed beneath layers of polyester and faux-cotton, nestled underneath my right ear, stirring me from a dream that fled from memory as quickly as my eyes opened to stare at the water-stained white ceiling above me. I blinked the last bit of sleep from my eyes, and my phone buzzed loudly again. I turned over, groped blindly beneath the gutted innards of the old pillow, and dug around that white fluff until my hand found purchase against the cracked case. I pulled it free and held it above my face.

“Sean.” The contact name read. The green phone symbol hopped up and down as it vibrated again. My younger brother.

I pressed my thumb against the glass and slid up: the raised surfaces of the small cracks scraping against my thumb. I pressed the speaker button.

“Yeah?” I managed to sputter out through the weariness.

The sun shot a shaft of white light through a small crack between the blackout curtain, hung by a row of thumbtacks over the windowsill.

“Are you just waking up?” Sean asked, exasperated.

“What are you even doing with your life, James?” Andrew— my other brother’s voice came through as well.

“I was working until two in the morning,” I said with a yawn.

I pushed myself up and sat on the edge of my bed: the old, gray vinyl flooring shifting slightly as I set my feet down upon it.

“What’s going on?” I said.

“We were discussing things, James.”

I hesitated for one moment.

“About what?” I managed to push out.

“You know.”

I did.

“Do we have to do this now?” I asked.

“It’s almost been a year, James,” Sean responded.

“I know...just….”

I sighed. I knew. My father was currently languishing in a coma in a city away. A year ago, both he and my mother were hit by a drunk driver when they were out for a walk. The drunk driver fled the scene, and my mother managed to make it to the sidewalk. My father, however, was not so lucky. He was hit by several cars before my mother’s screaming caused someone to pull over and drag my dad out of the street. He clung on to life then, and we had all thought he deserved the chance to continue the fight. My mother was currently paralyzed from the waist down, and the drunk driver was released on his own recognizance and fled to his home in Mexico, last I heard.

“Just what? How much longer should we allow him to suffer for?” Andrew said.

“He’d want to fight!”

“And he has been!” Sean said. “But we can’t afford it anymore.”

Between the three of us, we had to raise 15,000 dollars a month for both him and my mother’s care. It took just about all of my money, and most of theirs as well, to keep my father’s heart beating and his lungs pumping, and my mother off the street.

“What about mom?”

“Dad’s care alone costs $9,000 a month. James, I’m having another kid. I can’t afford it. We’re barely scraping by as is.”

“Do you really think Dad would want machines pumping his lungs for him, James?”

“He’s going to come out,” I said.

“No, he isn’t,” Sean shot back. “You need to come to terms with that, James.”

I gritted my teeth.

“One more month,” I said.

I wouldn’t be able to handle it right now.

“James.”

“Please…I’ll pay for the next month, too.”

“How?” Andrew said — his voice rumbling like a growl, “You’re a janitor, James.”

“I know...I know I’ll sell the house.”

“Don’t you dare,” Andrew said. “That’s our childhood home.”

“What does it matter if dad’s not here?”

“James…” Sean sighed. “You’re being childish.”

“So? I don’t care. I won’t let Dad die.”

Both of them went silent. I heard the tick-tacking of texting between the two. I tapped my foot against the ground and tapped my fingers across my thighs. Minutes passed in that aching silence. I tried to speak — an occasional, ‘hello?’ Or ‘Andrew,’ but nothing came. Until, at last, Sean spoke.

“Fine. We’ll pay for one more month.” Andrew said.

“One more month. But after that, if you can’t pay, we’re going through with it.” Sean added in.

I breathed out a stream of air that I held in my lungs.

“Thank you…”


They hung up without saying anything else, and I let the phone fall to the ground. The hollow floor rang like a bell as I grabbed handfuls of my hair by my ears and pressed my eyes into my palms. I had no plans to pay. There was no way I could pay. If I sold the old trailer that my brothers and I grew up in, I would be homeless, and even if he did wake up, he would have nowhere to live. My brothers wouldn’t let him live with them, even after he lost his job and we were forced to move back into this rundown thing.


I reached down and picked up my phone from the floor and carried it in my palm as I pushed myself off the sagging mattress with a disgruntled groan. A single shaft of white light bled in through a space between the two blackout curtains, hung on the faux-wood panel wall by four thumbtacks. I followed that sliver of light to the door and turned the handle, stopping as I did so to take a breath. Every day, I fought the urge to give in to despair and allow my father to be taken away by the looming specter of death. Every day, I had to fight to keep the flickering of hope alive within my soul. Hope was hard, and today, already, was testing that fragile thing. To hope was a hard thing. How easy it would be just to let it go.

Each step I took, I tested on tiptoe: feeling the floor beneath me so that I was sure it wouldn’t give before putting my full weight onto it. I paused in the hall. To my left, there were two rooms: one, which once housed the laundry room, and had been used for storage for the holidays, now had holes bored through the tiled floors. Rot. Beside it was the room my brothers and I shared at one point. Mold clung to the dark places in the corners of the room. Rot.

The hall stretched to join the living room and the connecting kitchen. Once, we would come together during the day and watch television, or open gifts during the holidays. Once the smell of cooked meals wafted in from the kitchen, but now all there was was the stench of mildew. Rot. The living room now leaned a bit as the rusted jacks began to sag and give. Rot. This whole trailer was a monument to Rot.

Like this, I made my way across the single-wide trailer to the restroom. Dim, yellow light flooded the dark, vinyl-tiled room. Things skittered in the dark that I didn’t even want to think about. No matter how many traps I laid out, there always seemed to be more: slipping in through the cracks in the floor and wall.

My eyes snapped to the dirty, water-spotted mirror, and I balked at what I saw there. Coarse, brown hair hung on my face like an infirm lion’s mane. All the best, as the hair from the very top of my head seemed to have found its way there. Dark circles hung under my blue eyes, and my gut hung over the hem of my pajama pants. I sighed, rubbed the sleep from my eyes, and stepped over to the toilet. After I was finished, I stripped and set my clothes on the back of the toilet, and stepped into the shower.

The floor of the shower had rotted out long ago — leaving a large, shrapnel-filled hole in the middle where the drain ought to be. As such, I had to stand with my legs apart, letting the cold water roll over me. I couldn’t afford the gas bill this month. After my shower, I dried myself off with the old towel that hung on the rack and ate a can of cold soup. The day passed as I read through one of the books I had bought at the thrift store the other day: the Book of Abramelin. As of late, I had delved deeper and deeper into the occult. If the rational world was unable to help him, then I would delve into the irrational.

The table I read at — a simple thing that I bought for a five-dollar bill at a yard sale, had deep etches of ancient SATOR squares, gouged into the wood: filled in by dust and grime. Wax discs from old candles stood in solemnity in the corners: crumbling towers that once flickered, now wickless. Pentagrams, Hexagrams, whispers of tetragrammatons, and the faded ghosts of battered barricades formed of salt sat in the center. Interconnected sephiroth roughly hewn in the oak; their orbs sat still and inert like rotting fruit. All my failures lay bare, etched into the wood for eternity.

A stack of books sat crooked and covered in layers of dust and cobwebs on a nearby shelf, just out of reach. Each page was scrawled with pen, tarnished and stained with bright, yellow highlighters, and torn at the edges. I took in and drank anything I could find: western occultism, eastern mysticism. The Quran, the Tao, and the Bible sat next to one another within that heap.

I tapped the short-bladed athame to my thigh: the rusted, dulled point catching within the polyester layers, and thumbed the beads of a rosary — the old elastic holding it together barely holding: and whispered silent prayers to Mary, Saint Jude, and the Devil in equal measure. This continued until 4 in the afternoon, when I had to get ready for work. I set the book down: held its place open with blade and beads, and rubbed the strain from my eyes.

I tiptoed down the rotted steps and onto the pocked earth, where our dog, long ago, had dug in the earth, scarring it forever. She was buried in the back. I stepped out into the setting, evening sun. I popped the hood of my old car and filled the radiator’s tank with water so it wouldn’t overheat by the time I got to work. A moment later, I pulled out and puttered down the road, turning on the highway. The orange trees beside me lay dead and dormant: waiting for spring’s kiss to awaken them from their frosty slumber.

The engine roared like a hungry lion as I pushed it to its limits. By the time I made it to work, I was at an Indian casino at the edge of my town. I sat in my car, pressing my forehead against the rubber rim of the steering wheel.

“Deep breaths, James,” I muttered to myself, as I quashed the despair choking at my heart to get ready for my shift.


Chapter 2

It sat on the edge of town: surrounded as if cradled by the pointed peaks of the Sierra Nevadas around its eastern horizon, and to its west, the vast, rolling San Joaquin valley. The skies were vast, painted in vibrant blues and fluffy whites. If it weren’t for the latent misery of my existence, I would find it pleasant. Before all of this, I, in fact, did. But now I only saw and cursed the pollution-filled haze that held in perpetuity above the valley skies.

I walked across the gravel and stepped down to the tarmac, cutting across its black surface to the security door in the back.

“Have a good shift.” The man behind the bulletproof glass said with a broad smile.

He was a new hire, and eager, it seemed. That exuberance would fade in a month or two of rote work. I flashed my badge across the scanner, and the small, black rectangle embedded on the red-orange painted walls beeped and unlocked the door. A three-deep line waited for their turns to clock in and begin their shift, and I fell in behind them.

Music blared from the speakers in the ceiling. The same dozen songs over and over and over again, that I would hear in my head when lying down to sleep for the night. I walked down the hall and took my third left into the main storage closet. Twelve other people were already waiting there, talking with one another in Tagalog and Spanish. I sighed, grabbed one of the rolling trash cans, and leaned against the shelf, waiting for our assignment.

“Hey, James!” A hand slapped my shoulder.

I turned around: it was the only person I really got along with on the job: an elderly man named Hector. The rest, I could barely speak with. A few didn’t speak a word of English, but most would only devolve into talking about subjects I couldn’t quite get into: love and sex; wealth and hobbies. None of which I could afford to embrace at the moment. How could I embrace life if my father were clinging so tentatively to his? How could I embrace love when my heart was filled with so much sorrow and rage? There was nothing left inside of me but those. And nothing will ever remain inside of me again, until the day he opens his eyes.

“Hey Hector, how are you doing?”

“I’m doing alright.” He said as he slapped my shoulder again. “I’m doing alright.”

His wrinkled face was embossed within a thin white beard and equally thin, white hair. He only worked here because he was bored in his retirement.

“How about you?”

I forced my lips into a smile.

“As well as I can be,” I said with an equally forced chuckle.

The door opened, and John, our supervisor, walked in with a clipboard. He was a rotund, balding man with peach fuzz on his face and bright grey eyes. His words were always spoken with a jovial bounce.

“Alright, we have a concert tonight, so you,” he pointed to one man: Isaac, “And you,” he pointed to a woman: Grace, “Will be working the event.”

John turned to Grace and repeated the words in Spanish. He then gave out the rest of the orders to the crew in Spanish as well, before turning to me and Hector.

“You’re in the A2 restroom.” He motioned to me and continued, “Make sure you help on the gaming floor as well, Maria is in there tonight and will need the help.”

A2: The smallest restroom, and the one closest to the casino’s entrance and its two bars, was always the busiest. He liked to put me in there on days that we were sure to have the most people coming.


“And you’re in C1.” He said to Hector. “Get your radios, check your breaks, and take it on time this time.”


He pushed by us to hang the schedule paper up on the corkboard. I turned around to look at it, while the others gathered in the hall to talk with one another. I had the latest break, as usual, and also had to make sure to check all the other restrooms when the other people were on lunch. I sighed and waited for the crowd to clear from the one-lane hall while they stood and talked with one another. With faint ‘excuse-me’s,' and gentle prodding, I was able to part through them like a salmon up a waterfall.

Work was rote. My mind was occupied by thoughts of my father. Every so often, flashes of pain would make their way through my body as I imagined the pain my father must have felt that night. Anger mixed in with those flashes, and I continued working through those surges.

How was life fair? These worshipers of Fate — that same Fate that robbed my father and mother of their golden years- spent thousands of dollars a night. Some of them repeatedly win thousands upon thousands of dollars. Should I try my luck tonight as well? So that my father might live another month? My hand wandered to my wallet: barren and empty, save for a single twenty-dollar bill that I had to stretch out for the next five days. I sighed and retreated back into the restroom to continue my work there.

People pushed past me in the dozens to urinate on the floors and to defecate on the rims of the toilets.

“Man, your job sucks, huh?” One man said as he noticed someone leaning against the wall across the room — a yellow puddle forming beneath him.

I was on the radio with security to get him removed when he continued after his glazed-over, half-opened eyes scanned me.

“You’re one ugly motherfucker you know that?” His voice slurred, and his stance wobbly. “How the fuck do you even live with yourself when you’re that ugly?”

I sighed.

“We’re sending a couple of security over that way, just calm down and get out of there.”

“Like seriously,” the man continued, putting his hand on my shoulder and slowly shaking his head. “If I looked like you, I’d kill myself.”

The smell from the man in the corner, and those in the stalls, and the smoke swirling in through the vortex of air that spun around the casino constantly to filter out the smell of cigarettes was overwhelming as his drunken face inched closer. The smell of the fermented hops on his breath was the final straw, and I clenched my fist.

And then he stopped.

Everything stopped.

The smells were replaced by the odor of singed copper. The sounds — the chirps and whirring of the machines outside, and the thrumming of the music coming from the bars, by a quiet static. The color, too, was drained from the world. I glanced around. Nothing moved. Nothing stirred. It was as if someone had stopped time right then and there.

Was this disassociation? Was I losing my mind? A thousand thoughts raced through my head.

“Mr. Matthews.” A voice called from the lobby. “If you would come out of there, please.”

The voice sounded as if it rolled off every single tile on the floor: off the wooden panels on the wall, and off the porcelain of the sink. It echoed like thunder, and my heart shook in its place in my chest. There was a feeling that overwhelmed me: a smallness, is the best way to say it. As if I were standing in the shadow of a great mountain, or within the inner sanctum of a cathedral. Fear filled me, and animated my heart in a race through my chest, but something deeper and more primal moved within me: compulsion.

I stepped away from the man who was accosting me just a moment ago, and stood as frozen as a statue. My footsteps echoed as if they were taken across marble. All the world stood still. The smoke cluttering the ceiling stayed, and undulated as if I were standing beneath the surface of an alabaster sea. I glanced around.

“Over here.”

The voice came from the direction of the entrance of the casino. I turned to my right and weaved through the frozen crowd. The wheels hung in place, as shadows stretched and darted as I passed: as if all the evils that lived within these walls were fleeing some ethereal good as I made my way to the front.

In the lobby, just as one walked into the casino, they were greeted by a statue — carved from the remnants of a Giant Sequoia, of Big Foot, with red trickling out of his eyes. In front of this statue, there was a man dressed in a blue and gray pin-striped suit. He rocked back and forth on the polished tiles: his well-shined, brown shoes creasing as he strained himself to look up into the face of the creature. It was difficult to look him in the face, as it felt as if I were staring at the noon-time sun.

“A fascinating story, this one tells.” He said.

His voice still rolled like a storm.

“According to the stories told about him, he was instrumental in creating the people of this land. Do you know it?’

“I do,” I said. “I asked one of the tribal Elders who came in one time about him. Apparently, He,” I motioned up to the statue, “was the one who suggested that man walked upright.”

“Indeed. And once man was created, they looked upon him and were afraid…” he paused as if taking a breath. “So he drew himself on a stone, crying.” He motioned to the red tears coming from his eyes. “Tell me, Child, are you afraid?”

“A little,” I answered.

My breath caught in my throat. And my heart pounded.

“Do not be.” The man responded. “For I am here as an agent.”

“An agent?” I asked.

“Yes. An agent of change, if you will: for you, and for many other creatures.”

“What do you mean?”

“I am here as a representative of the Wisher’s Crusade.” He said with a bow. “And I am here to recruit you.”


Chapter 3

The agent stepped back away from the statue and made a motion for me to follow after him. His steps echoed as if he were walking in a silent atrium.

“Isn’t it sad?” He said after a few paces.

“What?”

He stopped mid-stride and turned back to the statue. His eyes — bright and luminescent.

“Such an important figure in their belief, and yet all he has is this —“ The man’s arm swept across the casino floor. “This nexus of sin and debauchery. Debasement.”

“What are you?” I asked as his voice rolled across the ceiling and over the floors.

He let his arm fall to his side.

“I am an agent.” He responded once more. “Of the Wisher’s Crusade.”

“And? What is that?”

Once more, the man glanced at the statue and then at the door.

“First, let us leave this place. I do not enjoy speaking in the presence of a corpse.”

I looked back at the statue and blinked. When I turned back around, the man was standing outside, staring up at the sky. He turned, and his voice reverberated through the windows as if he were standing just in front of me.

“Come out and join me. The night is lovely.”

I wove my way through the crowds of people entering the casino: all stopped, midstride. Ashes fell from lit cigarettes and hung in the air, suspended by an invisible string. Smoke curled from the edges of each individual one and lingered in place like dye in water. I blinked again, and he was standing in a patch of grass outside the overhanging awning that protected the entrance from rain and wind. He waved his hand over to me, and I walked in his direction and followed his gaze heavenward.

The sky above wasn’t still.

The stars moved in a slow, sacred march. Perfectly ordered. Perfectly in sync with one another. They orbited around a light at the center of everything. It wasn’t like the sun. It didn’t burn. It pulled and pulsated. Like ripples from a thrown stone pulling in the lotus, it pulsed and pulled those that rested upon the stagnant surface of existence closer to it.

Perhaps this is what sent the first of the Sufis whirling? Perhaps this is what caused the Tibetans to carve their wheels?

It was a pale flame; a great inferno. Though it gave off no heat. There was no painful sting as I stared into it. Everything else in the sky — every red-glowing star that twinkled in ruby. Every flickering shard of silver, like diamonds strung in a violet tapestry, they all bent toward it. Like dancers tracing perfect steps around a silent hymn, only they could hear.

At first, I thought of it as a great well of power, drawing all into it to crush and devour like a black hole at the center of the cosmos, but it wasn’t. These celestial spheres moved out of reverence and love. It was worship.

As I stared into this thrumming orb of light — this sacred, blossoming lotus in the center of all creation: all pretenses faded. The walls I had built to hold back the floods of grief came crumbling down, and for the first time in a little under a year, tears stung my eyes and rolled down my cheeks, catching in the air as they fell from my puffy cheeks.

The air around me buzzed with something I couldn’t name. Not sound, not music — but some kind of rhythm. Like the whole sky was breathing in tune. Like all of this — every star, every planet in the cosmos, every forgotten corner of the galaxy, and even I, in all my grief and clung to rage — were all part of something bigger. And here I was standing under it. Watching.

What right did I have to see something like this? What right did anyone in all of existence have, but most of all, me? How horrid my life had been — had become, and only promised to be in the future. All the sins I had committed in the past felt as if they bled out of me in thick, hot tears rolling down my cheeks.

But the Light didn’t care. It didn’t turn away; nor did it blink out of existence as if shamed by being viewed by something so lowly. If anything, it felt like it was inviting me. Like it knew exactly who I was — and let me look anyway.


All of creation is spinning around that infinite well of love and order. That light at the center kept pulsing. And the stars danced as it did so. It was beautiful. It was holy. As if I were Dante, invited by Virgil, staring up at the Empyrean. What words could be strung together to capture infinity? It was L'amor che move il sole e l'altre stelle — the love that moved the sun and stars.


“Beautiful, isn’t it?” He said. “A million, million worlds, all swirling together; locked in a Cosmic Dance around The Great Source.”

“Am I dreaming?”

“No.” He laughed, “No. This is the first time in your life that you’re actually allowed to be awake.”

He turned to me, and I felt compelled to look away.

“Why?” My voice trembled.

“Why, what?”

“Why are you showing me something so utterly beautiful, when my heart is full of grief and anger?”

There was a small silence between us before he spoke again.

“Continue watching the sky.” He said.

His voice, once thunder, is now a light mist.

“Around the edges.”

I followed his advice and continued to watch the sky. There was a brief flash on the peripheries of the Cosmic Dance: one of the lights vanished. A moment later, another. Around the edges, a creeping darkness began to spread. Snuffing out lights, one by one.

“What’s going on?”

“About a decade and a half ago, the worlds on the fringes began to vanish.” He said. “And today, only half of what there was now exists.”

I swallowed.

“We don’t know what is causing it, but crises are emerging within these worlds. One after another.”

“What? Is Earth next?”

He chuckled.

“No... No...No no. That one there is Earth.” He pointed to a bright blue orb, nearest to the Source. “The Darkness will make its way there eventually, but, for now, you are safe.”

“Then why show me this?” I asked. “When there’s nothing I can do? I’m just a janitor.”

“We were made aware of your situation and of your potential, Mr. Matthews.”

“By who?”

“Perhaps you’re familiar with this.” He cleared his throat “...My holy angel, whom God the most merciful had destined from my creation for my guardian, spake unto me with the greatest goodness and affection; who not only manifested unto me the Veritable Magic, but even made easier for me the means of obtaining it….”

It was a section right out of the Book of Abramelin. My knees gave way, and I fell to the ground.

“So it wasn’t all useless?”

“No. Your angel intervened for you with the Great Source, and the Great Source told him to find us. And he did. We have heard of your suffering and were moved by your dedication.”

“What do you mean? What can you do?”

“That is where the Wisher’s Crusade comes in.” He said. “We travel to the worlds within the inner rims, and offer an opportunity to inhabitants that we think have potential.”

“Opportunity?’

“Yes, we represent the Pantheons of the Fringes. A union, of sorts. Started a mere half decade ago.” His eyes snapped to the sky. “They have gathered together their divine powers and are willing to grant those who help stabilize their worlds a wish, or wishes, if they do enough.”

“Any wish?”

“Yes.”

“Would you be able to heal my dad?”

“We would.” He said. “By helping stabilize these worlds, you will be granted Divine Power as payment.” He dug around in the inner pockets of his coat. “Does that mean you will join?”

“What is Divine Power?”

“Divine Power is the essence of divinity — the ability to rewrite fate, and the ability to create life. Without it, nothing exists, and without it, nothing can continue to exist. Those pantheons of the Fringe Worlds have pooled this power together to tempt people to come help them.”


Assuming this was all true, there was no reason not to throw myself headlong into this madness. What other opportunity would arise that would allow me this chance? What other thing in my life mattered more than the opportunity to heal my mother and father? To bring balance back to my life, and to ensure that my family would no longer have to labor under the tyranny of Fate?


“I need some assurance that this is all real, first.”

He smiled.

“I will grant you a small wish: how does 1,000 dollars sound?”

“What do you mean?”

“When this vision is over, you will find yourself in front of that drunkard once more, with a thousand dollars in your front right pocket.” He said.

The man pulled out a pair of items: a golden key, like one of many that hung on my chain, and a leather-bound journal with a silver plate on the front. He held them out both of them for me, and I took them cautiously.

“Once you’re alone and ready, touch the silvery plate with the intention to activate it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just as I said.” He said.

The man began to fade into a stream of stars.

“Wait,” I said. “How do I join? I can’t miss this opportunity!”

“The journal will tell you.” His voice rolled like a dying storm, “They will be sitting on your bed when you get home.” And then He was gone.

I blinked, and I was once more in the restroom with the scent of fermented hops playing on my nostrils, and music thumping in the bar.

“So fuckin’ ugly.” The drunk man stammered.

I unclenched my fist and felt a small tightness inside my pocket. I pushed my hand into it — my fingers brushed against the lips of a bundle of bills. 1. 2. 3. 4….10.

For the first time in a year, I felt hope beat in my chest.


Chapter 4

“Why don’t you say anything, ugly bastard?” The drunk swayed on his feet.

I looked him in the eyes, and his swaying stopped.

“What? You goin’ to do something?”

I met his drunken gaze — his dark, beady orbs unfocused from the poison coursing through his system, and his cheeks rosy with liquid courage. Within those glassy eyes, I saw a brief flash of my own: fierce and focused, and I took a breath and unclenched my jaw and fists. The ferocity within those black pools faded, replaced by a look of pity.

“You’re not worth a felony,” I said as I reached for my radio. It chirped to life.

“John. I quit.” I said as I shoved past the man. I didn’t have time to deal with such trifling matters.

“Wait, wait, wait, why?”

“This job sucks,” I said.

My footsteps hurried. The drunk man followed after me.

“Hey, fucker! I’m talkin’ to you!”

But I paid him no mind. My father’s redemption waited for me at home. The drunk followed after me and grabbed me by the shoulder. I spun around on my heel, and he landed a blow against my cheek that sent me staggering back.


“Yeah...yeah, you like that, culero?”


It had been a while since I fought, and the familiar sting in my cheek awoke something I had kept dormant. Security spotted the two of us from across the tiled walkway, and people around us screamed. I put my hands up in a basic guard, and he threw another punch. The punch slammed against my forearm before the first security guard grabbed him and dragged him to the ground before I had time to react.

“You okay?” Tara: One of the security guards spoke.

She and I started at the same time, and had the same orientation week; though she was five years younger, and a member of the Tribe that owned the Casino. Her hand lingered on my cheek, where the pain from his punch still radiated.

“I’m okay,” I said.

Her eyes glimmered with the gleam of polished mahogany.

“You sure?” She asked, as his hand fell away.

“James! Come to the office before you do anything rash!”

I picked up the radio and turned it down.

“Sorry,” I said.

“Is that your supervisor?” She asked.

“Yeah.”

“We’ll have to speak to him about this.” She said. “Were you already heading over?”

“I suppose,” I said.

“We’re going to have to check you out in the EMT office.” She said. “I’ll contact him.”

She reached onto her belt and changed the channel of the radio clipped to it.

“Yeah, John? Can you come by the EMT office?” She said in a firm tone, “No, no. One of your attendants was assaulted, and we’re going to have to check him out.”

“Get the fuck off me!” The drunk man was punching and kicking at the security guards

I heard some chattering over her earpiece.

“Hey, I’m fine,” I said. “I’m quitting this job anyway.”

“What?” Her hand dropped from her radio. “Why? Because of this?”

“No, no. I just hate this job.” I said. “It’s soul sucking.”

“Do you have something lined up?”

“Yeah.” I lied — there was still some doubt whether or not I was losing my mind, and the whole vision was a figment of my fracturing mind, but if it were true, I had to jump on this opportunity as soon as possible.

“Just...let the EMT look at you; you’ll probably be sent home anyways, so you can think about it, okay?”


One of her slender hands patted me on my shoulder, and I couldn’t say no. Rejecting kindness wasn’t something I could afford: besides, if the journal and the key weren’t sitting on the bed, and I really was losing my mind, then I would be able to keep my job at least.


The drunkard continued shouting at the guards as Tara led me into the EMT’s office. She flashed her badge across the small black box and pushed through the door. This was the second time I had been in it for a work related incident. Something about me seemed to draw the ire of the drunkards of the town. Even before working here, random drunks and addicts would accost me on the street. Because of that, I had gotten into a few scuffles in my day. The worst of which landed a man in the hospital. Luckily, that altercation was caught on a nearby CCTV, and all the charges were dropped once it showed me defending myself.
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