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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.  

“I cannot make you understand. I cannot make anyone understand what is happening inside me. I cannot even explain it to myself.”
― Franz Kafka, The Metamorphosis
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In the first few years following the turn of the millennium, the world reveled in the expansion of the internet and how it connected us all. It miraculously brought the world closer; but at the same time, it had the adverse effect of pushing us farther away from one another. 

During the seven-year window before the release of the first iPhone in 2007, flip phones, laptops and desktop computers were must-haves for everyone under the age of fifty. Humans began a new evolution towards spending more time interfacing with technology than with each other. The need to leave the house to communicate with others was only necessary if you wanted to speak face to face. 

There was no manual on how to integrate these life-changing technologies into our lives without sacrificing the precious time we have with each other. 

With the ability to communicate a thought with anyone in the world in a matter of seconds businesses too had to adapt. The old-world model of having all records on paper was going up in flames. And so with it the passing of one era into another.
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In the darkness, a presence wakes in fear. It was in an unfamiliar environment. Things softly lighten enough to disclose a stack of corrugated boxes. The muffled chirps of a bird in the distance – a cardinal calling for its mate. Through the thin metallic walls, the rhythmic thud of footsteps reverberate as someone approached. 

The entire truck jostled. Even the neatly packed rows of boxes shifted slightly as a door opened and the driver climbed in and shut the door behind him. 

It’s pre-dawn and Leslie Gil, the man with the eye patch, as he is often described by those who think they know him, settled into the driver’s seat in his white delivery van. His dark blue uniform and polished steel-toed boots made the black patch over his left eye seem like an accessory. 

Even though he only had the lone steely eye, this ex-military man was not one with which you can get one over on. He may have been fast approaching his forties with a bit of salt at his temples in his otherwise dark medium-length hair, but his body was hard from hours in the gym and his senses were as sharp as the three-inch switchblade he kept next to the cherry flavored bubble gum in his front left pocket. Not your normal delivery man.

The van rumbled down the road. The low groan of its eight-cylinder engine played a steady background to an experimental jazz tune blaring through the two high-fidelity speakers on its dashboard.  

Leslie bobbed his head while tapping a hand on the steering wheel. The sun broke ahead of the van over the horizon, and the new day’s first light gleaned in the delivery man’s eye. He turned to his computer mounted firmly in the middle of the dashboard. Raspy and strained from too many late nights spent smoking and drinking into the small hours, he growled under his breath, “Ok, what’s on today’s docket?”  

His eye darting from the road to the screen, Leslie flipped on the computer. The high-speed computer woke from its slumber. He leaned in and the red light of the retinal scanner took an image of his eye. 

Within a matter of seconds, a message lit up on the screen reading, “Good morning, Mr. Gil. Please enter your password to continue.” Below the greeting blinked a cursor.  

He pushed a button below the monitor and a keyboard popped out from its recessed position in the dash. It was on an adjustable platform that allowed Leslie to move it for his convenience. Leslie punched in his access code. On the screen appeared, “Sykes Meridian - a Better Tomorrow Today.” 

The screen went dark. 

A moment later, the screen displayed his orders for the day.  Looks like a busy one as he has some forty-odd deliveries to make by day's end.

While scanning the list, the delivery man looked up into the rearview and furrowed his brow. A house fly buzzed around back amongst the boxes. Each box was constructed of your typical brown corrugated cardboard. No names. No description of the contents. Only a corresponding number from his screen on the top left corner of each side of every box allowed one to differentiate between them.  

Case file #7816635 flashed onto the computer screen. The following is the detailed employee profile created by Leslie for that particular case file: Product Testing Division - Energy Drinks Department; Harold T. Landis - Age 31, 5’8, 175lbs.; Hometown: Fond du Lac, WI. USA; Graduate of the University of Wisconsin–Stevens Point with a degree in Business; Marital Status: Divorced; Family: Mother - deceased, Father - deceased, no siblings. Moved from Wisconsin three months ago after losing his job as a computer programmer and is a level one employee. He’s recently divorced and lives in Sykes Meridian’s gated community Bennett’s Farm at 5647 Shiloh Road in Silver City. He lives alone with his dog and has recently begun dating. 

In bold tabs at the bottom of the page, three tabbed links to a more detailed history of Harold. The first tab is a Psychological Profile, the second is an Employee History profile, and the third is a Financial profile.  

There came a familiar knock at the front door – three quick knocks, a pause, and then a resounding thud. Harold smiled and put down his paintbrush. He wiped the residual beige paint from his hands onto his already paint-covered grey Stephen’s Point Brewery sweatshirt. His paint-speckled face bore a goofy grin as he tried to think of what he might say when he answered the door.   

It was Monday, September 4, 2006, and while Harold had only been in Silver City – and this beautiful two-story, three-bedroom house – for just three months, he knew that he would open that door and be handed his next energy drink shipment to test by the man with the eye patch. They would share some playful banter for a few minutes, just as they had done for the past few months. Of course, he never knew what product it would be, but he took comfort in this routine. 

Harold needed his routines to get used to this new life he was forging for himself and his BFF, a two-year-old beagle hound named Archie. Archie howled at the front door as Harold reached for the handle. “Come on, Arch, back up.”

Leslie stood on the front stoop with a plain cardboard box in hand grinning like an old friend.  “What’s up, chief? Got your new shipment.”  

Archie, tail wagging, darted past Harold and, with his paws extended, reached up Leslie’s legs. 

The delivery man handed Harold the box, knelt down, and began petting Archie. “Hey, Arch. Hey, boy. Yeah... that’s a good boy.” To Harold, “So, what’d you do this weekend? Meet any ladies?”

While Leslie was petting Archie and Harold was busy dealing with the package, a fly buzzed past them and entered the house without any of them noticing. It made a beeline through the living room and into the kitchen, doing a little recon. Food was nowhere to be found upon the first pass. 

Harold was a neat freak and only paint and paint accessories (tape & plastic) were lying out in the open. Having completed a circuitous scan of the kitchen, the fly made for the dining room.  

Leslie and Harold discussed the past weekend’s football games. “Yeah, but I doubt they’ll win the division,” offered Harold.

Leslie interjected, “They have a good running game, though.”  

Harold nodded in agreement and his eyebrows arched creating a wrinkle in his forehead. 

“So, what are you doing in here?” asked Leslie, taking a step inside. 

The men examined Harold’s new paint scheme for the room.  Even with just one wall close to being finished, you can begin to discern what the beige will look like when it’s done – soften the glare from the morning sun and make things a bit more intimate and cozy. At least that was Harold’s plan. He wasn’t much of an art collector and didn’t have much to hang up on the walls, so he preferred to let color dictate the mood of a room. 

“I like it,” claims Leslie.  

“Anything is better than the bland whitewash. The whole interior was painted that way when I moved in.” 

“A clean slate.” 

Harold’s eyebrow arched as he contemplated the parallel between the walls in his new house and the
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