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Introduction


	 


	A Distortion of Reality is a reality of a different kind.  


	But whose reality?  


	Yours?  


	Mine?  


	Ours?


	 




Forward


	 


	There are no character names or gender definitions in this book. I leave it strictly up to the reader’s imagination. I know each time someone reads this book; each character will be different.


	 


	 


	 


	




Chapter 1


	The reason why I act the way I do is really very simple. But first, you must be a good listener. Secondly, what I tell you, you must accept as the facts, exactly as you are told.  The third and most important, you must be caring. I will try to explain so you will understand; the best possible way will be from the beginning.


	Listen and don’t say anything until I’m done. Do you understand? You do? Good! I hope you don’t mind, it is going to be a long explanation. Oh, so you already have a question? Well, go ahead and ask. Stop your stuttering and just ask your stupid question, will you! No wait! My frustration shows, dominating me at times. I do apologize for that sudden outburst. It would be best for you to just listen and this is my story. Close your eyes and join me as I take you on a journey you will never forget. Live it with me as if you were there.


	Suddenly, it is happening, totally overbearing the evening. Now it is gone. Like a flicker of light from a candle being blown out. They are taking me away. I haven’t done anything wrong!  Or so I thought. There is no one to help us escape. Questions started to arise in my head; but I have no answers. There was no reason for all this. No reason at all, but they came, and they keep coming by the thousands. No one can stop them. The takeover is happening all at once. I keep wondering if it all has been preplanned. No one could stop these “soldiers”. Soldiers from hell - that is a better description. I guess that is what they are. I do not know. All I know is that I can’t scream, no matter how hard I try. I just can’t. Is this some kind of horrible nightmare?


	They thrash around and around us like we are some kind of savage beasts. Those animals! Oh! How I wish that I could do something to stop them and this madness! Darkness is all around. No more flickers of light can be seen, just masked faces, unafraid of anything. I ask myself, “Are they really humanoid or are they something else?” I wish I could see their faces to know my answer and then spit into their faces to show my hatred. Oh! How I hate them!  I know not where I am, but I know it is as bleak as a sewage gutter. It’s a dingy, cramped hole I assume. I think I’m going to be sick because of the disgusting odors that surround me. I can hear screams from the others even though I have not seen any of them since the soldiers first came and took us. 


	I feel a needle or something with the same feeling going into my arm. I fade into nothingness. I awake in a beautifully well-lit room where I am strapped to a table. There in my arm a needle was stuck into my vein and the constant sound of the drip, drip, dripping could be heard. I didn’t know what was going into my system. It’s a mossy green, stagnant looking liquid from what I can see.


	Then suddenly, the sound of the dripping stopped. All I can feel is the sensation that backbone is about to be broken. Am I dreaming or is this really happening? I wish they would stop. I open my eyes and the pain has stopped. I don’t know if it is day or night, or how long I have been here. It must have been months; months of sheer torture. I don’t know if I had confessed to anything or not. I haven’t done anything to deserve any of this!  I am the living dead! I jerked suddenly and felt the extreme pain again. I lay still, controlling my movement. The pain has stopped.


	I guess it’s been a few hours later and I’m in another dark room. I don’t know how I got here. But here I am, alone at last. I can hear the constant stomping of iron clad boots outside the door of my cell. I am very sore and oh so tired. But I know I cannot sleep; for if I do, I do not know what would happen to me. 


	They come into the room and drag me away. I do not know where we are going, but it is down a darkened hallway. We come to the end of the corridor and go into this dimly lit room. They toss me onto a cold metal table as if I were nothing more than a grotesque dog. The pounding of my heart echoes within me. I am afraid that the sound could be heard. I start to hear silent voices all around me and I wonder if they can hear them too.  But how could this be? I start saying to myself over and over, ‘I am one”. Maybe that’s what they want me to think. I start feeling strange all over during this torture session. I don’t know why I feel this way, but it is as though someone or something is entering my body.


	I guess it was several hours later that I find myself in another well-lit room and the brightness hurts my eyes. I am unaware of my fate. I lay there very still. I feel the perspiration running down my back.  I feel as though I have been working out at a gym or something. I hadn’t noticed that the temperature was extremely cool until I felt a sudden within me. I can’t complain about anything; for if I do, I might be beaten or worse. Oh! The agony of it all! Especially not knowing where I am or what has become of me.


	Then suddenly someone called to me, “Hey 452, get over here now! We are going to room 333.” I know my fate at last. I have heard rumors about this room. They call it the ‘Room of Darkness’. That once you went in there, you don’t come back as you. You may look like you but that’s about it. First, they give you a number and then you become like them. I am becoming a non-person or a hubot (human robot). I’m losing my total self. I can’t lose my identity. I just can’t let them do this to me. Oh, won’t anyone help me. I need to escape this horrible place of bizarre and barbarian treatment but I know that’s impossible because it is heavily guarded. One false move and your fate is decided instantly for you. It will be a slow and painful process. I hope I live through this unfathomable hell. Even if I do live through this, I know that my life will never be the same again. What am I going to do? I am losing my identity and becoming just another number in this very strange new world.


	They fling me into a dark, restrictive, rancid hole. I am safe for now from those horrid, repulsive creatures. At least, I’m free to think for a while. Oh, what am I to do? At least, they didn’t completely erase my identity. Maybe I can save what is left of my identity. I found a morsel of food on the floor and ate it. It tasted disgusting but I didn’t care. I am starving. I need more food but there isn’t any. My thoughts are suddenly shattered. They came and dragged me down a long, dark corridor and threw me onto a cold, metal table while a sudden chill runs down my spine. They strap my arms and legs down on the table and my head is placed in a vice-like device. All I can do is stare at the ceiling. There, spinning above my head with varying speed is a large, metallic, bright, shiny pointed object. It just keeps spinning and spinning, faster then slower, then faster as I become mesmerized by it. I feel as though I am entering another dimension - another world. It fascinates me with idle curiosity as I watch it. I seem to feel as though I’m floating through the air. My spirit is set free, but only for a moment. Then all hope ends as I hear the stomping of boots coming closer and I come back to reality. They come closer and closer. Maybe this is my chance to escape. I thought how can I when this place is so heavily guarded and I’m still strapped down on this table. I thought and thought until my head ached and my eyes felt as though they were going to pop out of my head to relieve the pressure that was building inside me. One strap came undone. Could this be magic? I wondered about that. Maybe I have extraordinary strength. How can that be since I haven’t eaten in such a long time? How did it happen and why? I wish I had some answers from questions that keep arising. Then, suddenly, I heard voices saying.


	Paranoia will destroy ya,


	We will be coming for ya,


	Soon…


	They kept saying it over and over, again and again until I am saying it with them as though in a trance, becoming one with them.


	 


	






Chapter 2



	The bell rings; it is morning, finally time to awaken from this horrible reoccurring nightmare. At least, I feel as though I have been through this before? I am so totally confused, feeling weird and emotionally off balance. I will never tell anyone about these dreams. They might think I’m insane. I might be. But that’s silly, right? I’m a top executive for the biggest corporation in the world, probably even the universe. Yes, I do believe that other worlds exist.


	It’s nine o’clock in the morning and I just finished eating breakfast. I think I’ll walk to work today since it is so nice and warm. On my way, I passed a building I’ve never seen before. It appears I have seen it somewhere before. Now I remember - it was in my dreams. Strange, I guess. Maybe some kind of déjà vu. 


	This reminds me of the little red spot on my arm that I noticed this morning as I was dressing. My arm was a little sore and I was rubbing it. It was just a nightmare. Right?


	Sitting at my desk and staring for a moment at the pile of papers, I take the top sheet and read it.  It just needs a few adjustments on figures and statements made by a public official. I almost forgot to mention the department I work for is the Department of Literature or Litter-Dept. as it is always referred to. We take statements that were possibly said maybe a week ago and make it as if it was said today. I took the top sheet and read it. It just needed a few minor adjustments on the facts and figures that were stated by a public official. This is what I do five days a week. Sometimes, I must work weekends when there is an important gathering coming up during the weeks ahead. But that’s a rarity. 


	The bell rings at noon; time for lunch. We usually have some kind of brown looking substance (I think they called it meat) and a murky liquid (coffee) to drink. As you have probably guessed by now, I am not from your time and place therefore from this point forward I will refer to foods and other material items in terminology used by you to make it easier for you to understand what I am talking about. I go through the line and find an empty table to sit at. 


	 A few minutes later, I’m joined by a friend of mine. Unfortunately, (for a reason I can’t explain) I cannot remember a name. We started talking about an article in the Party’s newspaper. I thought about telling my friend about the dream that I had last night. But I decided it is best that I don’t say anything. I wish I had someone I could talk to about that terrifying nightmare. It is still nagging me. I find its becoming harder and harder to keep the torturing subconscious within me and keep the look of the party on my face.  


	The bell rings again, time to go back to work. I walked back on the same street as I had done a hundred times before but it felt different. I don’t know why, but it does. I returned to my desk where there was another pile of papers. It seems like an endless cycle that will go on forever.
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