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A seed dropped, bounced, was blown by the wind, and
barely stopped before it was squeezed between a tire and the road.
Squirted out from under the tire with great momentum, the seed
bounced off of a light pole, ricocheted off of a hub cap, skipped
across the ground, then slid to a halt when it fell into a crevice
in the ground. Battered, bent, and dented, the seed just laid
there.

Over time, rain fell, the sun shone, and the seed
sprouted with a root pushing out of one end and a leaf pushing out
of the other end. Slowly the weed grew, all by itself with nothing
near it except hard pavement. Vehicles frequently rushed past very
fast and the air movement they caused pushed the weed over and
didn’t let it straighten up. Later, things blown by the vehicles
landed partway on the little weed which blocked the sunlight and
made it even harder for it to grow up.

One day, the things which were leaning against it
were pulled away from the little weed, but before it could stand
up, something gripped the little weed, pulled, and dropped it into
a black bag and the lonely little weed . . . wasn’t.

 


 


* * * * * * * * * *

 


 


Note about A Lonely Little Weed: In memory of a plant
struggling to survive next to a freeway on-ramp.
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The other day I was talking to my counterpart in an
alternate universe and part of the conversation went like this:

 


“Cash? No, that’s something we only read about in our
history books. When we purchase something, the funds are
transferred from our account to the store’s account.”

“How are the funds transferred?” I asked.

“By our Society Security Number.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s a unique number which is assigned to each
citizen and it’s tattooed on our forehead just after we’re born.
Any time we participate in a transaction such as going to a medical
facility, paying for a service, or buying a product, our number is
scanned, the funds are transferred, and the transaction is recorded
in the Database.”

I exclaimed with amazement, “That must be a very big
database!”

“It certainly is. It holds all of the information
about every citizen. Where we live, the vehicles we own, our
children and pets, what we buy, and when and where we buy it. The
newest thing in public restrooms is that our number is scanned
before the faucet will turn on and our water usage is
recorded.”

“There must be no crimes if everything a person does
is recorded,” I observed.

“There are still crimes, but the types of crimes have
changed. For example, just yesterday, Mr. Fry Safebash, the
president of the grocery store, was run into by another vehicle
while driving to work.”

“What’s so different about that? It happens all of
the time.”

“This was done deliberately.”

“Deliberately?” Since I couldn’t quite believe that,
I asked, “How could that happen?”

“It’s simple. A vehicle won’t start until the
driver’s Society Security Number is scanned then the number is
transmitted to the Database at each intersection the vehicle goes
through. The driver of the other vehicle just looked into the
Database for the kind of vehicle the president drove, the license
plate number, what his normal travel pattern was, and then just
waited for him to show up.”

 


After that conversation, I was just glad the other
universe was the alternate one. Or is it?

 


 


* * * * * * * * * *

 


 


Note about An Alternate Crime: This
story was originally written over fifteen years ago and although
the technology is available, it hasn’t been implemented . . .
yet.
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He thinks for a little while to come up with another
distraction then asks, “Would you like to hear a short unfinished
story?”

She looks at him in surprise and asks, “An unfinished
story?”

“Yeah, that’s part of its uniqueness.”

“Sure, why not?”

He looks off into the distance then begins,

 


Long, long ago in a galaxy far, far away, an
offspring was produced. Its parents were cautiously glad. They were
glad because they wanted an offspring and the mother no longer had
to walk like she was carrying a big vine fruit in her body. They
were also cautious because the offspring had to be inspected by the
village elders.

At the appointed time, the villagers gathered and the
parents presented the offspring to the elders for inspection. The
elders examined the offspring and discussed their findings. The
offspring was then handed to the village chief to announce their
decision. In his best politically royal voice, the village chief
proclaimed, “The offspring has been examined. Another phony has
been brought into the world.” The villagers cheered and the parents
were delirious with joy.

The villagers’ cheer was mostly because they knew the
father would soon be opening a celebratory keg of happy juice. The
parents’ joy was mostly from knowing they will now receive another
share of the harvest. Nobody knows why the chief likes to make his
announcement in that way since they’re all phonies, even though
nobody can remember where the term came from, but that’s what they
call themselves.

Over the course of the next several rotations of the
planet about its luminary, the offspring grew, but was unremarkable
compared to the other offspring in the village. They were so
unremarkable that the offspring had occasionally sneakily swapped
places with other offspring in going to a different sleeping place
for the dark rest time. All of the offspring would be disappointed
if they knew that their action of swapping places wasn’t a secret
from the parents.

The planet rotated about its luminary several more
times. Then the appointed time came for the offspring to be
examined again, this time to see if it was ready to take on the
role of an adult phony. The parents were much better at keeping
secrets than the offspring because none of the younger offspring
knew what happened to the older offspring during or after their
adult examination.

To begin their adult examination, the offspring was
required to spend the dark rest time outside of the village until
it could report back that something unusual had occurred.
Considering the routine of the village, it didn’t take much to
qualify as unusual. Still, several dark rest times passed before
the offspring being examined returned to the village elders with
trembling appendages to report that something unusual had occurred
and the offspring didn’t know what would happen to it as a
result.

The offspring was carefully questioned, but it could
only say that it thought it had heard voices not through its
auditory receptors. During the next dark rest time, one of the
village elders led the offspring to the next village where the
offspring was turned over to one of that village’s elders and kept
hidden while they were further examined. For several dark rest
times, the process was repeated, as the offspring was led further
from its own village and all that was familiar.

After yet another dark rest time travel to yet
another village, the offspring was directed to a large room where
it saw other offspring of about its same age. Each looked at the
others in silence, after all, they were strangers. When an elder
walked into the room, all visual receptors turned to it and
observed it.

The elder stood quietly for a brief period of time to
make sure all of the gathered offspring were observing it. Then it
announced, “Welcome, new adults to the training center. With your
examinations completed, it has been determined that each of you
have the aptitude to be trained to become the newest
telephonies.”

 


“Not the end of the story.”

Since she expected the story to go on, it takes her a
moment to recognize what his last words meant and she finds herself
repeating them, “Not the end of the story?”

“Not.”

“Are you going to write more of it?”

He shakes his head and simply says, “No.”

“Why not?”

“I can’t.”

“What do you mean you ‘can’t’?”

“The scientists are still waiting for the rest of the
signal to arrive which tells the story.”

“What!?! What do you mean?”

He explains, “The story is coming to us encoded on
tachyon particles from a very distant pulsar. Since tachyon
particles are as small as they are, it takes quite a lot of them to
tell a story.”

While she’s half wondering whose leg is being pulled,
she asks, “And how did you find out about this?”

“I read the continuing articles in the scientific
journal ‘E-TRU’.”

“E-tru?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve never heard of it. How’s it spelled?”

“Capital ‘E’, dash, capital ‘T’, ‘R’, ‘U’.”

“What does it mean or stand for?”

“Extra-Terrestrials aRe Us.”

 


 


* * * * * * * * * *

 


 


Note about A Short Unfinished Story: The idea for the
central portion of this story bounced around in this writer’s head
for several years before it was written down. Later, it was
expanded to include some humor as though it took place in the
context of another story.
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