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Paradise Fall


It was autumn, and the conspiracy cult

sold fruitcakes in the bus terminal:

for a ticket to Paradise,

the promise of a Better World.
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Jacob
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HE FELT OPPRESSED BY his name. In Sunday school, he learned how Jacob in the Bible dreamed of a ladder to heaven, with the angels running up and down it. Bible Jacob found what he was looking for: an answer. Meaning.

Real life Jacob had no ladder. Angels existed only in the imagination of others. With heaven more distant than the lonely stars winking in the darkness, even the moon wasn’t halfway there. He stared at its cold grey disc in the darkness.

* * *
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JACOB WORKED IN A GREASY spoon restaurant frequented by truckers. His job was washing dishes, chopping onions, and grating cooked potatoes.  Menial and tedious.

His father walked off when he was ten, and he never cared for high school, so without the authority figure to crack the whip, he spent his time smoking and sniffing glue in the parking lot with his friends, eventually dropping out. Now that he realized he could make more money if he knew how to spell and do math, school was expensive. And still not very fun.

He had no useful magic tricks. He could juggle, but beanbags only. No torches or knives. Never one to be a smooth talker, he had no skill with which to seduce an audience on the street.

* * *
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HE RENTED A CHEAP MONTH-to-month apartment near the freeway, with its rumbling trucks and farting motorcycles. Fentanyl dealers plied their trade next door and a rock band played constantly upstairs. The stench embedded in his clothes when he got off of work each day gave whole new universes of meaning to the term “malodorous.”

During his 20-minute breaks at work he watched over and over the same videos on repeat: the collapse of the World Trade Center in New York on Nine-Eleven, from every angle. At home he studied them on the spacious, filthy screen of his cheap antiquated laptop. He memorized every pixel of every frame. He knew there was a hidden message coded in the images that he could decipher if only he spent long enough, if he absorbed every detail into the fibres of his being. He sensed in the depths of his soul that there were secret patterns behind it, sinister forces still at play everywhere in the world around, and in his own life. If only he could uncover the password, the key to decrypting the cipher, it would reveal the ladder he was seeking.

* * *
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ONE TIME HE LOST HIS password to the conspiracy website he loved. It was a gut-wrenching, brutal experience. He walked around in a daze for a week, feeling an emptiness beyond words to know that the one thing standing between him and the lifeline he craved was a handful of letters and numbers he had forgotten. He wondered if government agents had broken into his apartment when he was working and stolen the little piece of paper it was written on. It was even worse than locking himself out of his car that one time – when the tow truck driver was able to get in with alarming ease.

Finally, as he was emptying the laundry basket into the washer, the critical slip fluttered to the ground. Salvation!

It was at that moment he decided what he was missing was a similar key. There must be some simple pass code that would unlock the meaning of everything. If he only had that key, that combination, the circuit board would slowly show through, the design of reality, the wires and contacts laid bare so he could watch the currents of electricity, the fear and animosity flowing through them. If he closed his eyes he could feel the shock from the currents of hatred, anger, and pain. Such a surge of power. The incredible amount of energy released by thousands of simultaneous deaths. The heart of dark magic. Better to be in command of it than at its mercy.

He was equally obsessed with reading and watching YouTube commentaries on the conspiracy theories around Nine-Eleven. It had to be an inside job, he knew it. After all, Dick Cheney was the epitome of pure heartless cruelty and evil. And what about the plane full of Bin Ladens that got to take off when all other aircraft were grounded?  

Within him simmered an intense hatred for Islam, a loathing so extreme that it rounded the circumference of the ouroboros to reach its opposite: attraction. The dual emotion of morbid fascination had become such a part of his life that he could not imagine existence without it. It was his constant companion, a friend that cooed to him and consoled him in times of loneliness. And coexistent with the love and hate was something else, a hint of dark green light in the shadows: envy.

He was jealous of their power. The thrilling surge of disruption resulting from an act of terror. To be able to alter the course of world history in merely a few hours, a few seconds even, with nothing more than a knife or an automobile driven into a crowd. Fame and notoriety. To have his name be spoken in households around the world.

He wondered what it must be like to belong to something bigger, something greater. To escape the grey tedious grinding oppression that held his paltry life in its clutches. To liberate himself from the hopeless material reality that squashed freedom and creativity of workers everywhere, that threw their precious life force into the furnaces of factories to enrich only the lucky few. CEO’s and billionaires of the world would never care, or even know, what it felt like to be under the harsh tread of the gigantic numb machine as it ground mercilessly forward, crushing all in its path.
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