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Chapter I: A Zigzag Line
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Justin was bored with mathematics, describing theorems which didn’t have anything to do with life’s real calculations; ancient history, filled with dates of wars and grand schemes of powerful men, but having little to do with the lives of ordinary persons; and biology, which described complicated molecular structures, but said little about how real animals behaved. What about his future, his life? He was spending so much time working and studying, and so little time imagining, playing, and enjoying. Lately, his usual activities had run out of fun––watching the same action movies with the thousandth car chase, computer games running down endless corridors on the same island of danger, and reading the same graphic novels over again. What could he do to have real adventures, face real dangers, and find real treasure?

There was nothing to do but to lay in his bed and think. He stared at the wall and ceiling, which had cracks due to an old leak. After a while, his eyes focused on something, a jigsaw line that looked different from the rest. It was curious, this out-of-place line. Why was it there? Was it just due to chance? When he examined the line up close, he could see it had happened at a different time, that it broke the usual pattern. 

The design was simple. It was a zigzag that reminded him of the wavy sign in a mathematical theorem  ∼,  being the symbol for “approximately.” He imagined it being left by a master drawer with a sure, precise stroke. Or had it been done by an alien? He surprised himself by seriously considering that. Justin had seen his share of alien movies, including the ones with over-sized, insect-like beings. Typically, they abducted people to their mother ship to perform some strange procedures that were medical-like. This line, with its hint of wildness, Justin decided, was not a hostile communication, however. 

Was he reading too much into this? There were places to go, people to meet, and books to read. And here he was, just staring at a line.






That was how it began, and over time, Justin learned to use the line to jump start his imagination and enter into stories. The zigzag line became an old friend, although it was only a line. It did unusual things, surprising him, such as moving up and down when he was on the verge of falling asleep.  

When his parents decided to paint the room and repair the broken paint lines, he had said nothing. But as the day approached, a tension built up in him with a sense of urgency. Why should he be so affected?

Maybe he should ask his father about it, but he had already related in his scientific way that looking at something for a long time was a way to enter a “hypnogogic” state. When he asked his mother about it, she gave a practical response. “It’s time for a fresh coat of paint. You used to draw on the walls when you were a toddler.” 

When he stared at the line that evening, he thought back to being two or three, a time he could barely remember. After a few minutes,  it seemed he was small again, with a crayon in his hand. He was covering the wall with designs, feeling happy about marking, yet knowing vaguely he was doing something wrong. He wasn’t the first one to draw there. Lines were already there, but it was a wavy one which had intrigued him. When he would draw, the wall, like the lines he was drawing, would curve. A small crack appeared at one point and his crayon went through the wall.   

Justin should have thought it odd the wall could suddenly have a hole in it, but he was only a toddler. The fact that his crayon went into the wall was only a bit more amazing than the fact that he could leave lines on it. Although filled with a toddler joy,  mischievousness, and an utter amazement at the newness and strangeness of things––part of the adult in him was surprised.

When his crayon went into the wall, the colors changed and a smoky purplish light came out, and he realized the wall was not solid. So what was a toddler to do? He pushed his whole body through. Pausing before he completely entered, he wondered what his mother and father would think. But why should that stop him? He wasn’t breaking any rules, like wandering down the street. His mother had never said not to go through the wall. 
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Chapter II: Through the Wall
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The light in the room gave way to darkness, the walls gently bending and blending into rock. Justin, lost in the dark, felt his way. At times the dark was total, at times pencil-thin with shafts of light from above and to the right. He headed to the light, his toddler heart racing with excitement. He had discovered a hidden room behind the wall, or under the house, but he didn’t know why there was so much rock.

At times shapes obstructed him, jagged obelisks and cavities, but he crawled his way through and around them. The rock walls were covered with markings: macaroni scribbles, clusters of handprints, and animal forms like humped horses or antelopes that leapt out at him. Frightening human shapes also appeared, ghostlike, with large eyes. His older part tried to reassure himself—they were just drawn things. But who had drawn them inside the wall?

Damp air wafted over him, and he felt a presence breathing in the cave. Justin reached out and touched a flat wall to the side. He was reassured; it must be his bedroom wall. 

Above him, unknown voices called out, their arms ready to receive him. Something whisked across his back, and he pushed against a flat wall. It gave way, and he was back in his bedroom again. 






Justin lay in bed, his palms sweating, relieved he was older. It was still early morning, and the zigzag line looked barely visible. An anxiety nagged him; what had happened? For a moment, he wished he were bored again, but he couldn’t forget his excitement in the space behind the wall. It was more than a made-up story, either a lucid dream or real.

Slowly, he got up, placed his hand on the wall and probed for any crack or indentation. What tricks the imagination plays, he thought, feeling a mix of relief and disappointment.

“I was young again,” he explained to Anne later that day. They were at her house a few doors down. Older and a friend from childhood days, she was a bit of a tomboy. 

“How old were you?” she wondered. 

“Two or three. I don’t know how I felt that young. What do you make of it?”

“Maybe you were facing a fear you had back then that put you in this dream state.” 

“But Anne, this felt more real than a dream.” 

“I’m not saying it wasn’t real in its own way. And real or not, something special happened. Maybe—-let’s take a closer look at the line itself.” 

“It’s not much to see. You’ll probably think I’m losing it.” 

“I think it’s best to investigate this in the light of day, before we go looking for explanations that came at night.”

“Gosh, Anne, you’re always so poetic about things.” 

“Well, you just described a poetic experience.”

“I don’t think a scared-to-death toddler running into monsters was all that poetic.”

“Come on, Justin
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