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Can I Tell You Something Weird?

“Can I tell you something weird?” he asked. This probably isn’t a valid question, because one can never say no to such an inquiry. But this is what he asked me.

“Of course,” I said in response. “Always.”

“Okay, well … great. That’s great.”

He collected his thoughts for fourteen seconds. “Something is happening to me,” he said. “I keep thinking about something that happened to me a long time ago. Years ago. Like, this thing happened to me in eighth fucking grade. This is a situation I hadn’t even thought about for probably ten or fifteen years. But then I saw a documentary that reexamined the Challenger explosion, and this particular event had happened around that same time. And what’s disturbing is that—now—I find myself thinking about this particular afternoon constantly. I have dreams about it. Every time I get drunk or stoned, I inevitably find myself sitting in a dark room, replaying the sequence of the events in my mind, over and over again. And the details I remember from this 1986 afternoon are unfathomably intense. Nothing is missing and nothing is muddled. And I’m starting to believe—and this, I suppose, is the weird part—that maybe this day was the most important day of my entire life, and that everything significant about my personality was created on this one particular afternoon. I’m starting to suspect that this memory is not merely about a certain day of my life; this memory is about the day, if you get my meaning.”
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