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If Phillip Gordon wasn't himself, then who was?

He stared at the face across the break room—the face that, until five minutes ago, had been his own—and tried to see who was behind the eyes.  It had to be Owen Marus for, judging by the bald head and the mustache Phillip felt, it was Owen's body Phillip himself was now in.  He didn't know how, but for the time being, it wasn't how that mattered most.

He wanted to know who was in his body since he no longer was.

It had to be Owen, otherwise where was Owen now?

A dozen movie plots ran through his head—Owen's head—and the mystery of it just made it more impossible to figure out how to fix it.  If he could get Owen alone for a few minutes, they might come up with something.

This would be more difficult than one would think.  As soon as he stepped toward himself, his Body walked away, out of the break room, back to work.

Out in the warehouse, the Phillip-Mind watched its body fill produce orders, vigilant for the opening it needed to find out if Owen Marus was in there.  It should have been obvious that, as soon as the switch took place, Owen would make an effort to find out what the hell was happening, but whoever had Phillip's body didn't seem the least worried about any of it.

Finally, he was able to corner his body in one of the coolers as the Body grabbed a dozen cases of grapes, placing them on the pallet just as Phillip himself would have.

"Do you have any idea how this happened?" the Phillip-Mind took a chance to say, hoping whoever occupied his body would get his point the first time.

The Body looked back from the stack of grapes as it pulled another case from the top and asked, "How what happened?"

"This.  This . . . whole thing."  He'd imagined the response to be a little more understanding.  Owen's gut said this wasn't the right time, the look on Phillip's Body's face concurred.  The Phillip-Mind left the cooler and disappeared until the next break.

Two minutes after Owen's body sat down, Phillip's walked in, got a candy bar and a hot tea from the machines and sat across from the Phillip-Mind, at the other end of the bench.

The Body took a sip of the tea and asked, "What were you talking about back there?"  The Mind tried to think of something to cover with, but Paul Turner came into the break room and saved him.

"Hey, Phil," Paul said, sliding his quarter into the coffee machine, "wasn't your little girl's birthday yesterday?"

Yeah, the Mind started to answer, but was interrupted by the Body's "Yeah."

"How old is she?"

Seven, the Mind thought, when the Body said, "Seven."

What are you doing? Phillip wondered toward his body and whoever was in it.  You know so much, why don't you figure out how to switch us back?

Paul got a bag of chips and stole a microwave cheeseburger from the food machine, then sat across from Phillip's Body which was just swallowing the last of the hot tea.  Phillip's Mind looked down through Owen's eyes at the empty hot teacup before him.

"Did she have fun?" Paul asked.

Of course, Phillip thought, I'm a great dad.

"Of course," the Body echoed, "I'm a great dad."

What the fuck, Phillip screamed inside Owen's skull.  How do you know so much when you weren't even there?

Because maybe he was, a voice said, the voice of . . . Phillip didn't know, but it wasn't his own interior voice.  He kept his silence until Paul Turner got up, then he slid down to the other end of the bench and made as if about to say something to Phillip Gordon but used that as a stall to give him a second to look into the eyes that should be his own.  He stared and it only took a second because he'd had a lifetime of staring at himself in the mirror and he knew what the eyes should look like and knew he'd be able to tell if something was missing from them.

He hadn't expected what he saw in them.

Looking into his own eyes from across the table, with but a moment's silence between them as the Phillip-Mind prepared to say something and the Phillip-Body stared back, Phillip saw himself, Phillip Gordon, the look he'd studied in almost every mirror he'd come across in thirty years.  Panic crept in; Phillip felt Owen's heart tighten and a film of sweat formed on the bald head.  This realization terrified him, and he closed the eyes, the space of a delayed blink, and when he opened them, he found himself in the bathroom, in front of the wall-length mirror, with Paul Turner's face staring back.  
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HE STOOD STILL A SECOND, waiting for orientation, listening to the running of the toilet in the stall behind him.  He realized his hands were wet and finished drying them on the paper towel clutched at his side. The smell of disinfectant was too strong in here, as always, but if he left, he'd see himself at the bench.  And Owen Marus's body would be sitting across from him.  But who would be inside the shell, Owen Marus or Paul Turner?

Staying in here all night was out of the question, so he might as well steel himself and get out there and maybe, God willing, someone, somewhere would be able to tell Phillip Gordon what was happening to him.

He pushed the door and almost hit Nathan Holz in the face with it.  He apologized, moved to the side, and let the man pass, then Phillip—Paul—went into the break room and found Owen and Phillip where they'd been just a few minutes ago.  Owen was saying something to Phillip, talking as if they'd been in the middle of a conversation.

Every second in this nightmare made the whole thing seem more unreal, every breath he drew with a borrowed set of lungs, or every blink with someone else's eyes leant another layer to the lie of Phillip's world.

Before he could do or say anything—what would he do or say?—break was over and everyone, stretching every step, ambled back to the battery room to retrieve their pallet jacks and try to get through the stack of produce orders still to be filled.

An hour later, Phillip pushed the foot break down on Paul's jack, and moved to a row of tomatoes.  Paul was much taller than Phillip and he now had no problem reaching the boxes at the top.  Maybe I can just stay in here the rest of the night, Phillip thought, then I'll try to find a way to fix this crap when it's time to leave.  It was a nice idea.  Going over the thought in his—no, Paul's head—Phillip saw Nathan Holz riding by.  Nathan waved and Phillip raised Paul's meaty arm to wave back but suddenly Phillip felt nauseous and almost let go of the handle and fell off Nathan's pallet jack 
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BECAUSE THAT'S WHERE he was now and the change had been so swift, he had felt nothing, no POP, no slipping between the bodies, nothing save the sudden shift from stationary to moving when he'd gone from Paul to Nathan.

He steadied himself, got the jack under control before he dropped the six-foot pile of cabbage Nathan had no doubt spent a good thirty minutes stacking, and stopped.  He shook his head because in movies it always seemed the thing to do to get your bearings.

Phillip looked back and watched Paul take tomatoes from the stack in front of him and place them on his pallet, as if he'd never missed a beat out of his body, never mind the fact that he'd been in the bathroom when Phillip had taken over and now he was in the tomato cooler.

Nathan's body climbed back onto the jack and took off for the front dock.  It wasn't so busy anymore and no one should mind if he took a few seconds in the break room.  He stopped Nathan's jack and went in, past the pay phone and the coffee machine, and sat on one of the benches.  He put this new face in this new set of hands and closed the eyes, letting silence and solitude have a few seconds in the light.

The quiet was ruined when the break room door squeaked open, and someone walked in.  Phillip didn't look up from Nathan's hands until a voice, his own, asked, "Got a headache?"

He looked up at the sound and stared for a second into the eyes he should have been behind.  Then he looked away and mumbled, "Nah."

Phillip's Body got a coffee from the machine and sat across from Nathan to drink it.

"Man, I'm tired as
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