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        What is not brought to consciousness comes to us as fate.

        Carl Jung
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      The machine buzzed and Rusty watched the coffee trickle out. He started to wonder. Winter had passed like a daydream. December, January, February, all blank. How does a person forget December? What did I do the week of Christmas? The week after Christmas? He assumed he slept, ate, and commuted. He assumed he sat here at his desk in the tech office and that the lecturers called down and the students signed the logbook. It all must have happened, but where was he throughout all this? Did it snow? Did the wind blow?

      Rusty walked to his computer and stared at the screen. eBay could fix this. eBay kept a record. Rusty looked at the entries and a picture of his lost months started to develop: a Yamaha SPX-900 sampler arrived in December. It came with a Sanyo cassette Walkman and a repress of Loveless. January brought the Criterion edition of Silence of the Lambs and a 308 chip for a cheap Rat pedal. Rusty stared at the rest of the list and tried to picture where it all was now, and where it all came from. He opened his most recent purchases. There was a guitar. It was hazard-light orange. He studied the hardware and joinery and had a weird feeling about it. The guitar wasn’t right, but it was too bright to ignore.
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      On Thursday, the orange guitar arrived and was given its own chair in the living room. Everyone in the house sat there and looked at it. Rusty sparked up a joint and passed it to his room-mate Charger, who shook his head and said, “I’m cooked.” Charger moved the joint on to his girlfriend, a Minnesotan woman, the name of whom Rusty had forgotten. She was new.

      “Why d’you get an orange one?” she said. She shuffled forward on the couch. “Nothing goes with orange.”

      “I don’t know,” said Rusty.

      “It’s just too fucking orange,” said Charger.

      “Yeah,” said the woman. “Do you even play guitar?”

      Charger ran his hands down his thighs, suddenly tense. “I told you about Rusty’s old band.”

      “That’s right,” said the woman. “I forgot.”

      Rusty took another hit. “I’m putting something together. But with that thing, I just wanted it, so I bought it.” He could feel his voice drawing out as he spoke.

      Charger picked up the TV remote and changed the channel, as if this might also change the conversation, but nothing was on. Family Ties, basketball highlights, home shopping. Still flicking, he mentioned that the rent was due, and that Sarah called, and then he told a story about an upstairs neighbour, a weird little guy who fancied himself a DJ. This was the news of the day.

      “Sounds like a busy one,” said Rusty.

      Charger didn’t really have a job. He freelanced as a personal trainer but never seemed to have regulars. Instead, he had a silver credit card that appeared whenever financial trouble arose. His parents did something in mining.

      “I’m getting tired,” said Rusty.

      They all did shots.

      The woman rolled another joint. As she licked the paper, she looked again at the guitar. “You know, my little sister buys weird shit like that online. She buys stuff about… just music stuff, I guess. You should hang out with her. You two might get along. She’s kinda fucking weird too.”

      “Katrina, what do you mean by that?” said Charger.

      Katrina. That was it.

      Rusty laughed. “It’s okay.”

      Katrina didn’t seem to notice. “It’s so fucking weird man. My sister is like, competitive and shit with it. She fucking hates this other girl who snaps up stuff she wants on eBay. This other girl is like that fucking baby with the mono brow in the Simpsons, you know? Like her nemesis.”

      Rusty said, “What’s she buying?”

      “Oh man, you know that band Couleurs? Their stuff.”

      “How old is she?” said Charger.

      ‘She’s…” Katrina closed her eyes. ‘She’s like, nineteen.”

      “Why is she buying boy band shit if she’s nineteen?”

      Katrina stood up, excited. “Because that bitch sells it on to other people on the internet.”

      Charger looked like he was about to green out. He did not like this story. “No,” he said. “I don’t know what that is.” Charger wasn’t good at the internet or business.

      Rusty didn’t like the story either. He let himself slide down into the lounge a little. Something felt off. Katrina was about to say something really fucked up.

      “And do you know what my sister told me? She’s got this one customer, this super fucking messed up lady who buys stuff because she thinks she can see people’s secrets, just by touching their used things from eBay. She reckons she knows everything about this Couleurs band because she’s touched some drumstick or some sweaty towel of theirs, you know? How weird is that? How weird is it?”

      Charger put his face in his hands. He strived to live completely within the physical world and hated the supernatural. “She can’t ever come over here,” he said.

      Katrina laughed. “Who?”

      “That woman.”

      They all saw the gears grinding in Charger’s mind. He was suddenly in a place where nothing was private.

      “It’s okay, man,” said Rusty, but it got him thinking.
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      Katrina lived with her sister in a townhouse just off campus. They were both enrolled at UNLV, both in business.

      “Did you study?” Katrina said, in the car, on the way over.

      “Yeah,” said Rusty. “But you know.”

      “It’s rough.”

      “You sure your sister will be okay with me dropping round like this?”

      “Let me see… My guess is she’ll be sitting with her computer in her pyjamas. Trust me, she needs to have a conversation with a real person. She probably hasn’t spoken to anyone since term ended.”

      “What’s her name again?”

      “Elsa.”

      As reported, Elsa sat at the kitchen table in front of a battered black laptop.

      “Hey dickhead, we’ve got company,” said Katrina as they stepped inside.

      Elsa ignored it.

      “This is Rusty. He’s Charger’s room-mate.”

      “What’s a Charger?” Elsa said.

      “This guy I’ve been seeing. Jesus El, why do you have to be such a retard? Go put some fucking pants on?”

      Elsa turned and looked over. “Rusty, do you mind if I wear what I want in my own house? Is that going to be a big thing for you?”

      “Maybe I should come back?” said Rusty.

      In a way that seemed routine, Katrina went to the table and closed her sister’s laptop. “Rusty has just come over here so you can tell him about how you sell shit on the internet. So go and put some pants on, then come back out and be
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