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Chapter 1 / Timeless 
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A bottle can encapsulate a myriad of possibilities, from a Genie that will upshot the wishes of your desires, to what the Universe will unravel, to be cork by the Alchemists. 

The malleable fibers of space-time, interweave the interactive Particle Strings in Quantum leap, into an integral chain that form the physical umbilical connection to the Cosmos, by means of the nuclear constant of Mass relative to distance. 

Time is a timeless illusion, except as a function of quantitative aspects requirement, by intelligent beings endowed with limbs; thus, allowing the development of technical knowhow, within civilisations. 

Timeless nascent cycles, coming to a finish in random probabilities, or chaos, is the plight of the Cosmos. However, the man-made insertion of time, only affects the manipulation of our creations. Consequently, it opens up possibilities, within moments in time.

The encompassing apex of intelligence, is the manipulation of Quantum Mechanics, combined with conjuring the magical influence of electronics. For that is the realm of demigods; that no doubt, some have reached. 

Some events were more or less fated, by circumstances that led you in time past. While your future is merely infused, with circumstantial possibilities. However, there are givens such as, you will live another day till you die, and you’ll go on to, you know what and so forth. 

Memorable individual, and communal moments in time, are held within our minds. However, books, pictures, films, fiches, tapes, CD, and so on; immures them in a continuing saga of their own, along the timeline. Therefore, their insertion into a futuristic present, holds the past. 

Consequently, through the wondrous magical capabilities of electronics, we’ll be able to project a laser three-dimensional Quantum living image of ourselves, imbued with a true artificial intelligence, to points of our choosing. The holographic ghostly image will encompass the capability of a dual response. Roving eyes along the laser duality of the timeline, that will possibly pickup remaining Quantum remnants of time past, from the locations. That may help to rewrite the history, that took place in Nazareth.  

Time holds a mix bag of memories, some to reminisces and others to dispose, onto the historical heap of time. However, good memories are more poignant, than bad ones; therefore, we tend to embellish those we cherish. Especially, when we espouse them as a raconteur. 

The baseline of an hour or a day, is relevant to the world you live in. On Uranus, you might spend more or less actual time in the washroom, than on your planet. Therefore, there isn’t a universal time; it’s a hodgepodge for those endowed with consciousness, throughout the Cosmos. Since most lifeforms, only respond to instincts. 

From a split-second, to a year’s end, or in the lees of time; the moments within the hours hold the gist’s of the stories to be told. While our timeframe on spaceship Earth, as we travel the celestial realm is fraught with danger. We don’t have a carte blanche; our time is finite. Albeit, who in hell has a crystal ball, that will enunciate our departure.

Infinity is a loophole in space-time, without a beginning nor an end. It is fill with the music of the spheres, as an ode to the Gods, and as the playballs for the demigods. 

Our consciousness makes us wonder about the supernatural. Although, the world is inarguably complex, the fundamental atomic essentials for life are extracted from the Day Star, while the biological plasm that forms our essences originates from the Earth. The Stars’ filaments, are our roots. 

The story in the hour that I’m about to reveal, is from a random location on our orb of influences. The reality that, no matter what we might envisaged, has happened somewhere in our world or the Universe, is undoubtedly a fact, because of probability. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 / The time capsule


[image: ]


The trick to enlighten an out-of-the-box possibility, is to go back and conjure a Jack-out-of-the-box, when they were filling the box. Afterall, theories can be as misleading as pyrite; fool’s gold. While things that are written in stone, don’t imbue buoyancy. 

People feel certainty about certain things; that are continuously proven wrong. Assumptions, suppositions, and expectations, have a way of going by the wayside. Making ten scenarios, probably means that number eleven, would more than likely happen. 

We blame Murphy’s Law for the satirical proposition that things can, and will go wrong. However, if Murphy is the nemesis of Chaos, it is human perceptions that are sidesteps, by trying to organized Disorder. For the world is chaotic. 

We can encased time capsules with relevant periods; that will amount to curiosities. However, a moment that takes place within an hour, can send tentacles reverberating through time. 

The young woman of seventeen years came from a poor family, whose standards of behaviour, was in basic living mode on a daily basis. Regrettably, she became pregnant with twins. Unfortunately, it compounded her problem twofold. 

She was torn between keeping the babies, or having an abortion. However, the bottom line was that they couldn’t afford either. Hence, her motherly instinct played havoc with her senses. Her mind was in limbo; moreover, when her piss poor excuse of a father found out, he blew his top in a drunken demented rage. 

Her and her mum were shaking in fear as he yelled, “I’m going to punch you in the gut till it comes out, you damn bitch. You should have swallowed that one, but now you can suffer the consequences. I’m going to kick you in the stomach till you bleed it out, that’ll teach you a lesson you goddam slut.” His face was infused with blood, and he looked freakishly insane.  

The guy was utterly deranged; he was so high strung, that he fell over from a coronary. Anne became aware of a presence, while seeing a translucent hint of an aura, as if a Guardian Angel had interceded on her, and the babies’ behalf. The thought was somehow imbedded into her being, as a fait accompli. 

As a witness to the sudden event, the words that came out of her mouth were instantaneous, “Oh my God, I don’t believe it.” However, in her mind she thought thank God, the bastard died; moreover, what happened would remain a question mark in her mind, for the remainder of her life. 

Being as poor as they were, they never claimed his body from the morgue, and the city paid the burial cost. While a few of his drunken bodies attended, since it was another occasion to have a drink or two... 

The babies arrived on their own schedule, as healthy bouncing boys. But since Anne wasn’t able to produce the required babies’ milk, it added to the problem gnawing at Anne and her mum—poverty. 

Their lack of being able to take care of two babies, was a financial nightmare in the making. Even though they meant well, a decision had to be reckoned with, as to what kind of life would they be made to endure. Since they weren’t living, they were merely existing day by day. 

The thought was gut wrenching, but a decision had to be taken sooner than later. However, Anne just couldn’t let go of the babies; consequently, her mum manages to convince her to keep little Josh, and put the other one for adoption, so that he may have a better life. She reluctantly agrees after being barraged with money complaints. 

In the ensuing weeks, after Paul was put on a waiting list of adoptable babies, they received a message that a vetted younger couple was interested in adopting Paul. 

Anne readily agreed, after being informed that his new family, was well established within the middle class. That it would ensure his future within society. That it was a wise choice on her part, due to circumstances. Yet, the whole process felt like a double edges dagger that pierced her heart; but at the same time, one of her sons would benefit beyond what she could offer. 

Thence, the twins became encapsulated into a timeframe of their own. They were raised in two very different world, not knowing the roots of one another. By a separation not of their making. 

Twins tend to have an affinity for each other, as a built-in biological response. Unless the pecking order negates their empathy. However, when raised as one as oppose to apart, their circumstances vary their outlooks. 

Although Josh’s mother tried to do her best most of the times, she was so overwhelmed by what needed to be done, and what she actually was able to achieved, that she was on the verge of giving up trying. 

Between her mother and herself, their menial work barely paid for a subsistence living. They were forced to steal from time to time, just to stay afloat. Their world reflected low pay and abusive bosses, that took advantage, and maintained economic slavery, upon those with the least. 

Josh survived his early years, only because he was healthy; since they wouldn’t have been able to call upon a doctor. However, by the time he was of age to enter grade one, he was rebellious and becoming more aggressive, while incubating unsavoury thoughts.  

As have naught, watching TV amplified the fact that compared to them, the better off people had interesting lives, while they surrounded themselves with possessions, they could only dream about. 

Although, forgetting or not knowing the fact that it also made the majority of the middle class feel they had a boring life, compare to the lives projected by the sitcoms. 

Nevertheless, time accentuated the situation between him, his mum, and her mother. And as Josh added on years, his behaviour reflected an antisocial stance. Blame became an excuse and right or wrong did not exist anymore.  

Yet, his mum blame herself for having fail her son, even though she really wasn’t to blame for the accumulating negative circumstances seemed to fill their lives, as if they were jinks. While on the other side of the country, Paul’s life was an exact opposite. 
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Chapter 3 / The formative years
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As a baby, Paul had the good fortune of parachuting into a loving family. The only dad he ever got to know was an engineer; he had the benefit of an affluent lifestyle, and caring parents. He excels at school and successfully participated in sports, along with other interests. 

For all practical purpose, he had a typical upper middle-class life to be enjoyed. Because of his exposure to what life can offer if you apply yourself, he put-in the effort that would eventually get him into a future of his making. He just had to stay the course. 

As events would have it, neither boy was aware of the existence of their identical twin. Their parents had chosen not to inform them, to prevent possible mental hardships from developing, unless a medical reason require them to do so. However, another reason was, since both twins had an uncanny resemblance to their adoptive parents; there were no questions of not belonging, that arose. 

As time went, problems between parents and growing kids are bound to happen, and they did. However, since it ranged within the realm of normalcy, it all worked out in the end, for Paul and his family. Moreover, for Josh it was another matter; it went from bad to worse upheavals. Hence, as he increasingly became his own worst enemy, his mum was reaching the breaking point of losing her sanity, and not wanting to live. She felt trapped in a quagmire, that bog her down to hell. 

The amount of times she wishes she had put Josh for adoption, when she’d given Paul away, would fill a ledger. He’d become so antisocial, that it made you wonder if he had a brain tumor, or a brain for that matter, since he was not using it. He’d gotten involved with the others of his kind early on, and their behavior got worse as they became an imitation, of a pack of ugly scavenging Hyenas. They were becoming more daringly senseless in their actions, as if everything was a big joke. Hence, they became a group of undesirables.   

They broke into residences, stole whatever they could get their hands on, assaulted people, and caused general mayhem. The only reason they still walk the streets is because we live in a democracy. For in an autocratic system, they would have been gathered and quickly dispose of for the greater good of society. Although ironically, the antisocial fringe element of the far-right, that want to promote their kind of mediocracy at the helm, would insidiously find themselves at the top of the elimination list. They wouldn’t allow them to put sticks in their wheels of fortune.   

In elapse time, they all ended up in reform schools or jails for various capers, along with awaiting future reservations. While Josh stints in the reform system were short, it gave his mum some reprieve from his obnoxious mentality. 

The reality at the time was, that when they let him out on compassionate reasons, mainly because of his age. His behavior was worst than when he went in. His attitude progressively became a mental fatigue for his mum, or others that aren’t morons. His behavior reflected a deficient mind. 

It didn’t matter what kind of jobs the system tried to fit him in, in most cases it never lasted more than a month or so. He was too rebellious for supervisors to deal with. The sum of his work résumé, was comprised of one word, fired. 

His mum was looking forward to the day that she would be able to wash her hands of her son, akin to Pontius Pilate. In this case, to send him forth to whatever despair he chose to bring upon himself. She’d reached the end of her rope, that had been her lifeline. However, it seemed to her that the Fates had their own ideas, on how to make people suffer through the sands of time, that marks the end of a mountain. 

Sometimes she even thought of turning religious for the hell of it. But she’d met quite a number of them when she went to play bingo, and they weren’t any better off. Besides, they always tried to extract money they didn’t have, out of them. Money seemed to be a Bible of its own. 

She’d given so much thoughts to so many things, that she felt loss in a mindless equation that held naught. It all seemed endless, and for what?
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Chapter 4 / Life’s realities
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As time unfolded its tentacles, it reached far and wide in a never-ending proposition in regards to life. Some are born with a golden spoon in their mouth, while others struggle to eke out a living in a never-ending cycle of poverty. 

Opposite circumstantial world, that can change for the better or the worst, at any time through no fault of your own, or entirely of your making. Life can be a craps shoot, and where it goes no one knows. However, if you will your dices with your inner compass, it creates your own luck.

Winners are made, and since up has a downside, every generations have to fill skid-row. Fairness and why me, is not imbued in life; it is simply a random happening due to multiple reasons. It is not a personal outcome. 

As for Josh he blamed the world and his mother, for anything that wasn’t to his liking. Excuses and blame went hand in hand, while somehow, none was of his making. 

By the time he’d reach 13 he had a heart of stone; it was merely a pump to circulate his cold bloodiness. From there it exponentially got worst, and by the time he reached 14, he’d committed his first murder. 

Both women of the house had learned not to leave their purses out of their sight, when he was around; since he was a habitual thief. However, when his grandmother came home, she wasn’t aware that Josh was in his bedroom masturbating to beat the band. Therefore, she left her purse atop her bedroom dresser and went back downstairs. 

Shortly after, as she passes by the staircase the sound of something dropping onto the floor, made her stop and look up. She quietly went up and as she crests the stairs, she saw Josh coming out of her bedroom stark naked while holding her paper money. 

She yelled, “You bloody thief, stealing from your own family, give me my money, you freaking rat. And stop flaunting your wiener around the house.”

He gave her a wry grin, and as he walks towards her as if he was going to hand over the cash, he stopped half a metre in front of his grandma, and he violently push her down the stairs. He stood and watch her tumble down, and as she tried to get up in agony, he slowly walks down and stood above her, and while sporting a weird smile he told her, “Goodbye grandma, I’ve never like you, so I think it’s time for you to go to hell”. He then grabs her head with both hands, and he snapped her neck. Her death was quick, but long enough for her eyes to reflect the horror of the moment. 

He admires his handy work for a minute, and he then went back up to his room, got dress and left the house as stealthily as possible. He was lucky, there was no one around to see him leave. He went to see his partners in petty crimes, to confirm his presence as an alibi, in case it was needed. 

When Anne came home and saw her mother’s contorted body at the bottom of the stairs, it freaked her out and she rush towards her. But as she stared at the look of horror on her face, it was evident that she was dead. She let out a wailing cry of a banshee, as if she was trying to wake the dead. The sobbing came as a deluge of tears drenched her clothes. She remained sitting on the floor next to her mum, and as she held her hand she talks as if her spirit could still hear her words, that revealed the dept of her love. Unfortunately, they were loving temporal words, that should be encapsulated into the temple, of a living heart. 

The shock of the unfortunate event, began to be taken over by the reality of the accident. She then phoned and explained the situation to the ambulance service, and they sent a non emergency response that included the police, as a formality. 

The detective preliminary investigation gut feeling, told him that it was an accidental death. However, his feeling was probably caused by the spicy food he had for lunch. For if he’d look around the house, he would have seen that her purse had been ruffled through. However, later on when Anne entered her mum’s bedroom, she picked up on the different reality, that caused her to tremble at the terrible possibility. Although she looked upon   Josh as being rotten to the core, he was still her kid, while the evidence was circumstantial. She felt that she was caught in a catch 22.  

Anne knew it would never be the same between her and Josh. This was the breaking of the last straw as far as she was concerned, because of the incessant feeling that gnawed at her akin to a cancer; at what her own son had undoubtedly done, since it was beyond reason. 

She’d given him life; therefore, maybe she should be the one to terminate the bad seed, that has geminated so much discord in her and everyone else lives. Before he goes on to disrupt other people’s life.

He never came home that night, which was expected. Since guilty one can’t endure the stare of having done wrong. Not out of remorse for their misdeed, but out of fear of being expose and immured.  

The following night, her unscrupulous son tried to sneak in late without awaking his mum; however, her mind was attune to wakeup at the slightest sound of his arrival. She’d been waiting to confront, and possibly disowned her unprincipled antisocial kid. 

Anne silently got out of bed and swiftly put on her robe; she defiantly stood in his face as he reached the top of the stairs; then she quickly grabs and held on to both side of his shirt as her anger resonated her words, “How would you like me to shove you down and send you to Hell, eh. I think they’re waiting for devilish creeps like you, to stoke the furnace of Hell. You stole money and kill my mother, I know you did, and I will never forgive you. You are no longer my son, and I expect you to get the hell out of my house; you are no longer wanted in my home, and I want you out by tomorrow, is that understood. Now get out of my sight.”

The nightlight exposed a demonic demented look that was so intense, that it penetrated down to her soul. He then freaked her out as he said, “Maybe it’s your turn to be kick down the staircase; you’ve ruined my life, you’re a lousy mother, and I think a hot poker from the Devil, would do you good.” He then gave out a sardonic laugh. 

She snapped back, “You disgusting freak, you have no respect for anyone or anything. I did the best I could, and I wish I hadn’t bothered trying, for you’re a hopeless case that has nothing to offer the world, except excrement. So, wallow in your own misery.” 

A sudden rage overtook his response, and he grab his mum by the throat and began squeezing as he told her, “I won’t kill you now because two deaths in the house might look suspicious, but
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