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This is MY story, written in the hand of
another man, on the borrowed prose of one more suited for spinning
yarns and painting pictures. It is MY story though, do not
mistake.

I am... Was... Will be? Alas I can no longer
tell. My time been long... Short? Again I can no longer
conceptualize. Soon I will no longer be an individual but a WE.
Strange, I know. Vague, opaque, odd. There is a long list of
descriptive terms for this but if you bear with this outlandish
tale to the end, I promise, you will understand. Time is of the
essence, or of no consequence? I will leave time alone for we no
longer agree as we do not inhabit the same plane any longer.

MY story starts with a shadow. Not my shadow,
another. Not the shadow of another person or a building or animal
or plant but a shadow all the same. This shadow followed me, or
possibly haunted me? Again, hard to bring into view the absolutes,
another indication that I am being assimilated. Do not worry. This
is my wish, this assimilation. I brought it about. I caused it
through a fantastic and epic effort.

Again I move away from my purpose. The
shadow...

June 1845, 7 years old:

I was playing alone in the park. This is not
to say there were no other people in the park but that, as always,
I was playing by myself. I was not shunned or ridiculed as it is
with most who are alone. I shunned, hated, berated so people left
me to my own devices. At seven I was more intelligent than most
people, better educated than even the scholars of my time. I did
not have the time or the will to deal with those who could not face
me on an even field, which meant no one.

I did not love. Love did nothing but slow me
down. I could not stand the embrace or even the touch of another
person for fear that they would rub their ignorance off on me. My
mother cried; my father cringed. This is how it should be. I
am….was not one of them. I was something more.

Now that you understand me a little better, I
will get back to the shadow. I was playing alone, but not playing
really. As I was still a child, my body urged me to rid itself of
the excess energy that it produced, so I found physical activities
that strained my body removing the excess energy but also
stimulated my mind. So playing for me meant building or discovering
new way to traverse the large trees that inhabited my park. People
still today use the system of zip lines, ropes, and engines I built
at seven to move unnoticed through the park. Though today, it is
for adrenaline hunters and thrill seekers. Most cannot even
complete it.

It was the day of completion of this byway
that we speak of. I had just placed the last screw in a chair that
would with the help of centrifugal force carry me to the gates that
I used to leave the park. I was admiring my genius, as was my want,
when I noticed a shadow that did not belong there. It was not mine
or from any of the various plants and trees in the vicinity. I
looked around thinking that maybe some unlucky person had wandered
near me. There was no one.

I thought to ignore this shadow but it did
something very out of the ordinary, something decidedly not shadow
like. It moved, but not just moved, it changed shape. When it was
finished it almost matched my shadow completely. Needless to say,
as someone who knew most everything, this unknown sparked a
curiosity and excitement as I had never known.

I moved first my right, then my left arm away
from my body. This ownerless shadow mimicked me completely. The
same when I lifted my leg and also as I jumped. Now to clarify, it
did not mimic my shadow as a shadow should, it mimicked me. As I
watched, the shadow formed my face and then lifted from the ground
to stand as tall as me.

Elation filled my soul. Something truly
unknown, truly knew and it was my discovery, MINE! A flash of
adoring, doting sycophants filled my mind. I knew then I would keep
this to myself. If anyone ever knew of this discovery I would be
famous, and famous meant dealing with people. I would not.

My jubilation ended shortly after. The shadow
bent at the waist as I would though I still stood tall. It began
writing in the dirt. As I watched a math problem presented. I
carefully studied the problem as the shadow marred the dirt with a
finger it should not have. It was unlike any problem I had before
seen. It was complex with variables and equations I did not
recognize. It ended with a question mark and I realized that for
the first time I was completely stumped. ME, I was at an absolute
loss for an answer, but more I could not follow any of it.

I squatted down, wrapped my hands around my
knees and proceeded to try and work through it. I would be able to
decipher the answer; there was no way I could not. I was the most
intelligent being on the planet.

I sat in that position for hours staring at
the equation. I, not once in the whole time, saw anything that I
could use to work through it. I instinctively knew that it was
solvable but I could not do it. For the first time in my life I
felt simpleminded. I understood what it was like to be defeated,
and for the first time in my life I cried.

The shadow held me, silently consoled me, but
still to this day I do not have an answer to the
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