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He's sinking the world, he's speaking in
noise

and noise and noise, sinking in noise

Eye candy eye

What will make the world a better place

for you and I?

OhGr, from Eyecandy

 


 



Part one: "We Can't Believe They'd Do This
to Us!"

 


I'm going to start
this off with a list of complaints—not that anyone will care, but
I'm going to regardless, because absolutely no one is going to
listen to me anyway. It'll become apparent later as to why not.

Something is wrong with my work.

I didn't mean that the way that it sounded,
I mean that something is wrong with my job, at the place where I
work. I guess the other thing might be true, too. It's really hard
to tell anymore.

I keep losing things out of my pockets. It's
kind of an issue with me lately. It's starting to really worry me.
I worry about a lot, I guess.

When I first started this job, I thought it
was going to be something different. The lady at the agency made it
sound like they were placing me somewhere that seemed ideal, it
really did come across as the perfect job. Data-entry,
unsupervised, latenight shift that was pretty close to my regular
operating hours. I really did think it was going to be a perfect
fit for me, and it was. At first.

I don't know how those ten years slipped by
so fast, it was just like one day I was working and the next thing
I know it's ten years later and I'm still doing the same thing and
the pay is a little better but my expenses keep going up ruthlessly
faster than my income. It was why my first wife left me, I just
couldn't afford to keep her anymore. Not that big a loss, though.
Although maybe there was a little bit more to it than just that. I
don't know.

It was tough on both of us, all those years
of barely scraping by, and with nothing to show for it in the end.
She took it harder than I did, or at the very least she was more
expressive of the discontent we both felt. It's not easy being
low-income, and it's only getting harder every year. It's not like
the way things used to be. I wanted to give her everything she
desired, I really did and I tried, but things are different now. It
would probably have been easier if I hadn't been the only one
trying.

My name is Saul Chevoirtzenne, I'm five-foot
eleven with brown hair and eyes, and I'm more than just a
dispenser. I know it's dumb but I have to keep reminding myself so
I don't lose my personhood completely. That would be bad,
right?

I've been alone now for so long I hardly
know what it's like to be any different. Even before she left, I
was alone. It could be truthfully said that I had a lot of practice
running up to the real thing. I got to try it on for size, one
could say.

We met at a time when the world was very
different, when a man working a regular job could support a wife
and a family and afford a house all by himself, and women in turn
expected these things in exchange for their domestic contribution,
and this arrangement worked for most. I miss that world, whether or
not I actually got to participate in it. Things were simpler then.
She didn't hate me back then. She didn't hate the cracks in the
ceiling, she didn't yet hate the short-circuiting stove or the
leaking window or the ants coming up from under the bathroom sink.
Not that it's important anymore.

Accounts balancing and maintenance. Sounds
pretty dry, doesn't it? It's actually worse than it sounds. That's
a major part of the world-shift, this changing everything over to
digital records-keeping. Numbers and numbers and numbers and more
numbers, but whatever—I don't have to pay attention to it, I just
have to be accurate. My job is so simple a trained monkey could do
it. Well, okay, you'd have to teach it math and computer-use first,
but how hard could that be? You take the numbers from the paper and
you type them into the cells on the screen. Not that hard. I do it
all night, Monday through Thursday, eight PM until ten AM. Not that
hard.

I don't get to see many other people at
work, because of the hours I keep. It gets lonely at times, but I'm
used to it. Since she left, I've only gotten lonelier with every
passing day, but it's not like the loneliness can kill me.
So...

I mention these events from the past only
because they provide context for what was to come later.
Flavor, if you will.

By the time we get to the events of the
story I'm trying to tell, it'd been days or weeks since the last
time I'd seen another living human at my job. I let myself into the
building every day with my key-card in the evenings after the
offices have all emptied out, and then leave again in the mornings
before they fill up. Not that I'd have occasion to run into any of
them, if there was anybody else in the building—I work mostly down
in the basement where nobody goes but for the occasional security
guard, in a dingy little office lit by a single flickering
fluorescent tube. No kidding. I bring my laptop and my ID-key and
log in numbers to the company server all night. That's what I do.
It's not what I thought I'd end up doing and I'm not sure how much
longer it'll last—it was only supposed to be a temp job—but it sure
does seem like it's gone on forever. It's always the same, day
after day after day, columns of numbers with the occasional text,
but mostly numbers, dollar-figures. It's incredibly boring and I
don't have a life outside of work, not really, not since my ex-wife
left me. So I guess I'm saying maybe that I'm so lonely I'm going
just a little bit crazy.

Sometimes it seems like the TV is talking to
me. Not a real conversation, more like it makes fun of me or the
things I'm doing, like it wants me to feel stupid. Or sometimes it
tries to tell me what to do, but I never listen to it. I already
feel stupid, I don't need any help from the TV with that.

Even though I haven't worn it for at least
six months now, I can still feel the impression of my wedding ring
where it used to clamp onto my finger, like some kind of phantom
limb pain. It makes me want to just cut the damn finger off. I have
a source of distress and I want it removed.

It is, it's just as miserable as it all
sounds. My thoughts tend to go dark when I think about things too
much, but then I put it behind me and try to focus on the good
stuff. It feels like it's getting harder and harder to do that
every day.

Ten years I've been here? Eleven? It feels
like forever. So many numbers, only the technology has changed.
Nowadays, everything's going to touch-screen, but I prefer the
visceral crunch of my keypad. Anything to take my mind off the
carpal tunnel and brain-numbing data-entry. I don't listen to music
while I work—I found that it distracted me, and I started making
mistakes. That won't do. So I don't get to listen to music
much.

For the first four or five months after the
agency placed me here, I would be regularly attacked by some random
supervisor demanding that I fill out another form, or submit a
drug-test, or take another evaluation. It seemed like I was always
having some hoop held up for me to jump through, but things are
different now.

It was three weeks and a day ago that I last
saw another living human here: Manuel, the building's security
guard. He has a broad, round face, almost a perfect circle, and a
very wide nose right in the middle of it. He has a scar running
across his left cheek, and the whole arrangement reminds me of a
clock. My one TV-show that I still watch, 'Times of our Lives,'
came on the day after I talked to him, and there have been three
episodes since. So, that's it. That's how I remember. Funny, isn't
it, how I measure the passage of my human time in events taking
place in a programmed world? Considering that the only thing I do
anymore besides work is go on my nightly walks, it's a wonder I'm
not going completely insane from the isolation. My ex was the one
who was really into watching TV, not me.

I work a split-shift with a
two-and-a-half-hour break between, so there's that big chunk of
time where I have nothing to do. When my ex was still living with
me, I used to go back home to see if she was up and wanted to hang
around while I made midnight lunch. She rarely was, but then she
left and now there's no longer any reason to make the trip. So
instead I walk around the neighborhood. It's not much to look at, a
run-down industrial part of the downtown area forgotten by the City
a couple decades ago, so it's cheap real estate for corporations
that don't need a public face, like the kind that would employ
good-old me. I don't really have much of a work-history that would
impress anybody—I've been 'let go' from more than a couple jobs in
the past—and no special training, but I'm good with computers.
That's what my ex always said to me, always yelling at me that I
should go back to school and get a job related to computers because
I was good at it, but I didn't. Not really. I can't get into that
right now, I just can't. Maybe later.

I know it seems like I talk about my ex a
lot, like maybe I'm not completely over her, but it's really not
like that. To be completely honest, I was only initially attracted
to her because she looked like that girl who held my hand for a
moment at the train station when I was six years old. We were just
arriving in Las Madres from the Midwest and I'd somehow gotten
separated from my parents, and I was crying on the platform
thinking that I'd lost them forever and I was going to be alone in
a strange land with no one to take care of me, when a little girl
with blonde hair that I didn't even know came out of nowhere and
took my hand and told me not to cry. My parents found me with a
bunch of worrying and a great to-do, and once things had settled
down I noticed that the girl was gone. I never saw her again but I
thought about her regularly. I still do, every so often. I know how
stupid it sounds, but my inner six-year-old still had a crush on
that little girl that I hadn't seen in twenty-five years and
insisted on having its way. Because she reminded me of someone
else. So that's why she was such a big part of my life that I can't
really talk about any of it without bringing her into it. My ex,
not the little girl. I never did see that girl again, that I know
of.

Actually, I ran into Manuel briefly one time
after that, probably two weeks ago. Ten days ago? I don't remember,
it hardly counted. He came out of the fire-door just as my elevator
was closing up and I got about exactly one-half of a wave before he
was gone. That was a while back. Come to think of it, I don't
believe I saw a single live human person at all anywhere until my
mishap. Maybe I don't really miss it that much, human contact, if
I'm only just now noticing its absence. Hunh.

Before that, we'd had one of our usual
conversations at the bottom of the fire-stairs, where he'd often
catch me coming off the elevator at the start of my shift. His
three daughters were always taking off at the beginning of November
to celebrate Dia de los Muertos, the day of the dead, not because
it was any kind of traditional holiday with his family but because
one of the girls was into goth and had gotten the others to go
along with her on making a big deal out of it, and he was looking
forward to having his house to himself. Stuff like that. I enjoy
his company, and I think I might be the only person there he really
talks to. He's been working there longer than I have, and I used to
see him a lot back when I first started the job but not so much
anymore.

So twenty-two days ago—three weeks and a
day—I'm going home in the morning and I see Manuel coming off the
elevator and I stop to talk to him. Someone else in the building, a
janitor maybe, calls the elevator up while the door's closed and so
I'm stuck there for a while. I make my usual joke about wandering
around the building where I shouldn't be and he says what he always
says to me, "Stay off the twelfth floor," like I've ever had a
reason to go up to the twelfth. But what did I do?

Three guesses. Two weeks went by—I counted
the days—that I hadn't seen another human being and the desperation
of sheer loneliness drove me to do it. Manuel always
says—said—that to me as our little joke, because I've never
been up beyond the sixth floor, not the whole time I've worked
here. I've never had a reason to. Seven and beyond is all marketing
and then management and I do all my data-entry remotely, so there's
been no reason for me to go up there. That may have had something
to do with it, my decision born partly out of a perverse curiosity:
why would he tell me not to go there in the first place? It seemed
odder the more I thought about it. Why even mention it at all? So
that day I'm going to lunch but I let my morbid fascination drag me
upstairs instead of getting off at the lobby like I usually do to
go walking, and I went up to the forbidden twelfth floor expecting
to find nothing. Because that's about as much as goes on in my
life. It would be in character.

And that was exactly what I found there,
nothing. Absolutely nothing. The entire floor was empty. No
dividing-walls or cubicles or even windows—just a vast expanse of
vinyl flooring and the rows and rows of support girders. It was a
very bleak place, reminding me more than anything of a parking
garage but no one would be driving on vinyl flooring so that's
ridiculous. I peered out a little bit around the sides of the doors
and saw more of the same, so I didn't get off the elevator that
time. I don't remember what I did for the rest of my second shift,
just my usual work pushing buttons, but that night my dreams began
to be very strange. I say 'night' because it was the end of
my day, but it was actually about eleven in the morning, so
whatever. And I say 'strange' because these dreams aren't at all
like other dreams I've been having.

The details in most of my sleeping
adventures are....electric? I can't think of a better word for it.
It's almost as if they're more real than real life is, so much so
that when I'm in one everything seems so vivid and pertinent and
perfectly normal that I would never question whether or not I was
dreaming—because they seem more real and ordinary than my everyday
life. If I were asked, at any given moment, I'd definitely be
hard-pressed to tell the difference. I'm only barely certain that
what's happening to me right now isn't actually a dream in
progress.

But then they got....darker. More violent,
and full of pain. The intensity went through the roof, I could
say.

It's something I've dealt with pretty much
my entire life, but I wouldn't call it an 'issue', it's just
something that happens to me. I've always had intense dreams mostly
about fighting, I thought everybody did until relatively recently
when my ex flipped out on me and called me a freak for it. That's
what dreams are for, right? To help somebody deal with stuff they
can't address in real life. I can't just go around hitting people
that make me angry, so instead I lash out in my sleep. That makes
sense. I'm not the freak.

That dream last week started with a
realization. I was looking at my feet, and they were someone else's
feet but they were mine, and I was thinking to myself that I needed
to stop taking such large steps or I'd give myself away.

A major contributing factor in my ex-wife's
decision to leave me, the very first grievance she has listed in
the divorce papers, was the difficulties she faced when sleeping
with me. No, I don't mean sex though that was problematic too. I
mean the act of sleeping together in a bed. I'm not what you'd call
a light sleeper, never have been, not by a long shot. I slept
through the great earthquake of '85 that rattled my parents'
ornamental dishes off the shelves, a flood in the later nineties
that took out our entire basement, and one burglary. I call it a
burglary even though it was my ex-wife and she had the keys. I say
it counts because she took things that weren't hers. I'll get to
that later.

I sleep that hard because I'm usually
deeply-immersed in my dreams, and I get very active and frequently
talk in my sleep, though I almost never remember any of it. I've
been known to sleepwalk more than a few times. Apparently I have a
rather rich alternate existence, about which I knew nothing, though
that too would soon change. I can only rely upon what my ex told me
about what I'd been saying the night before to get some kind of
gauge on that other person's activities. They also fought a lot,
and I would regularly punch or kick or throw elbows in my sleep.
That was the part she couldn't take, so first we quit sleeping
together and then we quit 'sleeping together,' the other way. And
then she left me. It wasn't very fun for her, I suppose, being
attacked in her sleep so often. I guess I can't say I blame her.
Not for that part. I fought a lot while I was unconscious.

Someone was leading me somewhere in this
dream, and I needed to take smaller steps so that I would appear to
be more docile. Because I was a woman. I know what it sounds like,
but it's not that way. I'm fairly secure in my sexual identity and
I have no idea why I would make up a dream like that, but there you
have it.

I was on my way to kill someone.

Again, I hear what it sounds like but I
swear I'm not like that. I've never even been in so much as a
fistfight in my entire life. I don't watch violent movies or
TV-shows and I don't listen to music with violent lyrics like rap
or heavy metal. I don't know where those ideas came from. I don't
have any answer for it. But I needed to kill someone, and I needed
to take smaller steps so that no one would figure out what I was up
to. I let the hem of my dress slide down a little lower around my
ankles, threatening to trip me if I didn't keep my feet closer
together, and it worked though I was now dragging myself through
the mud on the path up to the sake-house. Did I mention that I was
an Asian woman in this dream? Probably not. I don't think it
matters, insomuch as that it added a certain 'flavor' to my
experiences, but they could just as easily have happened anywhere
in the world. It's probably happened, or circumstances very much
like it, all over. It seemed like it could have taken place
anywhere. People get taken all the time, and revenge is common
practice.

I knew, without knowing how I knew,
that I was being taken to meet the man who was responsible for my
sister's kidnapping. I was being
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