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To the ones who dream sideways.
You know who you are.
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"I dreamt my future as I bettered my present."
—Justin Case (aspiring)
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These are dreams.
Some are about the future.
Some are stories.
Some are only feelings.
They belong to Justin Case.
He is twelve.
You are about to step inside his mind.

I See Dead Beeples
The Future Proof Boy
Best Second Best
The Bike on the Boy
Piggy’s Revenge
The Treat and the Trick
The Best Good Boy
Noah Misses the Boat
Father Knows Best?
Emergency Exit Not Included
The Call of the Quetzal
The Long Good Night
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​I See Dead Beeples
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Me and You Have Unbalanced Ballast

World!  A BIG mistake this morning. I woke up. I could never sleep through a whole day anyway so it’s not a mistake. But I wish I ha  d slept longer, long enough to miss school.

Nobody was around when I went downstairs so I made my own cereal and some wheat toast with white butter. We used to use yellow butter but Brice says that’s savagery and she only uses white. And anyway it tastes better. More buttery.

There was a thunk and the slices of toast flew into the air then landed back in their opposite slots, upside down. I didn’t ever see that before, but it was cool. And the toast smelled better on my ears.

I walked to school and started getting the jim-jams. There’s one bug oak tree on Oak Street (of course) that looks like it has a bad hangover, like PapaC sometimes. There’s a big puddle of sap vomit on the sidewalk and I have to step around it. It smells like farts sound—heftie softies, I mean.

The school looks deserted. The front doors are padlocked—with a chain of tiny skulls, like some pygmy ward against escape. I went around the side and saw that my clapper door was ajar. You know a door’s not a door when it’s ajar, right?

I went in and cut left toward Home Room. The door was propped open. I could smell unfiltered Pall Malls and the sick-sweet rotgut puke that I knew too well. PapaC was standing by the window. He didn’t see me—but I smelled him.

He was dead—dead as graveyard dirt. His scar was split open but it wasn’t oozing blood. It was expelling rotten eggs and worm guts. I figured I better close the door.

Mr. G’s door was open, too. MamaC was sitting at the desk. Her right hand was the size of a giant’s catcher’s mitt with the pocket twice the size of the glove. She was running the broken fingers of her left hand over the top of the desk, feeling the Math in the scratches. She was muttering about pee drops, yellow and moist. Every time she said moist she’d slap her mitt to her fivehead. I closed that door, too.

Miss Candy wasn’t in her room. But G-Alan was. He’s sitting at a skid desk with his knees knocking the underside. His pipe was shrugging white smoke and green bananas. He’s reading The Book of the Dead. I can wiggle that he’s looking up his own name to see what people said about him. Door not a door, now ajar.

Brice was alone in the gym. She wore a leopard leotard while dancing on the balance beam in bare feet. Her toenails sound like Alvin and the Chipmunks when they sing. This door will never close.

Dad was in Miss Poker Face’s room, screaming at the heavens about that sorry bitch. He’s drunk as a freakin’ skunk and saying “Poor me!  Pitiful me!”. Slammed the door—twice.

Uncle Pete was in Science class. It’s hotter than hell in there—sweaty walls and drippy ceiling. He was wearing a jungle camo parka and talking to himself about rescuing a polar bear. His breath froze with every exhale. I propped that door half-open with a chair.

Miss Monte’s room looks like the Disney castle, silent fireworks and an insect girl with a wand. Mom was waltzing with the Invisible Man. She stops and SQUINTs every time she goes by the desk. Her face is bright sound and vivid caress.

I ripped that door clean off. Kicked it twice—and thrice.

Only one place left.

I stopped by the cafeteria. It was full of the early drop-off skids, everything normal. FugglyButt wasn’t there yet, so the skids are safe—for now.

The bell rang and I panicked. 

I raced back to Home Room—slid through the door. 

Dame Clapalot—peeved.

She peered down at me, eyes narrowed.

“Another tardy, Justin Case!”

“One more—detention!”
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To Boldly Flail Where No Plan Has Gone Before

Be assured—my Madison scholarship was a fluke. 

My grades were decent. I aced AP Calculus. 

My essay, Music of Primes, helped.

Madison is an IQ oasis in a desert of mediocrity—like Austin, Portland, Tucson. The math program is one of the Midwest’s best. I’m lucky.

Money is tight. Brice and G-Alan send a small stipend. It buys me three records and two edible meals per week. Cafeteria food fills the rest.

They also gave me a record player. I never liked music much as a kid, but when I discovered Mozart and Brahms in high school, everything changed.

I used to call thoughtful gifts like that “thoughties.”

I was a strange kid.

I love wandering the library stacks. I don’t scan titles—I smell the spines for wonder. This odd habit has led me to some amazing tomes.

This particular Saturday morning, my nose twitched and became a diving rod. It led me to an open space near the back of the stacks. A large round wooden table held a colorful atlas, perched on a lazy susan.

Europe in the mid-18th century was spread out. It was a political map, but what caught my eye wasn’t the borders—it was the colors. Only four. No touching regions shared a color.

I idly spun the susan and let my lazy brain engage. The map blurred into a whitish swirl, then slowed and returned to four-color stasis.

I flipped a few pages. Spun again.

Four colors.

Again and again.

Four colors. Every map I looked at—no matter how messy, jagged, crowded, or strange—none of the same colors touched. I tried to break it, redraw it, outsmart it. But the rule held.

Then—snap. A forehead-slap of recognition.

Patterns have to be noticed before they can mean anything. My brain had just met a rule it had never seen before.

Hypothesis: Any map can be shaded with precisely four colors such that no adjacent regions share a color.

Proof: Likely impossible. But possibly... provable?

I need to make the proof mine.

The winter weeks pass in a blur. My brain processes the problem in the background, attacking it from every angle.

Professor Stout teaches Theory of Equations. He’s also my advisor. I shared my hypothesis with him one Monday morning.

He said it was the Four Color Problem—solved by computer, still debated. He told me to focus on coursework, not impossible quests.

I nodded, thanked him, and left quietly. But something in me disagreed.

I loved Gilligan’s Island when I was little. One episode had him build a pair of wings from palm fronds. He climbed a hut, flapped hard, and stepped off. He hovered in the air—briefly, impossibly.

Skipper walked by. Gilligan said he’d fly to the mainland and get help. Skipper told him to stop being stupid—palm fronds can’t make you fly. It’s impossible!

Gilligan hit the deck in a shower of regret.

Stout might be my Skipper. But I will not be his Gilligan.

The proof remained elusive through the rest of the semester. But I have an idea of how it could one day be done. I call it a “future proof.”

I figure there are close to 2,000 reducible configurations. The key is to check for counterexamples containing one from that list.

The human mind isn’t built to handle that much logic at once. But computers are. Someday, they’ll do what we can’t. And that day is coming soon.

I wrote a short paper—just a few pages—called “The Four Color Problem: Future Proof.” 

I mailed it to the Journal of Mathematics at UIUC. I didn’t submit it to Stout for review, his limitations already clear. I would not give him the satisfaction of acting as his Gilligan again.

I received a stock rejection from the Journal. Somebody read it—the idea is now in the world.

The rejection buoys my spirit—proof that I am trying.

I still have a copy.

It still feels true.
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