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“Hey Diane, you hear what they’re saying on the news?” Brian’s head was tilted back over the arm of the sofa, one hand stroking the round of belly as it smoothed out slightly as he stretched across the sofa. He diverted his eyes away from the television to the direction of the kitchen.

He got no reply. She was still mad at him after he criticised her cooking. It wasn’t just that he had commented on it being a bad meal, but he had gone the extra mile, singling out the potatoes as being hard and undercooked, the vegetables for being soggy and overcooked, the bread for being stale, and the meat for simply not tasting quite right. If that wasn’t enough, he added insult to injury by repeating himself at least three times during the meal. But even that wasn’t the crux of it, it was the repetitive nature of their usual dinner time conversation, their communication process always seeming to revolve around the dire quality of the food she prepared.

Brian cared little that this wound-up his wife no end. He also knew that his belly aching over her cooking was just the tip of the iceberg as to what made his wife really mad.

Brian finished work mid-afternoon most days yet still sat there waiting for his wife to get home after six and rush to slave away over the stove to cook him a meal, which day after day never seemed to satisfy his palette - that was the real crux of it.

“Diane!” Still no answer. “They’re saying that part of a great big chunk of ice at the Antarctic has melted or broken up or something, anyhow they reckon they’ve found a frozen man buried there. Apparently, some French expedition found it and the French government are trying to keep it to themselves.

“Are you listening to me?”

“Big deal. So, they’ve found a stiff in the ice, so what!”

“They reckon he’s about three thousand years old and hasn’t decayed is so what.”

Brian’s ears strained to the muttered murmur from the kitchen.

“What did you say? Did you just tell me to shut up?” Brian was to his feet and angrily pacing towards the kitchen. “Don’t you tell me to shut up. Who the hell do you think you are, you bitch?”

Before he could stop to think about it, his hand had shot up to his wife’s throat and he was forcing her back painfully against the worktop, knocking the half washed up crockery off and into the sink. A plate cracked as it fell, infuriating him even more.

She reached up to his gripping hand, her eyes focused intently on the face of rage before her and attempted to pull her brown stringy hair out from between his fingers. The suds from the washing up dampened her hair and his tensed forearms and fingers. Her eyes flushed through fear and pain as a single tear trickled down her reddening cheek.

“Don’t cry!” Brian bellowed. He hated it when she cried. He couldn’t handle it, it got under his skin, and he didn’t know how to react or what to do. “When I talk to you, you listen and you answer, and none of your back chat,” he said calmly but without relaxing his grip.

“Please. Brian, please don’t. You’re hurting me.”

“And don’t you ever tell me to shut up again, got it!”

He loosened his grip, allowing Diane to physically sink into a bawling heap on the floor.

“Don’t cry I said!”

Diane looked up just in time to catch the emphasis of his words between her tears as his fist collided with her left cheek bone.

Immediately, Brian retreated into the living room, disgusted by his own actions, but too ashamed to to go back and face her and apologise.

The news was still on the television, oblivious to the actions of its audience. “The Presidential sex scandal continues,” the news reader announced as Brian paced back and forth across the room. He could hear Diane sobbing in the kitchen. He dared not look at the damage he’d done. He knew he was in the wrong, again. Controlling his emotional outbursts was getting harder and harder.

He needed to cool down. He convinced himself that there was no point in trying to comfort her now. He grabbed his front door keys from the telephone table by the door and steamed out without looking back, the front door slamming hard behind him, blocking out the sound of the television and Diane’s whimpers of pain.

This was becoming all too routine. He imagined the neighbours staring out at him, again. Had they heard? He walked quickly, looking down at the ground as he went, not wanting to look up for fear of the convicting faces he might see. He headed swiftly for the park, for the wide, open, dark expanse of solitary confinement far away from the scene of the crime.

Brian wandered as far to the centre of the park as he could with the aim of avoiding any other evening strollers, mostly dog walkers who loved to gossip to other dog walkers. Here there were none around. He was alone in the wide-open expanse where he could barely make out the trees in the distance.

The evening had fallen dark early and heavy low hanging clouds seemed to hover dauntingly as they threatened to unleash their payload over him. Brian welcomed the rain, although it didn’t come. The skies, it seemed, were unwilling to convict and punish him. There was no wind, despite the swirling of the clouds above. No sound brushed his ears, as though he was caught in a vacuum.

Suddenly, he felt beside himself. A weird sensation that took his focus from his surroundings. He felt both present and yet distant at the same time. He felt he was being observed. There were probing eyes around him hiding in the dark, questioning his mind, his actions, his emotions, his motives. The world around him began to spin.

He looked up into the dizzy heights, certain his balance would give way and he would fall backwards, but he didn’t. As he looked into the spiralling sky above, as the greys turned to blues and reds, he imagined Diane’s face forming in the colours, could see her crying.

Brian began mumbling that he was sorry, sorry for what he had done, but not guilty. It wasn’t his fault. She had provoked him. He had told her to stop crying but she wouldn’t stop.

Then there was a flash. Brilliant lightning burned his eyes. His consciousness collapsed with the cloud, falling with his body.

Then he was on the floor. Cold, so cold. Crawling along the brilliant white. The brightness clearer, solid, too solid as he raked it beneath him. And the cold, so cold. He couldn’t escape it. His extremities were growing numb. His limbs were failing. His rampaging desperation blotted his mind as he drifted in and out of dreamy sleep, his mind swimming in and out, in and out.

Brian awoke screaming from a dream he couldn’t remember. The continuance of a perpetual dream which, somewhere in his subconscious mind, he knew had been haunting him forever. He screamed so loud that he thought he would wake the neighbours as well as Diane, but she hadn’t stirred. In fact, she hadn’t woken at all. His own scream hadn’t come, he soon realised. He hadn’t made a sound.

Brian’s mind recognised the glaring brilliance of bright white around him even though his eyes were still shut. He tried to open them, but they refused. He tried to reach out for the bed covers to warm the inner chill he felt, but his limbs refused to stir.

He sensed some slow shuffling above him and realised that he wasn’t in his bed, he wasn’t at home. He remembered the argument with Diane, his walking out, the park, the light. When had that been?

It was all around him again; bright, blinding.

Where was he now?

He tried to listen, to smell, but none of his senses seemed to bear life, yet he sensed people somewhere above. He tried to take in a breath but couldn’t. He couldn’t breathe, wasn’t breathing, hadn’t been breathing. He screamed, but the scream, as before, simply got lost as it echoed around in his mind, growing louder and louder in his panic.

After a long while, his mind drifted to images, dreams, memories of things past or conjured in the insane imagination of a dead man’s mind. He pictured a room of smooth surfaces, not one sharp edge in sight. A colourless room where mounds of control pads and panels blinked erratically. There were no windows and no doors and no writing of any kind. Three grey creatures, small, balding and spindly in their manner were dashing between the mounds striking at consoles with importance, their huge black eyes wide with untold panic, their lidless emotion communicating oceans of terror.

Brian studied them momentarily. They were ignoring him as they dashed about. They were naked and bore no holes in their heads other than where their two oval eyes were located halfway down the front of their overly large, elongated craniums. Brian wondered at their use of senses as he examined the contorting hole in their torso. He assumed it was feeding air to their lungs and probably served as a more convenient way of feeding food to their stomach as he could see no other way that this was possible.

As he watched, almost amused at their antics, a small mound rose from the floor, its solid metallic dome opening before the creatures as they stood in a line. Each removed something from the dome as Brian watched curiously. They each held a small device in their wispy fingers and together appeared to operate a control on the device. The light area where they stood appeared to fold as their molecules began to dissipate before his eyes. And then they were gone, and he was alone, abandoned.

He was cold now, so cold, and getting colder. His mind was now registering slight senses. He knew he’d been moved somehow from wherever he had lain. The cold was beginning to bite at the flesh he had no control over. His mind was in denial. He began to drift again.

The creatures were taunting him, shouting telepathic abuses at him, and waiting for a reaction. They were insulting him, calling him lazy and stupid, selfish and uncaring. Brian felt rage, not his rage but theirs. He tried hiding from them, but he was held in by some sort of forcefield. He was trapped, a prisoner, a guinea pig.

They beat him. They hit him, hard, but he couldn’t retaliate, he wasn’t sure that he wanted to; he was scared of them, of what they would do to him if he tried to strike back. Then they were laughing at him. Then they were apologising. Then they were beating him again. He screamed at them to stop, pleaded with them, but they wouldn’t listen. Then they began doing their tests again. How many times were they going to examine him? His naked form, held in suspended animation by these three creatures, was defenceless as they probed his flesh and fondled his every protruding gland. They explored his every reaction, his every sensation. They seemed to lock into his mind and search out his feelings to experience what he experienced, to feel what he felt, to learn and understand how he worked. They gave him no anaesthetic for the tortures he underwent, and no warning of what was to come or when it would stop. No pain, it seemed to them, was too great an experience, as once again they cut and drilled into his flesh and bones.

The white lights had changed, they were brighter, almost fluorescent. Some were red, a certain heat emanating from them. Yet still, he was cold, so cold. There was a numbness in his extremities which registered the painful bitterness of frostbite as it chewed ferociously at his waking flesh. He could smell the bland freshness of ice cemented around his nose, could hear the muffled talk beyond a thick wall. By far the greatest sensation was the tingling through his veins and the trickling tickling as vessels defrosted, which he could hear; the rushing, pumping roar as small parts of his body began to wake up. The sensation was unbelievable and incredibly painful. It was like experiencing a re-birth, that of his own resurrection. He wanted it to stop, but they’d abandoned him, left him to the pain. Was this another experiment?

He remembered the colourless room suddenly filling with brilliant colours. The three creatures had gone only moments before. The colours were deploying, enveloping everything, swarming like bees. It was beautiful. Then the room began to warp. Everything seemed to liquefy, then hold its shape, then liquefy again. The walls span with the room and then vanished, then reappeared, then vanished, then reappeared. Each time their disappearance showed a vast array of glittering stars outside the room. Brian saw the Moon
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