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The year was 2019.




Bang.

Abe Hartman felt a pinch in his back.

Bang.

Emily Floyd felt a pinch in her shoulder.

Bang.

Abe turned his head and saw The Masked Shooter walking towards him.

Bang.

Emily squeezed the panda-shaped eraser in her pocket.

Bang.

A third shot hit Abe right in the chest. He fell to the ground.

Bang.

The bullet ripped through the overturned table and hit Emily right in the forehead.





Abe and Emily died at the exact moment.

Abe, the target of a political assassination.

Emily, one of the many victims of a school shooter.

Abe had a military funeral. Despite all the rumors, no one ever found out why that person killed him. They refused to speak. Politics. What can you do?

Emily had a pink coffin made for her by a local man named Jack. Her parents cried as they thanked him. Jack made coffins for all the students who died in the shooting. The local news called him A Good Man.

Jack hung himself in his basement two weeks after Emily’s funeral.








Abe blinked.

The buzz of fluorescent lights burned his ears, as the stink of piss infiltrated his nostrils. He was standing in a public bathroom.

“Next,” said a bald man with a large white beard wearing a white robe, standing at a white podium.

“Am I in Heaven?”

“Next,” The Man in White repeated, his eyes glazed with boredom.

“Hello?”

“Yes, hello.” An ear fell off his head and landed on the podium with a squeak. The Man in White picked it up, spat on it, gave it a solid rub, and stuck it on his head. “You’re next.”

“Is this a men’s room?”

“This is an all-purpose bathroom, thankyouverymuch. Haven’t gotten someone here to clean it recently. I’d apologize, but you’re making this take longer than it should.”

“What am I doing here?”

“You know the answer. Come on, I don’t have all day. Well, I have all of time, but not all day.”

Abe took a step forward. Something tugged at his arm. He turned and saw a little girl holding onto his sleeve.

“Let go,” he said to her. “Wait your turn.”

“You two came together,” The Man in White said with a yawn. “You get processed together. Come on now. To the podium.”

Abe looked at the kid, and she shook her head.

“Now, now, my child,” said The Man in White. “Death isn’t scary. Plus, this is your lucky day.”

“Death?” Abe repeated. “Are you saying I’m dead?”

“Didn’t we go over this? Yes. You are dead. Look at the line behind you. You’re holding things up.”

Abe turned around. Behind him was an endless line of people between an infinite line of urinals and toilet stalls. Shining on them were the cheapest lightbulbs ever produced. Even he had splurged on nicer ones for his office.

“You said lucky day?” Abe asked as he approached the podium, dragging the little girl behind him. Her shoes squealed against the cold linoleum.

“In a sense.”

“What sense?” Abe put a hand on the podium. The Man In White pushed it aside.

“Have you ever heard of an Isekai?”

Abe stared at him.

“Aren’t I going to heaven?”

The Man in White laughed. “You? Oh my, no.”

“I went to church every Sunday!”

“You did. And you had three mistresses. And you killed many as a result of your careless lawmaking. And you ate too many hot dogs without ketchup. The list goes on. But angels are renovating Heaven. And Hell’s full. So, lucky you. Isekai it is.”

“What is an Isekai?”

“When you die and get sent to another world,” The Man in White replied.

“You don’t have to die,” said the girl.

“Oh, you can talk! Delightful. That makes things easier. Yes, oh, and the two of you will be going together. More luck.”

“I don’t know this girl,” Abe said.

“I don’t recall asking,” he replied while looking through paperwork. “Now, fantasy is a tad overrated these days. Popular but a bit overdone. Let’s see. You are getting on in age, aren’t you? Hm.”

Abe shook his head. “I’m a spry 67.”

“Yes, yes, yes. Of course.”

“And I’m seven,” said the girl.

“Thank you. You were always a good child…”

“Emily.”

“Ah, yes. Emily. Let me see. Yes, I have the perfect place for you two. No fantasy. Should be fun. Take the door behind me, please.”

Abe blinked. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“Next!” shouted The Man in White, tilting his head to look over Abe’s shoulder.

“Hey, I’m talking to you!”

“You have taken far too much of my time already. Please, take the exit behind me before I am forced to take action.”

“Forced to…” Abe mumbled. First, someone murdered him, and now this rudeness. And he had those mistresses years ago!

“Come on, Mister, let’s go,” Emily said, tugging his sleeve.

“Yes, please listen to the poor girl. Both of you have been through so much.”

Plop.

The Man in White picked his nose off the podium and stuck it back on his face.

“Now, I have a lot of work to do.” He gestured toward the door.

Abe sighed and looked at Emily. She had her blonde hair in pigtails and wore a pink dress. This was embarrassing. His grandchildren were older than she was. How would he deal with her? And where exactly were they even going?

“Fine, let’s go,” he said, taking her hand. They walked past the podium and towards the door. With a push, he saw a vast darkness in front of him. He turned back to look at the podium.

“Oh, it is your lucky day,” The Man in White said to a young woman who looked like Abe’s cousin’s daughter’s roommate. The one with the–

“Mister?” Emily interrupted his daydreaming. “We should get going.”

Abe sighed and walked through the door, Emily still holding his hand.







Knock, knock.

Abe opened his eyes. His legs were resting on a shaky wooden desk. A burnt-out cigarette rested between his fingers. The smell made him reel. He hadn’t had one since 1998.

Knock, knock.

“Yeah, who is it?” he called out as he pulled his sore legs off the table and looked around. A pair of rusted filing cabinets sat next to an unwashed sink. Never washed, maybe. Next to that was a large sofa chair where Emily snored away. But she wasn’t wearing the dress he had seen last time. She wore slacks, rainbow suspenders, and an old white shirt. A driver’s cap lay tilted over her eyes.

Knock, knock.

Abe shuffled over to the door and opened it. A woman in a red dress and matching lipstick stared at him.

“Is Emily in?” The words slapped against his face with the force of eight fingers of whiskey.

“The kid?” Abe asked. “Who are you, anyway?”

“Is this how you treat customers?” The Woman in Red walked past him and kneeled before the little girl.

“Emily, I need your help.”

Emily stirred, lifted her cap, and stared at the woman.

“Who’s this, Mister Abe?”

The Woman in Red smiled at her. “The less you know about me, the safer you are. But I need you to find someone.”

Abe took this chance to give The Woman in Red a good look. She was a little skinnier than he cared for, but not bad.

“Mister Abe, where are you looking?” Emily asked.

“Just, uh, making sure our, uh, customer isn’t hurt.”

The Woman in Red stood and looked at him, her cheeks flushed.

“Why, that is mighty kind of you, sir. But I’m fine. It’s my husband. I need Emily to find him.”

“A seven-year-old?”

The Woman in Red looked at him as if he had two heads.

“Can she not do what the ad in the paper says? I have the money.” She opened her purse and flicked through a stack of hundred-dollar bills.

“Uh, yeah, she can do everything the ad says and more.” Abe stared at the cash.

“Oh, good. This is his comb,” she said, pulling a small piece of black plastic out of the purse and putting it on the table. She placed the cash next to it and looked at Emily again.

“I’ll bring the rest when you find him.”

“That’s it? No name? No nothing?” Abe asked before he realized his mouth was better kept shut.

The Woman in Red gave Abe a strange look. “Have you been drinking, sir?”

“Didn’t sleep. Forgive me. We’ll, uh, get to work as soon as we can. Don’t you worry.”

“We’ll find your husband, Miss,” Emily said.

“Oh, thank you.” The Woman in Red spun around and walked out of the room. Abe closed the door.

“So, we’re detectives?” Abe asked Emily. She shrugged.

“Any idea what that woman thinks you can do?” Another shrug.

“Well, we can disappear with her money,” Abe said.

“You’re terrible.”

“Kid, you’re young, so I’ll give you a tip. You can’t trust anyone.”

“I can’t trust you?”

He paused. “Of course you can trust me.”

“But you just said…”

Abe grabbed the stack of bills and ran his finger over them. They felt real. They smelled real. Good.

He turned to say something to Emily and noticed an article pinned to the wall.

“Is something wrong?” Emily asked.

Abe walked over and looked at a photograph of himself smiling.

“Boxer retires undefeated,” he read. “Guy looks like me.”

Emily tilted her head to look at the newspaper clipping.

“He sure does. He is you.”

Abe shook his head. “Doesn’t matter. We take this cash and go somewhere safe.”

Emily ignored him as she walked over to the comb.

“Kid?”

Emily picked up the comb and began to hum.

“Kid, what are you doing?”

Emily raised her hand to shush him. Abe stood in stunned silence as this strange child continued to hum in front of him.

“He’s in a warehouse. 517 South Avenue.”

“Who?”

“The man that woman was looking for.”

“Her husband?”

Emily shook her head. “She was lying about that.”

“How do you know?”

Emily pointed to the door.

“You’re weirding me out, kid.”

“Open it.”

“Trust me.”

Not trusting her at all, Abe went to the door.

“I know you don’t trust me,” Emily said.

As he opened the door. On it, a hand-painted sign read, “Abe and Emily—Detective and Psychic.” A chill trickled down his spine.

“You’re a psychic?”

“And you’re a detective. One who doesn’t believe I’m a psychic.”

‘She’s precocious, but that doesn’t mean she’s psychic,’ Abe thought.

“What does precocious mean?”

Abe stared at Emily.

“Alright, kid, if you think this is a good idea, we’ll help that woman.”

Emily nodded. “Plus, you have a gun.”

Abe patted his chest and felt a holster under his jacket.

“Don’t look too deep, or you might regret what you see in this old man’s brain.”

Emily giggled and walked out the door. Abe sighed and followed.




“You didn’t lock the door,” Emily said as soon as they were on the street.

“I got the money and a gun. Nothing else I need.”

“Do you know how we got here, Mister Abe?” Emily continued walking down the street, looking at every streetlight for protection.

“Only know what you know, kid.”

“My name is Emily. But I know you know that.”

Abe sighed. “Alright, Emily. Where are we going?”

“It’s a bit further down this way,” she said as she looked at the comb. “He’s in pain.”

“Is he alone?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, tell me when you do.”

‘What the hell am I doing?’ Abe thought as he walked down the dark street.

“We’re saving someone who needs
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