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Circle Back


A time travel rock opera epic saga

Written by E. S. Brahmi or my (future) pen name: Ralf Clutch, or Lil Wiz.

This book is dedicated to Nate Ellis, Thomas Frix, Ruby Garcia, and other good freinds. 

And 2.79 souls killed by Covid 19 arround the wolrd right now (4/15/21)

Maybe if we learn from history maybe one day, we won't be doomed to repeat it.

“A modern classic, with such rich characters and such pricing romance, time travel has never been so gay and ahead of its time”  -Sherman Alexie, athor of Flight and the Absolutly True Diary of a Part Time Indian.

“If you like Time travel, LGBTQ+ repsertaion, Y/A historical fiction and a golden pre-covid 2020 setting then this is the read for you, also call me.”  -some guy from Time magazine. 

“Can you believe how bad the grammar and spelling is, it really gets me emusrsed in the early 17th century setting when most people were ilitrite!”  -Famed histrorain, Carl Tucker.
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Prologue:

I sometimes wonder what it would be like if a UFO crashed into my little corner of New Jersey. What it would be like If someone punched me in the face claiming I killed their father, or if I found out I only had two days left to live, for the first time that would be something unexpected. Not many things in my life were very interesting. Most of my friends and siblings, my parents and teachers had all been perfectly predictable and boring. My friends always asked me the same questions, the typical how are you, how was school, have you gotten a boyfriend yet, did you flunk your math test again? To which I would always respond “no, I’m still single, school was okay, I passed this week’s trig exam by a hair” or something along those lines. My two younger brothers, Jude who’s 11, Kyle who’s seven, are the only men in my life. Every day when mom picks us up from school Jude waits a few minutes in the car, strategically until she gets on the phone with a coworker and asks me if he can have my allowance.  Without question I respond “only if you can find the guts to ask out that Lily Dire who I always catch you spying on instead of going to sleep, but you never will so that 10 bucks are still mine” He pouts and slinks down into his seat and gives me the same puppy eyes, it doesn’t work. Then Kyle leans off his car seat to offer me the rest of the bagel he never eats. I kindly decline, mom hands us our dinner, for me a small sprite, for Jude just two pickles, which he complains aren’t dill, for mom a large black coffee, first out of six or seven more to come. Mom always starts suggesting I should eat, how I’m too skinny but it doesn’t take her long to go right back to phone calls and honking her horn furiously in traffic, Kyle eats four chicken nuggets and a few fries which he will offer me when we get home. Then we get home and do my homework, trying to recall the trick Mr. Doris had told us would make the packet much easier. I throw on my same brown jacket and my baseball cap and grab my only book, Fahrenheit 451, and I tell mom I’ll be back before curfew which is 10:45 pm, I walk to the local park, on the way I use five out of my ten dollars to buy a bag of pretzels and a bottle of water, and save the other five to buy the same thing tomorrow. I walk the 8 blocks to the park and the rusted monkey bars and my favorite swing, it makes that loud creeping noise when I swing high. For about an hour I swing as I read my book for about the 70th time, as I swing and dig my already mud-caked sketchers in the sand under the swing. Yesterday I made it to the part where Faber tells Montag about his inventions like the green bullet that allows him to hear the thoughts of others. This book won’t ever get old, at least not for me, there is so much wonder and something new to discover each read. Then I’d drink some water, which is no longer cold, and stare longingly up at the moon and stars like a Disney princess who wants more out of life, then I walk home mom in her office pounding away at her keyboard in the dark with her third huge mug of straight black coffee, turns her head and says she loves me and to have sweet dreams, i then ask where’s dad, she always replies away on business, I sigh and nod and leave her to his zillion emails, one more cup to stay up all night and phone calls every other second. I then walk upstairs and try to be quiet on the creaky floor after my brothers are fast asleep, Jude has a loud snore and Kyle still wets his bed. I make it to my room, at the end of the hallway I put on my PJs, floss and brush my teeth (I counted two minutes), looked out my window, at the clusters of stars hard to see from New Jersey and the crescent moon, I could almost imagine the Dreamworks kid fishing in the Hudson River, for dreams he may not remember. I close my curtains and go to sleep. The next day I rinse and repeat. I wake up the next morning, go to school, see my brothers, go to a white castle, go to the park, swing and finish reading Fahrenheit 451 for the seventy-first time. I stare at the stars as I fill with questions, mom’s too busy to say goodnight, dad isn’t coming back, I fall asleep ready for nothing to change. Unlike Bilbo Baggins, I would welcome something unexpected, an adventure? I thought you weren’t meant to feel stuck, like your life kept hitting the same brick wall, until your forties. I watched groundhog day last week, I feel like I know exactly how Phill feels, the same day, that’s how I feel. 

But all of that changed when I met Will.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter one. Bagels and the 80’s
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I stumbled off the steps of the school bus, on an untied shoelace, I moved out of the way of the student traffic, knelt to my beat-up converse, my only pair of shoes. Then I stood up and headed in for my first period, Geometry. I slinked into my seat and felt my phone in my pocket, no spam texts from Jude about some middle school gossip he thinks I’ll care about. I zoned out for a minute, I guess I was early. I looked at the clock above the door, the bell should ring any second now, I took out my homework, Wow Mr. Dorris was late today, he’s usually looming over his desk, tapping his fingers, or a pencil on the desk impatiently for us to shuffle in. Mr. Dorris usually starts marking kids tardy by now. I looked around, nervous, and realized why he was not here yet. I groaned and pretended to check my homework, I braced myself, I wonder what insane thing Nikki was in trouble for this time. I sat up straight, I fixed my posture, desk posture is the one thing in math that has angles I don’t understand. I usually slump, not enough for anyone to notice, but enough that when I try to fix it, it strains my back and I realize that I am a bit of a hunchback.

The bell rang and Mr. Dorris walked in and shoved Nikki into his desk, Nikki looked oddly satisfied with the situation, Nikki usually manages to get the last laugh no matter how much trouble he’s in. 

“Mr. Laker, would you like to explain to the class why you held them up again.” Nikki rolled his eyes

“Well, class I just thought I would give my service to the sovereign nation of New Jersey, by taking down our American flag, an act of political greatness! Because the United States, have done nothing as of late to Merit any widespread patriotism, let alone any respect for “red white and blue” I did it for Muhammed Ali for not going to Vietnam, all the immigrants and refugees at the border, Come on Kate, you know it was the right thing to do.” some kids in the back began to wisper, I didn't like being put on the spot, Nikki was my only friend, but I still think he’s insane, because he is! I’m so calm and dull, we balance each other, I think he’s stupid and is gonna die by falling out of a plane with no parachute, or some frat hazing, but he’s hilarious, so I hang arround him most of the time. 

“Nikki, you were on Fox news, what more could you want out of this!” maybe not the best answer for a “teachers pet” but he was on fox news, he climbed the flagpole and everything.

“Nikki you’ll be seeing me after school”

“I thought you would be sick of me being in detention by now?” He scoffed loudly, and put his arms behind his head, and leaned back.

“Oh trust me” He said through gritted teeth, “I am, but you live down there, so I have to be hospitable!” he pouted so hard that his lower lip pushed out farther than his enormous nose.

As he stormed away, the class held in a wave of giggles, as you could almost see the steam fuming out of his head. Nikki gave me the kind of eyes before he laughed his guts out, I returned it with the “come on hold it in” kind of look. Mr. Dorris put his fist to his bearded lips, and behind his metal desk, the kind that could roll around, and made that squeaking noise that could kill you. Me and Nicki could tell Mr. Dorris was on the brink of a (totally justified) chuckle.

“Okay Class, Nick, everyone take out your Geometry homework, Kate do you want to read the first Theorem?”

Later that day, Me and Nikki took a walk to the Deli down the block from school, We would see Aalam, a kid our age who we’ve been friends with since Freshman year, who works there most of the time, he always gives us discounts on bagels. Even In school I still have the same routine everyday, but school has slightly less painful boredom, at school there’s so much other stuff that is so insane and loud, and no matter how boring it is on the surface, like the rest of my days. There are the little things, that make it all seem okay, like one of those eighties high school movies, were everything is so fun, and faced paced, and it's all about romance, and music, and the best years of your life! Like pretty in pink, dazed and confused, and the breakfast club. I know Nikki has seen all of those flicks. I looked at him as we walked down the block to the deli, stepping on fallen leaves, and still hearing the dull chatter, and Basketball game from the school yard.

“Nikki, do you think the 80’s was a better time.” I asked him, trying to speak like those quirky, teen dialogues. Nikki laughed and smiled, He’s so lucky he can still smile like that.

“Well Kate, if I had a choice, I wouldn't be first to stay in 2020, a decade that feels like it’s always halfway in the future, and things seem less real with computers making every aspect of pure life made easier by pressing a button! Things are the most adavced they have ever been, technicly, they will never be as fun and alive as they were in the past, I don’t think rock and roll will be the way of life for many now, Most pepole like whatever is on the todays hits radio or whatever those arround them like, I havent heard somone say they listen to “the sex pistols”, or “Jimi hendrix”, or “Frank Zappa” or “the Doors” or somone who still has a walkman, or plays chess, or plays card games, and not just downloading the app for it. I miss it, I missed that era, riding cross country in a van filled with drums, amps and microphones, 6 different color electric guitars, and a mattress, I miss it when people would write me letters, or even call me on the phone anymore, I don’t know if I would want to live in the 80’s though.”

“Really? Then when?” I asked, eagerly.

“The best time of our lives, 60’s.”

“Why? Nikki, don't you do enough acid as it is?”

“Kate my darling, the 60’s, wasn’t just about getting high and ending up in an orgy!? There was the Vietnam war, Woodstock, the Moonwalk, the Stonewall riot, Mohamed Ali, Selma, and the march on Washington! The Sixties was like a loaded cannon of culture and major world events. It was an era teaming with new music, movies, and customs, new fights, the war in Vietnam, the Cold war, and putting a man on the moon for the first time, nowadays It doesn’t seem like there’s much that can still be done for the first time. The war back home against Segregation, instistulnized homophobia, Watergate, so much was going on, I would have given one of my kidneys, for the chance to be a part of histroy, to hear Hendrix play with a band of gypsys, to see Janas jopplin, bob dylan, the greatful dead, on stage, to go to protests and burn draft cards, and be a part of the change, to throw bricks at the cops for the gay rights, to be stuck in traffic for days to see three days of peace, love and music, to go home at the end of the day and see kornkite reporting on your box set, and your eyes widen as you hear over the muffled static “one small step for men, one leap for mankind.” I feel like I should've been born then, like I don’t seem like I was ment to grow up here, do ever feel like that, kate” Nikki had a way with words, he sometimes speaks like everything he’s saying is a prewritten speech, or like he plans these monologues. I honestly don’t know why he tells me all these things, I mean he’s my friend and all, but he has tons of other friends, but I know his friends, they don’t care about what decade he would rather live in, they only want to bet money on the next insane dare he’ll do, or some lunch money, or the jist of Crime and Punishment for an essay, stuff like that. They only want him arround to get stuff from him, I feel like Nikki doesn’t mind being taken avantnge of, it’s made him poplar, he’s read more thaen most of the teachers in our grade. I drifted through thought as I pondered thease things, we were half a block away from the deli. You could smell the Tuna fish, eggsalad, from all the way up the block. 

“Kate?”

“W-What?, oh sorry, what did you say?” I sputtered and laughed.

“Never mind, come on let’s get some grub” He offered.

“Don’t call it grub.” I smirked. He pushed open the door to the deli, two little bells jangled above us. The Tuna fish smell was in full effect, we both spotted Aalam passionately doing a rubix cube, wearing his black Smashing pumpkins t-shirt, he beamed when he saw us, and dismissed his cube, and came to feed us bagels, and wisdom.

“Aalam! My man! What’s new with you?” Nikki asked louder than the soccer game in the background, as he leaned over the counter and made eyes at Aalam. He Winked at him. Aalam just rolled his eyes and used his flirting.

“Well, Nikki, not much with me, still working for my family, spreading butter and making bread! Have you guys met the new kid, he moved here about a week ago. You guys will have the usual?” Nikki nodded, making his thinking face, stroking his butt chin ever so slowly. 

“no I haven’t met him, not even seen him?” Nikki pondered

“me neither” I added

“Well I wouldn’t bother, if you ask me the kid seems a bit off. Like some kids parents and siblings say he acts like a real serial killer, or a school shooter. Other students at your high school say he’s got some kind of mental illness; some even say he’s the victim of some twisted government experiment. Like Brooke, Asha’s friend who’s deep into conspiracy theories, she’s narrowed it down to he’s an android super weapon, meant to find out the ultimate human weak spot, or his brains were fried from, the shock therapy because he was gay, even though he’s clinically braindead they reanimated him like Frankenstein! But Brooke’s nuts too, she’s one of those people who think the Beatles never broke up, and that they faked the moon landing. But still I would be carful, oh here your bagels are done.” Nikki wore a look of sheer amazement, grabbed the brown paper bag and looked at me like I haven’t ever seen him look at me before.

“Aalam, have you even talked to this kid yourself?” Nikki questioned, I already felt like this conversation was so much more fun, and unexpected, then my life ussally ends up being. I was all ears and ready to see what boulder will fall next. Nikki had a show this weekand, he’s the front man of the band, Full Bosoms are going to play at the house of playboy, the only cool place in all of New Jersey. I wonder if something big might go down there. Aalam looked around to see if he had anyone in line behind us, then Aalam got down real low and whispered in both of our ears.

“Well your going to soon, he’s in your grade, yes. I have, actually. Most stay away because of the rumors, fears, and feeling of unknown, you know how the unknown is humanities greatest threat, I asked him where he was from, no answer. I asked him how old he was, still no answer, I could tell he was in a lot of pain, I don’t know how I could just tell, so I asked “what’s wrong?” His response has stayed with me since. He said, “not enough time, but I can get more.”

“Well that’s cryptic, the kid sounds anti-social, and I can’t figure out what he means by “I’ll get more?” Maybe he wants to clear his scedudle? or wherever he was bofore he moved here, he got abused, or felt like he had no time...” Nikki speculated, we had to leave soon, fourth period starts in ten munites, Will was in our grade? How come we hadn’t seen him before?

“Hey Aalam, dude we should get back to school, thanks for lunch, I just don’t understand how he could possibly be in our junior class, we’ve never seen him at school, or anywhere before? Where does he even live?” I asked

“well I don’t want to keep you guys for too long, he lives at Murray’s Home.”

“the foster home? Okay, well what about school? Most of the orphans there are freshman, and Mia and Riley, Zoe, and Britney, all freshman girls who live at Murray’s haven’t said anything about a new kid, especially a new boy, look, I’m friends with them, so are my little brothers, they would have mentioned him by now, they only have three boys and they are all 7th graders, why is t” -“Aalam cut me off.

“Look guys heard he’s refusing to go to school, until now, I guess it was juvi, staying a ward of the state, or to go to high school, you’ll see him when you go back to school, he should be eating alone in the cafeteria as we speak, but I’ll  tell you this, even if he was already in school, you wouldn't notice him, he almost never talks to anyone, and dresses in a navy blue hoodie most of the time, with the hood covering his eyes, he would slip under the radar, so look for the blue hoodie, you’ll have to know what your looking for in order to find him.”

“thanks brother, I’ll see you at my show this weekand!’ Alam stood up and waved us out.

“Rock on, the Full Bosoms are going to bring the house down, see you then! Nikki gave Aalam a powerful handshake and a pat on the shoulder, with that we walked out of the deli.

Will? I have so many questions about him. I wonder what the truth is about him.
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Chapter two. the Hoodie.
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We rushed through the metal detectors, seeing that we were, of course late, for physics. We ran up the three flights of stairs, almost dropping our books, to make it to class on time. 

“Mr. Rose is going to kill us, Kate run faster, dang it!” Nikki gasped, sounding very winded.

“Oh, you shouldn’t be talking, Mr. “political greatness”!” I panted, he winced and cringed out his “I’m not proud of that!” face.

“Yeah, yeah, I’ve sworn off climbing flagpoles.”

“There are plenty of other poles out there for you.” I couldn’t help saying that, it was something they would say in Glee. The lowest of blows. 

“Kate, I will sell my soul to the doomsday cult, or wear flats to my own weeding, before I become a male stripper with a name like the bottomless pit, like all the worst rock and roll sell outs, Kate, now I’m quite offended.”

“Offended, you should like that I can predict the future!” Hey, I know my way round some banter, especially the kind you and your best friend have franticly racing up the stairs to be on time for class, being witty is one of my only real talents, I seldom use it, unless Nikki’s around. I’m kind of another person when I’m with him. 

We burst into the class, I almost tripped over a spilling pile of hot wheels’ cars we gathered our breath and made our way to our seats, Mr. Rose gave us both dirty looks, I looked around for a blue hoodie, but I did it discreetly so he would think I was paying attention, he’s told me I was his favorite after class one time, he admitted to me the rest of the class is slow and I’m the only one passing. Now, there is so much wrong with that, but I can’t really do anything about it, I’m good at not getting caught.  Mr. Rose continued his lecture on Astrophysics, I kept looking around, nothing yet, Nikki was sneak-texting under the desk, I was leaning a little to see who he was texting, who’s Stone? Then I saw he was on Tinder, oh I really hope he doesn’t get caught.

“So who can tell me what Einstein field equations for gravity is, in your own words!”

No hands raised for too many seconds, mine shot up.

“Yes, glad someone’s been paying attention, Kate?” He looked almost angry at the rest of the class. 

“Wormholes are solutions to the Einstein field equations for gravity that act as "tunnels," connecting points in space-time in such a way that the trip between the points through the wormhole could take much less time than the trip through normal space.” I said, robotically. 

“That’s correct Kate! Now does anyone think what outcomes will come out of learning more about the power of Wormholes, and building upon Einstein’s theory? Anyone?”

Then ensued a Longer silence then before, I didn’t know the answer to this one, then everyone stopped, a low, grim voice, one I’d never heard before, spoke up. 

“Time travel would be made possible.” He sounded almost disappointed.

“That’s correct! can you tell me how wormholes could allow one to travel in time?” The class looked around, no response, not even breathing, Mr. Rose looked like he was looking for one of us to blame for everything bad on. I knew it would be Nikki.

“Um, Mr. Laker, stop texting, right now” He said loud enough for the hobos picking through the trash outside to hear, loud and clear that Nikki is texting.

“Mr. Rose, I am not texting!?” He said literally as he kept texting. 

“Mr. Laker, no one stares at their crotch like Pamela Anderson, give it!?” 

“are you going to read my thread out loud?”

“Yes, you know the drill, Laker give it!”

“Okay, but I think you might end up being more humiliated then me.”

“I can’t wait till you graduate!” He said as he pulled up the Tinder thread, as Nikki looked so excited, Nikki somehow found a way to have the last laugh. Mr. Rose has done this many times, every teacher has, like in all of our classes, but he always finds a way for the teachers to be the embarrassed ones. Also, the rest of the class gets excited for this event, after a long day, studying for the SAT’s, and being slimy teenagers, it’s funny to get free entertainment. People already began to giggle, and elbow each other. 

“Okay, so this is on...Tinder. You said, to someone named Stone? Whose little profile is of a hairy chest, you said, and your username is Realboy75, you say, like ten minutes ago, “hey. –heart emoji” then Stone, who by the way sounds like a caveman-stripper, he asks “Hey Nikki, what are you doing later?”

“Homework.” A wave of giggles hit the class.

“Then he asks you to FaceTime him”

“You tell Stone, hey I’d love to call, but my stiff, blue-collar science teacher’s to busy yapping about wormholes, maybe later.” Mr. Rose glared at Nikki, who looked like he loved life. I know this is why he’s so popular. Stone replies with “nah I used to have one of those teachers, the kind who will try and humiliate you by reading your text to the whole class.”

“then you ask who’s sexier like back and forth for the rest of the thread.” At this point people were falling over on each other and kicked over a few desks, as hard they usually laugh when this happens. Mr. Rose tends to waste half the class doing this, like most days thirty minutes of an astrophysics lecture, the second half routine text humiliation which backfires every time.  

After I had a good laugh and we were getting ready to head over to GYM class, I turned around to see the new kid again; out of a blue hoodie covering almost his whole face with shadow. It was him, wasn’t it, the kid Aalam warned us about. He had a skinny, a dark figure, he was invisible, if he hadn’t spoke up I wouldn’t have noticed him at all, I wouldn’t have ever noticed, Will. he looked like Strider sitting in the back, bruting in the prancing pony, with a hood over his face, covered in shadow, but when he sees Frodo use the ring, and when the ring wreaths hunt them down, he goes from mysterious figure in the back smoking a pipe, to saving the hobbits lives, defending them when frodo gets stabbed, and ends up being in a hot relationship with elf princess, Arawen, rightful king of men, and the title of the third movie. I hope Will ends up going through that transformation, it’s too early to tell, but as me and Nikki walked through the halls, my eyes never leaving him, and even his gate as he walked through the halls, was off. Nikki was busy laughing with his fanclub about the Tinder reading, Aalam was right , Will was really off, that kid has something big he’s hiding, he has no friends, that’s about to change, from this moment on my life just went from boring to a big mystery, one I was gonna solve. Oh this would be good.
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Chapter three. Kate+Mickey=Party Time 
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After school, I told my mom I would meet her at home, just agreed through writing something down on a receipt.

Jude asked me where I was going, I told him he could have my allowance, that shut him up. Kyle waved goodbye to me, I saw Will sitting on the steps to the school, reading a very old book, The Time Machine by H.G wells. I was starting to sense a pattern, I couldn't tell what it was yet. My phone beeped, it was a text from Nikki, he asked if I would be at a party at Julia’s house, her folks are out of town, everyone cool at school will be there! Julia was the most popular girl in school, she’s never even talked to me, but she loved Nikki. I said what time? I’m already doing so many things I’d never done before. I asked would Aalam be there, he almost instantly replied yes, he’s so fun when he’s drunk, also you haven't been to a party yet have you? I replied, not until today. I’ll meet you there. A party!? Me? Maybe I’m going too fast, that’s fine, I have to talk to Will first. He looked up at me, then kept reading The Time Machine. I don’t think he has any friends. I could change that.

“Hey, you like reading?” He looked almost afraid, but then he took off his hood, and he was covered in bandaids, he was pale, he had messy black hair, his face lit up when I asked him that. He also spoke in a very different voice than he spoke with in class. He sounded earnest and eager.

“I love to read! no...no one’s ever asked me that before. Do you like to read?” I liked where this was going.

“I couldn't live without it, I only own one book, Fahrenheit 451.”

“I love that book! I love Montag and Mildred's failing marriage, It's such a relevant story about censorship. The Time Machine is the only book I own, it’s been a huge influence on my work.”

“...Why do you hide from everyone, you never speak, and hide behind that hood all the time, why did you refuse to come to school?”

“I can’t risk anyone finding out about my work! I’ve come too far to let anyone here get in my way. No one talks to me anyway so I’ve never worried about it. You’ve talked to me already more than anyone my age has, so I must know: how desperate are you? Are you trying to do some dare, like your friend?”

“Who? Nikki?” I felt kinda bad he thought I was only talking to him because of a dare? I mean Nikki is the king of dares, so I get the connection, but that’s still sad that he thinks that. But he was right about one thing, why was I talking to him? I wasn't some do-gooder, I didn't view him as a social charity case, I just wanted to know more about him. What was his “work”? I felt there was more going on than I could see on the surface.

“It wasn't a dare. I don’t think many people have told you this before but I just want to get to know you, maybe even be your friend? You know, we could talk about books?” He looked shocked like I was totally insane, poor kid. I could tell he’s used to being ignored and neglected. He took a minute to ponder his response, almost tearing up as he looked at me.

“What’s your name?”

“Kate. And you’re Will, right?”

“You know my name?”

“Yeah we have most of our classes together, but your name was all I knew about you, and your knowledge of wormholes. I can’t believe you like reading. Nikki’s read every book you could think of. Most people here prefer texting and drama—”

“Reading isn't the only thing I like,” Will responded. “There are things in this life that we need to hold on to, and become invested and involved with otherwise we will lack purpose, and thus a reason to live. I sneak to the junkyard a lot. I build things, machines, that I only use for myself. I built a robot who I kept secret for years. He was a comfort bot. I used him to give me foot massages and give me pep talks every morning, clean my room, help me with math homework. He was my first real friend. Then he broke down, that didn't stop me though. I kept inventing and tinkering no one knows, I will never share them, with those who want to abuse them, sell them, use them for war, the government will never get their slimy hands on what I’m building now, I shouldn't have even mentioned it.”

“Is that your work?” 

His face darkened, and shrunk a hung head and quivered lip, he put his hood back over his face. I only gained more questions.

“I’ve already told you too much, Kate. I want to be your friend, you’ll see the truth in time, not long now. I want you to understand it all, and you will, now, get out of here, you're late to Julia’s party.”

“Wait, how did you know about that!?” I turned around, He was gone.

I am late. I don’t know if I am ready for anything that was about to happen, but at least this wasn't what I did yesterday. 
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