
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Musings of Horace White

        

        
        
          Horace White

        

        
          Published by Horace White, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MUSINGS OF HORACE WHITE

    

    
      First edition. July 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Horace White.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231713707

    

    
    
      Written by Horace White.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to all the kids who grew up reading and fell out of love with it in adulthood. I hope these seven quick stories can reignite the passionate embers that burn ever so brightly in the darkness that is our day-to-day lives. Keep on reading, everyone.
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The Intangible Man
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I jolt awake from my bed, having just woken up from a horrible nightmare. I can barely remember it now, but the lingering angst still permeates the air. ‘Whatever. I guess it’s just one of those days,’ I think to myself. Shaking my thoughts away, I wash my face, get myself together, and I walk downstairs. My dog, who usually greets me with his tail wagging frantically, sits curled up in a ball on the couch. He knows he’s not allowed on the furniture, so why is he just sitting there?

“Hey, get off the couch,” I command. I get no response. “I said get off the couch. Right now!” Without making eye contact, my dog raises his head in alert, and he looks around the room before relaxing again. He yawns and sets his head back down. ‘Well, that was weird. What if I try getting his food ready?’ I go to grab his food and pour it into his bowl – like clockwork, he comes running. He scarfs down his kibble, stares off into space for a little bit, then immediately jumps back on the couch to lie down. I’m pretty annoyed at this point. “I said get off the couch!” I yell at my dog, pointing downward at the floor. My dog just loudly sighs and rolls over. I’m puzzled, but I don’t have time to think too much into it, because I need to eat and get myself ready for work.

I check my refrigerator for something to make, but I notice that all of my food is gone – eggs, bacon, cheese, butter, milk, even the bread was missing. In the corner of my eye, I see dirty dishes piled up in the sink. Even the pots and pans on the stove were dirty. At this point, I ask myself out loud, “Who left the kitchen a mess?” Of course, my roommate walks downstairs and comes into the kitchen to put more dishes in the sink. I ask him, “Aren’t you going to clean those? Because I’m not.” He pulls out his phone to... I don’t know what he thought he was doing, but he doesn’t look up at me when he walks past me. After I just asked him a question, too! “Hey, answer me!” I yell out of rage. I reach to slap his phone out of his hand, but during my initial swipe, my hand slips right through him. ‘Wait, what?’ I immediately recoil at what I just saw. ‘What just happened?’

“Oh, there you are.” My roommate addresses me for the first time all morning right before looking right back at his phone and says, “Hey, do me a favor. I need you to clean up around here. The kitchen is a mess and I’m busy.” With disgust, I retort, “Why should I clean up when you’re the one who made the mess? You’re the one who needs to clean u-” My roommate walked away in the middle of me talking to him. ‘He’s got some nerve!’ Raiding my voice again, I yell back at him as I reach for his shoulder, “Hey! I know you can hear me! Get back he-”

‘Wait... It just happened again, didn’t it?’ I look at my hand, then I turn back to my roommate who was already out the door. ‘It happened again.’ My hand passed through my roommate without making contact. But how? Am I invisible? Am I a ghost or something? I walk over to my dog to pet him, and my hand phases through him, too. ‘Wow, I can’t even pet my dog.’ Well, I’m not doing someone else’s dishes, and there is no food at the house. I guess I have to go get breakfast on my way to work.

***
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IT SEEMS LIKE I CAN interact with inanimate objects that I own and use. Luckily for me, that means I can use my car. Other cars on the road seem to notice me, too, so I guess that means I can’t be invisible. Maybe this will all make more sense when I get to work. On the way to my office, I pull into the McGlomerate’s drive-thru to order a breakfast sandwich and a coffee. I’ve been sitting at the speaker for about a full minute, and I haven’t heard anyone ask for my order, or even tell me to wait. I speak into the microphone, “Um, hello? Can you hear me?” No response. I even give my order into the speaker for a response back, but all I hear on the other end is silence. As time passes, seconds start to feel like eons in this moment.

Car horns start honking at me and yelling at me to move, and I still haven’t heard anyone on the speaker yet to take my order. Feeling the pressure, I drive up to the window and knock on the glass. ‘There better be someone on the other side.’ An annoyed worker rolls her eyes as she walks up to the drive-thru window. She opens it and says to me, “Sir, you need to go through the drive-thru and order on the speaker, just like everybody else.” Annoyed myself, I snap back, “That’s what I was already doing, but no one was-”

The drive-thru worker closed the window on me and turned to the monitor to take someone’s order. Enraged at this point, I start honking my horn, but she doesn’t even seem to acknowledge me anymore. I’ve had enough. I pull into the parking lot getting ready to go bananas. ‘If they’re not going to take my order at the drive-thru, I’m just going to give them a piece of my mind at the register.’ As I reach for the door, my hand slips through the handle. ‘Again?!’ I don’t even know what to do at this point. I can interact with my car, but not with the McGlomerate’s door? How does that work? I hate this. I can’t even open the door to walk inside! Whatever. I’m too tired to even fight anymore. I’m just going to turn back to my car and head to work on an empty stomach.

***
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OH, GREAT, THERE ARE no more parking spaces left. In an entire building complex with over 1000 parking spots, all of them are full? Today, of all days? Of course. I’ll just have to park next door... at the other office building complex. I’ve never parked there before, but I imagine there would be no issue. Both buildings are owned by the same company, right? I don’t see why I can’t park over there. But I guess it’s perfect that I picked a hot day like this to have my life turned around, too. I guess I will just have to walk into work and sit at my desk feeling sweaty, gross, and hungry. I just hope I don’t smell, or at least the smell goes as unnoticed as me.

Wiping the sweat off my forehead, I walk into my office building and make my way to my cubicle. For some reason, there’s a completely different person sitting here, though. All my stuff is still there – my stapler, my notes, my calendar, even my little motivational posters. “Um, excuse me,” I say, trying to be polite. “You’re in my seat. This is my cubicle.” The person continued to type away at their computer screen, focused and unflinching. “Hello,” I say a bit more loudly, “I said you’re in my seat.” I grab the chair and try to pull it away, but the second I pull back, my hand phases right through. Startled, I recoil my arm in confusion. ‘I can’t believe this is still happening.’ Somehow, I always seem to turn intangible the second I interact with intentional force, but only when it relates to someone else.

I reach back out to touch the chair again, and this time, I can interact with it. Being careful not to pull back, I squeeze the grip on my hand to see how much I can interact with the chair. The person sitting must have felt something that time, because they look at me with bewilderment on their face as they ask in a rude tone, “Can I help you?”

“Yes, you’re in my seat,” I address them curtly. The person turned back around in the middle of me addressing them, so I slam my hand on the desk. “Hey! This is my seat! Get out!” Now with a look of disdain, the person yells back, “Look, I don’t know what your problem is, but this is MY seat. I’ve always been here, and I have never seen you around the office before. Go talk to the boss if you have an issue. I have work to do, weirdo.”

As if snapping back into a trance, the person turns back around to their– I mean, my computer, and they start typing away again. Too furious to even respond coherently, I storm off to find my boss so I can tell him what just happened. I knock on his door. No response. I knock again even louder. Still no response. Knocking is getting me nowhere, so I reach the door handle, but my hand phases right through the doorknob. ‘Seriously?! Why does always this keep happening when I need something the most?! Fine. Since I guess I can’t touch anything, I may as well try something out.’ I reach my hand out to pass through the door, but I stop phasing through right before my elbow.  I try to stick my leg through the door, but I can only get up to my ankle before my body is rejected. So, I guess I can phase through objects, but I can’t walk through walls. What a rip-off. I guess I still have mass. 

In the middle of me questioning myself about this new intangible curse of mine, my boss walks up to the door and opens it. I don’t know if he noticed me or not, but he looks around a couple times before turning back around. This might by my only chance – thank goodness he left the door open! “Sir,” I address my boss, making sure I project. “We need to talk. Why is there someone sitting at my desk with all of my stuff?” My boss, settling back into his seat, begins to type away at his computer. “Sir...” I begin to plead. My boss continues to type away at his desk while occasionally pausing to check his phone. “Sir!” I exasperatedly scream. Taken aback, my startled boss looks me directly in the eye for a few seconds before he asks, “Who in God’s name are you?”

“Are you serious?!” I could not contain the fury in my tone. “I’ve worked here for years! You know who I am! Why are you acting like I don’t exist, all of a sudden? Why is everybody acting like I don’t exist?!” He looks at me with both confusion and contempt as I continue: “There’s someone sitting at my desk right now and I don’t know what to do. Nobody is listening to me, and I can’t interact with anyone. It’s like I’m see-through. I can’t even reach out to someone without literally phasing right through them! I need you to tell that person that they’re in my desk!”
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