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Consciousness is a river of thought; it flows and cascades.  Its momentum twists and turns it as it churns forever forward. The breath of life that is light, the very thing we use to see, can be painful when we rise from long periods of slumber. That sharp pain when we open them—the immediate reaction of the lids to close tight, then to blink them gently, allowing the eyes to adjust, ever so slightly, to the brightness of the light. This pain is, in fact, a necessary one we have to endure in order to see. Even the urge to lift one’s arm to shield one’s eyes from the bright light is instinctual—except when one’s hand is restricted against one’s will.

He tightened his bicep and pulled harder on his wrist this time. Again, it would not move. The light was still too bright for him to focus at any one thing. Each time he opened his eyes, the blistering pain would shock his body.

He tried the other arm. It would not budge. He wondered if he was paralyzed. Was he in some sort of accident? Was he stuck in a hospital bed somewhere? He couldn’t remember a thing. He tried to move his left leg. It, too, was locked in place. The restraints squeezed back tightly as he struggled within them. He tried the other leg to no avail. He tried to open his eyes again. This time, the pain was far less, but not enough yet to focus on his surroundings.

He turned his head to the side. At least his neck was free. He tried to lift it off the bed as well as his chest, but he was pinned down; the restraints were squeezing the breath from his lungs. He relaxed and rested his head back down, opening his eyes. He blinked steadily, his eyes staying open for longer and longer periods of time as the pain subsided. Objects began to come into focus. He could make out bright lights above him arranged in a circular pattern. He thought he must be in a hospital room somewhere.

He looked to the side again and could see monitors ablaze with sigils and glyphs. Once more he tried to rise and could not. The restraints kept squeezing back with a tamed intensity. As he relaxed, the restraints eased their tension. He could feel his muscles contract all around his body; he was not paralyzed. He was, in fact, being restrained.

“Why...” His voice was scratchy and barely audible. He cleared his throat and spit formed in his mouth. Against his better judgment, he spat into the air and cried out, “Why am I being restrained?” Each word became crisper and more pronounced, spittle flying in all directions.

He began to struggle again within the restraints, turning his head and eyes back to the monitors.  He tried to focus on the images and patterns. He could not make any sense of them.  They were gibberish, like writing in a dream. They flashed, blinked, and changed as he struggled within the restraints. He did not like this feeling. He did not like being held down against his will. He was feeling fine. Why would they do this to me? he thought. “Hey! Can anyone hear me?” He was half annoyed, half curious as to what the hell was going on.

At that moment, he heard a sound as if something had opened. The sound came from behind him and he could not see what was causing it. Maybe a door? he thought to himself. He then heard footsteps. She finally came into his view, completely ignored him, and went directly to the monitors. She seemed to be taking notes and putting them into an unknown device.

He was mortified. “Uh, hey you... over here. Your patient has some questions for you.”

“Why are you ignoring me?” he said in an annoyed voice.

She turned towards him and adjusted something in her ear. “I’m not ignoring you, life-form,” she said with a smile. “I need to make sure you are functioning properly, as parameters set by simulations are not always foolproof.” She turned back to the monitors and pointed, “See...? You are functioning perfectly for a... whatever you are.”

“Why are you doing that? Why are you calling me a ‘life-form’ and a ‘whatever you are’? I’m the same as you. Well...” As he spoke, he looked her up and down. “Except I’m a man and you’re...” She noticed his eyes lingering on her breasts. “Obviously a woman.”

“I see your primitive instincts are working fine. I developed my image and genetic structure from your desires. By presenting as an attractive, potential mate, the reconstruction and spark of life is... less of a shock to you.” She turned back to the monitors and analyzed the glyphs.

He was completely baffled. What possible mate? I’m not mating with anyone. I can’t even get out of bed, he thought. He blurted out, “Why am I being restrained? I demand to be set free!” He struggled against the restraints, doing his best to break free. 

“You are restrained because I do not know what you are. My simulations indicate an apex predator with intelligence. That can be a dangerous combination. The restraints are not for you... they are for my protection. I cannot allow this experiment to alter my directive.”   

“Experiment?” He went back to struggling within his restraints. “What am I some kind of lab rat?” He gritted his teeth. “Get... me... out of this!” With each word that left his lips, his struggle grew more intense.

“Easy, organism. You are going to hurt yourself. Look at the monitors. You are messing up all your vital signs and I just cannot have that.” She picked up a small case and began to remove something from inside.

“Look at the monitors? You expect me to read that Chinese? Doesn’t even look like Chinese to me.” He sighed in disgust. “I don’t know what the hell you people have going on here, but I need to talk to my lawyer. I’m going to sue you when I get out of here. What kind of hospital is this?”

She let out a little snicker. “We are not in a hospital,” she explained. “We are in one of the labs on my ship. I assure you, I am the only one here. We are on the way to my next destination, and I have time to learn about your species.” Another smile crossed her lips.

“My species? Again, I am the same as you. Did I magically fall asleep for a million years and you somehow evolved beyond me, Doc? Granted you are attractive, but I am not exactly looking for a wife at the moment. Just a way out of here.”

“Oh no... I am not the same as you Apex Predator. Far from it. I study planets, the universe, and all its inhabitants and wonders. You are a barbaric, primitive creature with ill intentions. Again, I created this form for you to ease your resurrection. Also, there is no way out of here. Unless you can live in the vacuum of space.”

“Wha... what are you talking about? You are insane, lady. Like I said, get me out of this... for the last time.” He struggled more and more.

She looked at him, a flicker of anger in her eyes, and darted towards him. She slammed something down on his arm and he felt a pinch. He immediately became dizzy. He tried to speak, then fell into unconsciousness.
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“Well, there goes Adam, off to the Great Beyond,” Charley chuckled. He watched the rocket rise through the air. Clouds billowed underneath the spacecraft as it climbed above Cape Canaveral.

“Yeah, once again, Adam does it. Another quirky event to thrill us. He’s the only guy I know who’s gone to the Great Beyond twice in one week.” The gathered group laughed at Evan’s quip.

“I’d like to know how he got all of us to chip in five-hundred grand to send his ass off into space...” Virginia quipped.

“He did put up five-hundred K regardless if it was insurance money or not. That prick.” He grinned. “We couldn’t drum up that kind of money if we tried... Yet Adam–he got us to do it. He said it would be great for humankind to send him on this endless journey.” Jack was still feeling the pain of the loss.

Ritchie blurted out, “Hey, remember when we rented the cabins at that lake? We had like five of ‘em?”

“Yeah, we rented the boats and had that fishing tournament and nobody caught a thing but one crappy, crappie,” laughed Terrell.

“Oh yeah, and we abruptly left that night, and Adam paid for it all, but he never said why? He just made us leave,” Betty said. “I still wonder to this day. It never made sense.”

“Oh, he had reason. I shouldn’t really say anything, but we had reason,” Charley said, meekly.

Benny chimed
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