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About the Author

He stood before it with his hands on his hips, eyeing it dubiously, and drew in a deep breath. It was pretty ordinary looking: it had no markings, the paint was beginning to peel, and it appeared to be made of cheap pinewood. The only odd thing about it was the missing door handle. 

So how the hell do I get in? he wondered.

Letting out the breath he’d been holding, he continued to stare at The Door. Whenever he focused strongly on a fixed point and then allowed his mind to wander where it chose, the answer eventually presented itself, usually with blazing clarity.

When he’d finally been recruited, it had amazed The Scientists how he could pass weeks of exhausting experiments and tests with complete ease. They quickly discovered that his mind was like no other they’d ever come across, even theirs. He created perfect, error-free solutions seemingly at random, with no distinguishable pattern or logic to speak of, and more often than not he had them cursing in amazement when he beat their mathematical challenges every time without them knowing exactly how he did it; his approach to their so-called puzzles and problems was always entirely unconventional and unexpected.

And, of course, that is why he’d been chosen to be the one to solve this particular puzzle.

A sudden thump made him start, and he whipped around and tilted his head, listening carefully. When it didn’t repeat, he forced himself to relax and turned back to face The Door. He absently scratched at his arm and winced when his skin burned fiercely. Rolling up his sleeve, he stared at the ugly tattoo with disdain, wishing they’d found another way. But this is the only way they knew of, they’d said.

He supposed he shouldn’t be complaining. They’d specifically elected him for this very important task, after all, dangerous though it was.

Barely eighteen years old, The Boy regarded his predicament with cold intensity, a curious characteristic for one so young, but he was quite different compared to other boys his age. And he’d only found out why after he’d agreed to help The Scientists, after he’d made a massive life changing decision. He’d been promised all the comforts of life for the rest of his existence if he helped them with just one thing. When he’d asked them what that one thing was he’d been told with profound gravity that once he knew, and if he then didn’t agree to help them, then, sixteen years old or not, they’d have to kill him.

***
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HIS LIFE HAD BEEN PRETTY much a mess up to that point. Both his parents had died in a plane crash fourteen years before, and he’d been raised by an uncle who had verbally and physically abused him daily – using him for his own personal punching bag – until, at the age of fifteen, he decided to leave and make his own way in the world.

It didn’t take him long – desperation and starvation being brutal teachers – to learn how to find the best dumpster pickings from the alleyways, which enabled him to live like a raggedy alley-king for a long time. He barely managed to keep healthy, and when his clothes and shoes began to disintegrate, he stole from people who, rather politely he thought, always forgot to lock their windows leading out onto their building’s exterior fire escape. He narrowly avoided the cops’ attentions too many times to count, becoming streetwise early on and learning to read the warning signs, like when to run and when to hide and who and who not to trust, easy to do with his vastly superior intelligence. He’d always known he was very smart – school (when he’d actually attended) had bored him to distraction – but until he met The Scientists, he didn’t know just how smart. 

***
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THE BOY SHIFTED HIS weight and sighed loudly, all the while staying aware of the noises coming from above in case he needed to hide in a hurry. The Coffee Shop was bustling, and that’s why he’d chosen this time of the day to make his attempt. The staff (some who were undercover Deceiver drones) were too busy serving their customers lunch to effectively guard The Door. The restrooms were at the top of the badly hidden staircase (the arrogance of The Deceivers never failed to astound him), making it easy for him to quickly sneak down when no one was looking. The twists and turns of the dingy, narrow passageways to the cellar had been easy for him to navigate, offering no challenge whatsoever. There wasn’t much that could stop him once he put his mind to a task. 
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AFTER A WEEK OF THINKING things over carefully and deciding that his life couldn’t get much better if he continued as he was – starving and freezing and lonely – The Boy finally conceded to hear what The Scientists wanted from him. 

But before they began their tests, they told him what was happening to the world. He was left breathless and ill, speechless with both wonder and disgust. Hearing about the hidden threat to his planet was enough to convince The Boy that The Scientists were good people and were trying desperately to save mankind, not like The Deceivers, whom he learned were a small group of wealthy, influential, and evil, self-serving men and women who wanted power and glory and exclusive protection from what was happening...and the terrible truth was that they had started it all! 

And just why exactly was the world dying? he asked, morbidly fascinated.

The story that followed was the reason he was now standing before a non-descript door trying to figure out how to continue. 
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THEIR WORLD, THE SCIENTISTS explained, had been exposed to an ancient and intensely powerful energy kept dormant for thousands of years far beneath the deserts of a faraway land. Now, to ancient Man any form of energy would have been considered magical and frightening, but this wasn’t just any ordinary energy that Man would eventually create millennia in the future; no, this energy held properties alien in composition. It contained what The Deceivers considered the answers to eternal life. It held the means of extending and improving one’s life and intelligence to the point where death was no longer a concern. 

Unfortunately, The Deceivers had been the ones to discover its existence (their wealth and resources for funding research and archaeological expeditions endless), and began, in their mindless arrogance, to experiment with the energy in the hopes of bettering themselves. They wanted to unlock their full potential, that part of themselves that was only meant to be unleashed through man’s natural evolution over thousands of years. But The Deceivers were impatient; they wanted to speed up the process exponentially. In short, they wanted to rule the world!

In their investigations (begun when an ambitious archaeologist – funded by a Deceiver – found an ancient ruin through sheer chance on one of his expeditions), The Deceivers uncovered records of a time when early Man received an inexplicable surge of intelligence that unlocked their ability to create and learn and thus advance humankind dramatically overnight. About a year before this curious progression, according to those ancient records in the form of runes stamped on the surfaces of plaques made of a yet unidentified silver metal, a strange plague had ravaged the face of the young world, wiping out most of humankind. This had been pre-empted by a blinding blue streak of light that had suddenly appeared in the northern hemisphere’s night sky only to plunge to the planet and disappear without a sound. Moments later the ground had heaved, but not so violently as to cause damage or death. But what followed was the devastation of nearly every living being for months afterwards. However, what caught The Deceivers’ attention in the records was that out of the almost-annihilation some survivors emerged. These were human beings of a vastly superior intelligence, and just like that a new world and a new era were born. 

The runes went on to explain that the blue ‘heaven-light’ was called The Catalyst by those who’d discovered it, and that it definitely began the great awakening, or enlightenment, of Man and, most shockingly, that The Catalyst did not work alone. As newly evolved man studied the alien energy to try unlock its origins and better understand its power, they discovered that its inexplicable effects on their physical and mental beings were triggered by something that already existed inside them, that was inherent to them and just needed the right key to unlock it, and, they eventually concluded, could only have been given to them by their Creator, the only One with the knowledge and omnipotence to create life. Here their investigations promptly ceased without further study of their
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