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The battle of good and evil was coming to a head. And tomorrow night it would be on YouTube 

for a whopping two thousand subscribers. 

 Trill suddenly tosses his energy sword away, giving his robe an unnecessary but cool-

looking flourish.  

 "A pathetic weapon!" he says in booming voice. "I wish to kill you much deader than 

that!" 

 Lewis stared back soberly, “Do not throw down your sword unless you're ready to 

surrender," Lewis  responds.  

 "You play the hero! But would you honor such a surrender?" 

 "I would. On my honor." 

 "Yes, that's what I said." 

"Crap." Lewis stared at the floor, searching his mind for a better line and finding nothing. 

"Um... What do you know of honor?"  

He threw his own sword to the side accepting the challenge. "I'll say it twice because I have 

twice as much of it as you! At any rate, I do not take chances with such foul excuses for men. 

You would stab me in the back if I gave you a chance." 

 "Probably," Trill said. He whipped out his magic wand. 

 Lewis brought out his own wand, along with something else. A golden ring, attached to a 

chain. 

 "I don't believe it!" Trill howled, covering his eyes. "A magic wand and a ring of power? 

You can't overlap universes!" 

 Lewis laughed. "They overlap all the time. It's called fanfiction. Too bad you won't live 

long enough to gain your own following!" 



 And with that, he shouted an incantation. It was all gibberish and like a game of 

catchphrase, it is never sounded like the first time it was played.  What a convenient way to end 

the disasters they called videos. 

 Lewis then brought the tip of the wand down on the plastic ring that he'd found in the 

gutter last week. Trill jumped back, screaming in pain. 

 After the magic of editing, an explosion of magic or lightning or something would erupt 

from the ring and Trill would melt, vaporize or otherwise vanish. 

 And that was the end of that segment. 

 

*** 

  

 "See you tomorrow?" Trill asked, zipping up his camera bag. 

 "Yeah. My house?" 

 "Duh. Why would you do the waking up scene in my bed? That would fly in the face of 

logic. Not to mention every other video we've made." 

 "All six of them, huh? Not like other shows ever change things in the middle." 

 "Good point. Maybe I should be the good guy next time." 

 "Not a chance," Lewis said. "Everyone knows you're the real hero, anyway." 

 Trill snorted. "Right." 

 "The villain's always the most interesting character." 

 "Right. But all the girls want to kiss you, not me." 

 "What girls?" 



 "Dude! That reminds me. I checked our demographics, right? Twenty percent female. 

Between the ages of eighteen and twenty-four." 

 Lewis shrugged. "Probably a bunch of thirteen year old’s lying about their age."  

 "Probably. But hey, in a few years we'll have our own show. I mean a real show. Millions 

of viewers. Investors. Budgets. Guest stars!" 

 "Or we'll be in separate colleges texting each other about our daily failures." 

 "No way. We're together to the end. A team, right?" 

 "Right." 

 They executed the secret handshake. A once simple maneuver, and now it took a full 

minute to pull off. But neither of them made a mistake. The moves were burned into their DNA. 

 "Forever, man," Trill said. "But now I have to go home and start editing this beast. See 

ya." 

 He ran off, giving one final wave at the warehouse door before disappearing into the 

morning drizzle. Was a good thing he had an umbrella tucked into his robe, because that camera 

had cost him a lot. Paid for with allowance and dog walking revenue that he squirreled-away in 

his younger days and over many summers. His father had paid the rest, gracefully brushing aside 

Trill's vehement promises that it would be paid back with all the ad revenue and "investor 

support". 

 Poor Trill. 

 And poor Lewis. The only thing he had that his friend didn't was self-awareness. The 

videos would never go anywhere. In ten years, the two of them wouldn't be speaking anymore. 

They would just grow apart. They'd be making decent money in jobs they had no passion for. 



They'd have wives, kids and maybe even pets that would use up all the energy they once spent on 

making videos. And maybe that wasn't a bad thing. 

 Time to go home. 

 Lewis fetched his backpack from behind an old rusty toolbox and stuffed his robe and 

other props inside. 

 It was funny to think that the YouTube videos had originally been his idea. It’s funny 

how things start to lose their enjoyment once things like “profit” and “loss” began rearing their 

ugly heads. Lewis didn't know how much longer he could do it. He'd rather go back to the days 

of old; The viewing parties, the gaming until the wee hours, the dungeons and dragons in the 

bowels of the public library. 

 Somewhere deep in the warehouse and amongst the shadows, something moved. 

 Lewis didn't see it, but he heard it. A boom, as if something was striking a drum. He 

hopped to his feet, using his backpack to guard his chest. In front of him, a light rain fell through 

a hole in the roof. Yet not even thirty feet away, the daylight shone through the ruined doors of 

the warehouse. The city, sanity and life as it always had been, was right there for Lewis to return 

to. But that life had never felt so far away. 

 He was not alone here. 

 He thought it would be best to just to back away. To get out before he discovered who he 

was sharing the warehouse with. 

 Better to run. 

 He turned on his heels, ducking through the curtain of cold rain as he rushed for the door. 

 But his path was suddenly blocked. An old vagrant stood there, draped in dirty rags, 

staring with the glowing eyes of someone who had lost their minds years before. 



 Lewis stopped. He looked left and right. There were windows, but most of them were 

boarded up. The windows that were not, were filled with the sharp teeth of broken glass. (love 

this) 

 The old vagrant stepped forward. He was grinning and reaching out with his hands. 

 Perhaps under all that dirt and behind that manic smile, was a lost and lonely soul seeking 

companionship. But all Lewis saw was a threat. Unable to go forwards, he retreated back into the 

building. 

 Lewis turned and sprinted back through the falling rain. His feet scattered dust and debris 

everywhere, until he entered the brooding shadow that had long held dominion here. He was in a 

different world. A world of night, of sordid affairs, of nocturnal perversities and the corruption of 

life.  

 The further he went, the less he could see. He scrambled over the ruins of old machinery, 

of huge carts and rotten lumber. Soon there was nothing but the flashing white of his sneakers 

darting before him.  

 And then he fell. 

 One moment there was floor underneath him. Hidden below a layer of detritus, but solid. 

And then were was nothing.   

 He plunged into an abyss. 

 His left heel landed on something wobbly. His body fell back but his other foot yanked 

him forward. and he continued to fall, slowing down a split-second before landing on his hands 

and face.  

 But he had fallen onto something soft. He felt around and found a pillow and a tattered 

blanked. It was greasy and filthy to the touch. He was on someone's bed. 



 The bed of the vagrant. 

 Lewis went perfectly still. He listened and waited. Several minutes passed. He heard 

nothing but the distant sound of rain and the moaning of wind against the wall of the warehouse. 

 He couldn't stay there. He had to find a way out. 

 A thought crossed his mind to dial the police. Or Trill. Or anyone at all. But that was 

silly, wasn't it? For all he knew, the vagrant had already left. And probably had no ill intentions 

anyway. 

 His phone! 

 He turned on the phone's torchlight. It was deliriously bright and stung his eyes. Way too 

bright. He dimmed it by sticking it into the sleeve of his shirt. 

 As expected, he was at the bottom of a hole. He had fallen about seven feet from the 

warehouse. It was a small space, and Lewis couldn't guess as to its purpose. 

 The wobbly object that his foot had landed on was a barrel. It was a plastic drum with a 

lid. It was, as far as he could see, the only object he might use to climb out. 

 He stood up, shaking with fear and pain. He pushed the barrel closer to the wall. 

 The barrel jumped. Something was slamming lid from the inside causing that same loud 

drumming noise he heard before. Lewis fell back onto the mattress, reaching up a hand to stifle a 

scream.  

 With the muted light of his phone, he saw something through the drum. A silhouette. 

 The barrel was too small to hold an adult. But it could easily have been an animal. 

 Or a child. 

 Lewis got up fast. His first instinct was to get out of there as fast as possible and never 

look back. 



 But the thought that  living thing being trapped in the barrel kept him from running. The 

thing was trapped by the vagrant, or someone else. He wondered if it could breath, whether it 

was running out of time.  

 He stuck his flashlight in the waistband of his pants . Hopefully the creature inside would 

be frightened (and  relieved enough) that it would simply run off somewhere rather than claw his 

face to shreds. 

 The trapped thing slammed the lid with so much force that the barrel jumped again. He 

pried the lid and with their combined efforts, they broke the seal. Lewis stumbled backward 

holding the lid in hand. His phone fell and the room plunged into darkness again, but now before 

he saw something rise upwards from the mouth of the barrel. 

 Lewis cursed as he frantically searched the floor for his phone. Any second now a rabid 

racoon would latch onto his back.  

 Nothing did pounce on him. His eyes adjusted to the dark and he spotted a muted glow 

emitting from his phone that was face down on the vagrant’s pillow. He picked it up and spun 

around, aiming the light at the barrel. 

 For a second, he thought he saw a metallic orb floating in midair. Then he realized that 

was exactly what he was looking at. His eyes darted around looking for what was holding the 

thing up. But it simply levitated. 

 Lewis stepped closer, briefly forgetting his fear. 

 The orb was roughly the size of a grapefruit. It had seams, as though it could open. As 

thought it could blossom like a metal flower.   

 "What are you?" Lewis whispered. 



 As though it heard him, the orb rotated a hundred and eighty degrees. And then it tilted, 

aiming one of its small, circular poles at him. An opening dilated, revealing a camera lens. A 

mechanical eye. 

  Lewis felt a change in the air. It was like the heightened sense of awareness that you feel 

after getting strong static zap. A tingle passed through his body. 

 The eye closed. The sensation disappeared. The orb drifted through the air, moving 

towards Lewis. He waved his hand, feeling the spaces above, below and around the orb. 

Searching for wires.  

 As his hand passed beneath it, the orb abruptly fell and landed in his palm. 

 It was warm. It vibrated gently. Almost like a purring cat, or a well-cooled computer. 

Lewis stared, trying to figure out whether he was dreaming. 

 Never mind what it was.  This thing could hover. It could glide through the air without a 

sound. It’s eye scanned the environment. 

 And it had chosen him. Maybe because he had broken it free from the barrel. 

 He rotated the orb carefully, feeling for latches or buttons. He found nothing. The thing 

would only open when it wanted to. 

 "Okay," Lewis said, ignoring the loud echo of his voice. "I guess we have a new prop?" 

 He moved toward the barrel, intending to turn it over and use it to climb out of the hole. 

 The vagrant's face leered at him from above, teeth gray and rotting, eyes glinting in the 

light. He swept out a hand, narrowly missing Lewis's wrist. 

 "Mine!" he screeched. "You stole it!" 

 Leo jumped back. His heel hit the mattress and he stumbled, crashing into the other wall 

of the hole. 



 The vagrant howled in anger, scrambling around the edge of the hole to reach Lewis's 

side. 

 There were no thoughts in Lewis's mind. No plan or idea. He just reacted, bursting 

forward with the orb in hand. He jumped once, planted his toes on the edge of the barrel, and 

jumped again. His elbows found the lip of the hole; he grunted, pulling himself up and over. 

Rolling. Somehow clinging to both his phone and the orb. 

 Lewis sprinted through the warehouse and in a few seconds emerged from the door. He 

had returned back the world.  

 Pressing the orb to his chest and shoving his phone into his pocket, he ran for the 

sidewalk and disappeared into the never-ending tide of commuters. 

 

*** 

 

 Lewis sat in his room and waited for his mother to call him down to dinner. He set the 

orb on his bed and stared at it a while. 

 He thought of calling Trill so they could combine their minds and put them to the task of 

figuring out what this thing was. But that would be premature. For all Lewis knew, what he had 

seen in that hole was an illusion. A subtle editing of reality by his mind. It had been dark, he was 

frightened, he wasn't thinking or seeing straight. 

 Even if it was just a prop, he had never seen its kind before. There were similar items in 

science fiction shows, but it wasn’t quite the same. First of all it was solid. It weighed a good 

eight pounds. It also hummed and radiated warmth which meant it was electronic and a power 

source. It must be worth a decent chunk of money. 



 If only he could get it to open again. 

 Maybe it was voice activated. What had he said before? 

 "What are you?" he repeated, leaning forward on his computer chair to see if the thing 

moved. 

 And it did move. It whispered over the bed sheets as it turned. But this time it did not tilt 

or fix its eye onto Lewis. It seemed to be waiting. 

 Waiting for further instruction. 

 "Um," Lewis said, licking his lips. "Can you... open your eye thing again?" 

 The orb tilted. The mechanical eyelid dilated open like the shutter of a camera. Lewis 

stared straight into a dark, reflective pupil. For lack of a better idea, he gave the orb a wave. 

 "Hi," he said. "I'm Lewis." 

 The orb tilted a little further. A line of blue light appeared, illuminating a series of 

symbols in a language he didn't recognize. He considered whether it was a name, a model 

number, or something of that sort. 

 "I don't know what that means," he said. "How about I just call you..." 

 He looked around his room, searching for a name among the many posters, books and 

DVDs.  

 "...Athena?" he finished. "Or are you a boy orb? Wait, stupid question." 

 The orb stared at him, unmoving. 

 "Okay, Athena it is," Lewis said. "Do you even understand what I'm saying?" 

 Athena tilted down further, then back up. A nod. 

 Lewis jumped to his feet. 

 "You can understand me! Can you say anything back?" 



 Another opening appeared below Athena’s eye exposing an array of multicolored lenses 

that were almost too tiny to see. Its glow projected a holographic word.  

 Sometimes. 

 "Just sometimes? What do you mean?" 

 Waste of power. 

 "Well, how much power do you have?" 

 Ten percent. 

 "Crap! Can I charge you back up? Do you have a cord in there somewhere?" 

 I am for limited use. One time only. 

 "I see. Well, how long will ten percent last?" 

 Long enough. I will stop communicating now and go into rest mode. But first I will give 

you something. 

 Next, Athena’s seams began to separate. Her inner workings folded outward. At her very 

center, there was a tiny impression where there rested… 

 ...a rubber wristband. The kind that pulls the hair out of your arm when you wear it. 

 A cheap trinket. Athena was cool, far cooler than the prize she contained, but she was just 

a prop in the end. A marketing campaign. One that probably never got off the ground, or else 

Lewis would have heard of it. 

 He reached into Athena and took out the wristband. She closed up again, and her quiet 

humming ceased. 

 The wristband was blue. As expected, it bore the name of whatever brand it was 

supposed to advertise. Something called Geektopia. 



 Usually, advertisers seek out the target audience. Not the other way around. Lewis looked 

over at his backpack, which still held props curated from all his favorite franchises and 

universes. Other than Trill, A bigger geek might not exist in the city. 

 Trill! He would know what this thing was. And if he didn't, no one would. 

 He took out his phone and dialed. 

 "Yo-yo," Trill said. The same greeting he'd been using since sixth grade when he decided 

it was the coolest thing ever. 

 "Hey," Lewis said. "Did you make it home OK?" 

 "Yeah. Why wouldn't I?" 

 "I'll tell you when you get here." 

 "Well, that's not gonna happen. My mom's running errands and I'm supposed to take this 

chicken out of the oven in an hour." 

 "Then I'll come to you. See you in a bit." 

 Lewis hung up. He tossed Athena into his pack and hoofed it downstairs. 

 "Mom!" he called. "I'll be back! I have to take something to Trill." 

 He heard the muffled response, coming through the front door as it shut behind him. 

 

*** 

  

 Trill lived in an older and wealthier part of the city where houses blend into one another 

and that could only be told apart by the color of their paint and the brass numbers over the door. 

His house had a wrought iron gate, a front walk, and even a bit of a yard. 



 Lewis tried the door. It was locked. The window curtain lifted briefly and then fell. The 

deadbolt clicked and Trill's face appeared in the gap of the door. 

 "You can never be too careful," Trill said. "It might have been one of the Nine at my 

door." 

 Once upon a dreary autumn, they had run and hid and spent hours in the city park. 

Pretending to hide from dark riders who hunted them. And when they were tired, they took their 

allowance to a corner shop and gorged on candy. Those were good days. 

 "So?" said Trill, opening the door all the way. "What's up?" 

 Lewis barged in, swinging his backpack off. "You'll never believe what happened to me 

after you left the warehouse." 

 "Actually, I probably would. I'm gullible and trusting like that." 

 "You're the only one." 

 "Good thing you came to me, then. So?" 

 Lewis unzipped his backpack, pulled Athena out, and set her on the seat of a nearby 

chair. "When will your mom be back?" 

 "I dunno, a couple hours. What's that?" 

 "No idea. But let me tell you how I found it." 

 

*** 

 

 Twenty minutes later, all Lewis could see of his friend was a pair of eyes and a nose 

poking out from a blanket. As the tale concluded, Trill reached out a single finger and pulled the 

edge of his cocoon down so that his mouth was exposed. 



 "So," he said, "that's why you're wearing that douchey thing on your wrist?" 

 Lewis nodded. "Geektopia. Ever heard of it?" 

 Trill shook his head. The blanket fell away, leaving a crazy frizz of statically charged hair 

behind. "Sounds like something we should know about, though. Like something we would have 

heard of." 

 Lewis took out his phone. "Maybe it's a shop. A new one. If that's the case, it must be 

nearby. In the city." 

 He navigated to the map function and typed Geektopia into the search bar. There was a 

single result; an establishment thousands of miles away that had no website or phone number. It 

was probably closed down. No dice there. 

 "Crap!" Trill said, suddenly launching off the couch. "The chicken!" 

 He ran off, feet sliding on the oiled hardwood floor. 

 "We're good!" he shouted after a moment. "Almost done, though... I should keep an eye 

on it." 

 Lewis stood up and stuffed Athena into his pack and then walked toward the kitchen. 

They could continue the discussion there. 

 "I can't believe you almost died, dude!" Trill called. "I guess we shouldn't go back to that 

warehouse next time." 

 "Probably not," said Lewis. "I wonder if I should tell the cops, or something." 

 Lewis was prepared to hear some wisecrack from his friend. But he was not prepared to 

hear the doorbell ring. It made him jump. 

 Trill's poked his head around the corner from the kitchen. 

 "Who's that?" he asked. 



 Lewis turned, craning his neck to see through the living room window. "How should I 

know? It's your house, you go see. I've already had enough stranger danger for one day." 

 "What if he followed you?" Trill stared wide-eyed at the front door, as though his death 

waited beyond it. 

 Lewis grinned. "Then we call the cops." 

 "Not funny." Trill came out of the kitchen, marching toward the door with a frying pan in 

his hands. "Just watch the chicken for me." 

 Lewis did no such thing. He stayed where he was, watching as his friend approached the 

window and lifted the curtain aside. 

 "Huh," he said, letting the curtain fall. "It's no vagrant. It's some weird guy in a suit. And 

I don't think he's alone." 

 Lewis rushed to join his friend, feeling a stab of fear. Was someone hurt? Had Trill's 

mom been in accident whilst out on her errands? 

 He looked through the window. 

 Weird, as it turned out, was the perfect word to describe the guy on the porch. For one 

thing, he was very short. Probably less than five feet tall. And very broad. He had huge hands 

and feet, thick arms, a barrel chest. Shoulders that could have supported an oak tree. His hair was 

neatly combed and his face clean shaven, but there was the shadow of a supremely dense beard. 

 Another figure stood on the sidewalk, facing away from the house but loitering too 

closely for comfort. He was tall and tanned bronze. His athletic arms were on full display in the 

gray tank top he wore. His hair had a messy, untamed appearance of dreadlocks recently 

chopped away. 

 "The other guy is definitely with him," said Lewis, backing away from the window. 



 "Who are they?" 

 The doorbell rang again. Trill jumped onto the couch and wrapped the blanket around 

himself again. 

 "Hellooooo?" a gruff voice called through the door. "Anyone home? Anyone at all? Not a 

cat or a dog or a forgotten child? Hello!" 

 There was a banging as the short man drummed his huge hand on the door. 

 Through the curtain, Lewis perceived an approaching silhouette. The iron gate squeaked 

and leaves crunched as the tall man joined his fellow at the door. 

 "Let us leave, friend," came a second voice. "No one's at home. Perhaps it's not even the 

right place at all." 

 For the second time that day curiosity won over fear. Leo took another peek outside. 

 His eyes met those of the tall man. 

 Lewis drew a sharp breath and stepped backward. 

 "Let me try," the tall man said. Then there came a light rapping at the door. A gentle 

entreaty. 

 "Hello," the tall man spoke. "We're here on important but peaceful business. We are two 

kindred souls of yours, Earthen friends, and we would very much like to come in and speak to 

you about what you've found." 

 "Kindred spirits," Lewis said. "Geeks." 

 "They probably saw us filming at the warehouse," whispered Trill. "But I doubt they're 

geeks. Did you see that guy on the sidewalk? He looks like a Greek god! No way he's into role 

playing." 

 But maybe he wasn't playing a role at all. 



 "About what you've found," Lewis repeated. 

 He stepped over to the door and raised his voice. 

 "What is it, then? What have we found?" 

 The gruff voice answered. "A wee little ball, full of magical delights. Tell me I'm 

wrong!" 

 A hint of an accent struggled to come through. It reminded Lewis of the voices put on by 

renaissance festival workers. 

 "You're not wrong," said Lewis. "Do... do you have one too?" 

 "We did. But I won't say any more until you let us in." 

 There was some quiet muttering. 

 "Oh, fine!" said the gruff voice. "One last thing. To convince you." 

 "Let's hear it," said Lewis. 

 "You have found yourself in the middle of something big. A journey of ages, for the ages. 

One that people have been trying to solve for a long time. One that my father, who before me, 

embarked upon but never came close to completing. But we are here on Earth, no and the end of 

the journey is close at hand. That is, if that funny ball of yours still has power. If not... Well, 

then, the journey is doomed." 

 Lewis thought hard for a minute. Then he opened the door. Trill squealed and burrowed 

further into his blanket. 

 "Ah!" said the short man, strutting through the door. He came up to Lewis's shoulder. 

"Smells like chicken!" 

 The tall man followed, scanning the room with kind and approving eyes. 

 "A lovely home," he said. "Is it yours?" 



 Lewis shook his head, pointing at the couch. 

 "Come out, child," said the short man. "Don't you know a friend when you see one? 

Perhaps if I still had my beard..." 

 He rubbed his chin, raising an eyebrow as he peered around the room. 

 "It's nothing on the old drinking hall," he said. "But it'll do. Where's the kitchen? I think 

that chicken smells just about done." 

 That was enough to get Trill to come out. He threw the blanket away, climbed over the 

back of the couch, and ran down the hall. 

 "That way, then," said the short man as he followed.  

 The tall man waved an arm at Lewis. "After you." 

 In the kitchen, the short man was already raiding the fridge. He pulled out a block of 

cheese, a jar of pickles and a can of beer, and then sat at the table with his array of snacks spread 

before him.   

 Trill was at the stove, making a very slow and deliberate show of removing the chicken 

from the oven. Pretending that neither of the two mystery guests were there. 

 "So," said the short man, biting a hunk straight from the block of cheese. "Where is it, 

then?" 

 Lewis set his pack down and drew Athena from it. He set her on a placemat in the center 

of the table. Having unauthorized guests was bad enough without scratching the finish. 

 The short man made a sound of awe. He clapped his stout hands together, giggling like a 

child. 

 "Tell me," said the tall man, sweeping over to the table in one long stride. "Please tell me 

that it has power." 



 "It does," said Lewis. "It's just in rest mode. It had ten percent earlier." 

 "Phew!" The short man wiped imaginary sweat from his forehead. "That should be 

enough to get us there." 

 "Get us where?" asked Lewis. 

 The tall man drew a chair out and sat. He pointed at Lewis's wrist. 

 "Geektopia?" Lewis asked. 

 “Yes.” The two dinner guests pointed to their own wrists. They were wearing their own 

form of wristband. The tall man’s resembled beads of a silvery metal etched with tiny symbols of 

some sci-fi language. The short man's was made of polished stone and bore carved runes. 

 "We got them the same way you did," said the tall man. "Now that we know we have not 

made a mistake by coming here, we can be introduced. My name is Krono. I used to work for a 

scientific collective known as Far Horizon. My collective was tasked with the exploration of new 

worlds. I was on leave on my home world when one of these orbs arrived there, seeking me out. 

At first I thought it was a recruitment drive for some other organization. Little did I know it 

would lead me not only to new worlds but to new universes. And now I am here." 

 Lewis was entranced. Of course they were only actors, here to sell a brand or simply to 

have fun, but he found himself buying in completely. 

 "And I," said the short man, cracking open his beer and taking a swallow, "am Regnus, 

son of... Ah, forget naming schemes! It suffices to say, I am Regnus, but you can just call me 

Reggie. And in case you couldn't tell, I am a dwarf. I don't blame you if you couldn't. A dwarf 

without his beard is... Is..." 

 "Like a cat without a tail," said Krono. 



 "That's a good one!" Reggie snapped his fingers. "I knew I kept you around for a reason. 

Old Krono is a lot smarter than me." 

 "You're the old one," Krono said. 

 "Don't remind me. Anyway, I'm a dwarf. My father, you know, he was a writer. A writer 

and inventor of stories. A dweller in fantasy. A strange sort of thing for a dwarf, in those days. 

And it was the reason the ball sought him out. You see, it only looks for the fringe sort of people. 

Those who spend as much time in created worlds as they do in real ones. Because that is where it 

wants to take us, you see. To a created world! This Geektopia..." 

 "Where is it?" Lewis asked. "What is it?" 

 "A wondrous place, I'm sure," said Krono. "But no one knows for certain. Because no 

one has reached it before. As for where it is... Well, that is a relative question. If I told you it was 

in a different universe, you might surmise that its exact location in that universe doesn't matter. 

Not to us. Because the only way to reach it is to take a portal directly to it." 

 "Ask him again, laddy," said Reggie, dipping his fingers into the pickle jar. "He's getting 

there." 

 "Okay," said Lewis. "Where is Geektopia?" 

 "Here," said Krono. "In this very city. This is where the portal stands." 

 "Hold on," Trill finally said, turning to face them. "Hold on just a second. This is cool 

and all…really cool, but you can't just come into my house!" 

 "Why not?" Krono asked. "We are friends. The door was opened to us." 

 "He opened the door," said Trill, pointing. "He doesn't even live here." 

 "Oh?" Krono looked at Lewis, calmly curious. 



 "We're friends," Trill explained. "Actual friends, you know? Like, we spent our whole 

lives together. Going over to each other's houses for sleepovers. That kind of thing." 

 "Sleepovers?" asked Krono, sitting straight in his chair, the picture of a model student. 

 "When you spend the night at your friend's house. His home. And do fun stuff together." 

 "Reggie and I, too, have engaged in sleepovers," Krono replied. 

 Reggie coughed, pounding his chest with a huge fist. "Wait just a minute! That wasn't a 

matter of choice. When one is on a dangerous quest, one does well to stick close to whatever ally 

he can find." 

 "Allies," Krono said. "Where I hail from, that is a synonym for 'friend.'" 

 "Fine, we're friends, you big, brown beanpole you. But I'll do you one better. We're not 

just friends. We're a fellowship." 

 "A fellowship," Lewis said, "of the wristband." 

 He lifted his arm. Krono and Reggie followed suit. 

 Trill wandered over, peering innocently between the three unique bracelets. 

 "Is there one for me?" he asked. 

 Those of the fellowship were saved from finding a way to let the kid down easy, because 

Athena suddenly hummed to life and blossomed open. This time she showed a multifaceted 

crystal, poised delicately at the top of a golden cone. 

 "I haven't seen such a thing in an age," said Reggie. "Or what feels like one." 

 "What's she doing?" Lewis asked. 

 "Just watch, laddy." 

 Light shone from within Athena, splitting as it passed through the crystal and forming an 

image that floated in the air. It was of a brick wall, and a dented old sign affixed to it. All 



symbols on the sign were blurred but for the number 2. It jumped out at their eyes in perfect 

focus. 

 "Wait a second," said Lewis. "I think I might know that sign." 

 "There are many like it in the cities of Earth," said Krono. "This orb merely scanned the 

first one it found. The sign is not important. The number is what we are after." 

 He reached into his pocket and took out a strange device. It looked like a futuristic 

glucose monitor. He rotated his arm, revealing a tattoo of three numbers on his forearm. It read 

796. Pressing the sharp tip at the bottom of the device to the empty space after the 6, Krono 

pressed a button. Immediately the number 2 was burned into his skin. A puff of smoke burst 

from his forearm and floated off to blend in with the smell of roast chicken. 

 "That's it," said Krono, putting the device away. "The four-part combination is complete." 

 "What's it for, a locker?" asked Trill. "Can't you just guess?" 

 "An inaccurate input might lock the portal down forever," said Krono. "It would be ill-

advised." 

 On the table, Athena closed up and showed her multicolored eye again, the one for 

talking. 

 You've done well to make it this far, she said. The way to Geektopia stands open to you. I 

will now enter rest mode. Good luck. 

 She shut off, leaving the kitchen utterly silent. 

 Reggie picked Athena up and turned her around in his hands. 

 "Is that all?" he asked. "Is there nothing more?" 

 "Patience, my friend," Krono said. "We know the portal is in this city, or else the orb 

would not have been here. Our field has never been narrower." 



 "Narrower than a city of millions of people?" Reggie scoffed. "These two boys here 

would die of old age before we ever found it." 

 "We have to trust in the hunt. We have to trust in whatever force it was that brought us 

this far. And it is no longer just the two of us." 

 In unison, the eyes of Reggie and Krono fell on Lewis. He stood there, small and scrawny 

in his sweater and jeans, still wearing his fake elf ears. 

 He no longer believed this was only a publicity stunt, an advertising campaign that was 

getting out of hand. No; it was real. Whatever Geektopia was, it had to be worth finding. 

 "Is this it, then?" he asked. "Are we a team?" 

 "The fact the orb gave one of the wristbands to you says it all," Krono added. "You are 

one of us." 

 "What about me?" asked Trill, still wearing his oven mitts. 

 "Your place is here," Krono told him. "Perhaps there will be a time when you can 

accompany us. But it is not now." 

 Trill shrugged. "Have fun, then. I'll just be here like a dumb loser." 

  

 The fellowship of the bracelet left Trill's house and headed down the sidewalk in silence. 

When Lewis finally asked what would come next, Reggie shrugged and harrumphed. Krono 

sighed, staring up at the gloomy sky. 

 "Find dinner," he said. "Retire to our places of solitude for a good, long think. There are 

seemingly no clues to help us find the portal from here. But I'm sure they exist. We just need to 

be patient." 



 "I've been patient," Reggie grunted. "Oh, I've been patient. And so was my daddy. He 

died on this quest, you know, and gave me the bracelet. He said to me, 'son, if it's the last thing 

you do, you have to find this place.' And I vowed that I would. My father died as the local fool, a 

crazy man who saw clues everywhere and who often disappeared for long periods of time. When 

he said he had been to different worlds, no one believed him." 

 "Reggie," said Lewis. 

 "Yes, lad?" 

 "Can you get back home? Is there a way?" 

 "Aye. I would have to retrace my steps, but I could get there. But I won't. Not until this 

journey is ended." 

 "It will be in our lifetimes," said Krono. "I promise you that." 

 

*** 

  

 With the vow that they would meet the following evening outside Trill's house, the 

fellowship parted ways to do their thinking. 

 Back at home, Lewis gave a predictable explanation to his parents for his long absence; 

Trill and he got caught up role-playing. Only this time, it was a lie! He didn't tell his parents, 

however, that he might soon disappear for an even greater duration. 

 "What are you doing tomorrow?" his father asked as Lewis ate a late dinner on the couch. 

 Lewis was ready with an answer. 

 "There's this scavenger hunt thing," he said. "Trill and I are going to try it out. It goes all 

over the city. Should be fun." 



 "You'll be together the whole time?" asked his mother. 

 "Yeah, mom." 

 "And you'll stay safe?" 

 "Of course." 

 "And it won't take you into any... dangerous areas?" 

 Lewis hurriedly stuck his hands under his legs, hiding the scrapes and bruises from his 

run-in with the vagrant. 

 "I doubt it, mom," he said. "It's being set up by this comic shop. It's a bunch of nerds who 

want to be able to wear their costumes without getting picked on. We'll probably spend half our 

time at the park." 

 

*** 

 

 Somewhere between the blurred dreams and panicked waking moments, Lewis rolled 

onto his side and realized the sun was rising. 

 He wasn't hungry, but he forced himself to eat. He couldn't tell whether he was excited, 

terrified, or just nervous. Part of him still thought he was being tricked. That maybe Krono and 

Reggie were human traffickers who specialized in young boys. But if they were telling the truth, 

if this whole thing was real... 

 It was a chance to be a part of something just as big as the epic stories he immersed 

himself in daily.  

 

*** 



 

 While Lewis trotted along the familiar and not-so-familiar streets and alleyways of his 

city, he thought about how Reggie and Krono were doing the same. Were they together? Had 

they found anything? Did they have a plan? 

 Lewis did. He had come up with it last night as he tossed and turned. 

 7962. That was the combination on Krono's arm. 

 Here in the city there was a 7th street. And a 9th, a 6th, and a 2nd. Maybe there was 

something to it. 

 When he was out of eyeshot of home, he sat on a bench and looked at the map on his 

phone. 

 The numbered streets ran parallel to each other. They jogged and curved but never 

touched. The secret, then, must lie in the connections between them. 

 He found 7th Street on the GPS and scanned around with no idea of what he was looking 

for. Suddenly he felt a hunch.  

 There was a road that connected to 7th Street called Victoria Drive. And there was a 

sandwich shop at the intersection called Kronos Subs. 

 Coincidence? Probably. But with nothing else to go on, it was worth a shot. 

 

*** 

  

 He reached Kronos subs an hour later with twitchy legs and sweaty armpits. It was a 

perfectly ordinary place, complete with corny Greek decorations. No clues here that he could 

see. So he headed up Victoria Drive. It eventually led to 9th. A few blocks over, there was 



another intersecting road called Reginald Avenue. Also, probably a coincidence. But if you took 

enough coincidences and stacked them up, you might get a delicious sandwich. Or something 

like that. 

 Lewis walked down Reginald, pausing here and there to scout out potential clues but 

found nothing. Reginald was a quiet road, full of little cafes and bookshops. The kind of street he 

could ordinarily spend a whole day on. But he needed to get to 6th. 

 It took a very long time to connect to the next piece of the puzzle. He was surprised that 

his own name came into play. 

 There at the intersection of 6th Street and Semlin, near a gas station, was a little election 

sign. It read: LEWISPOLD NEDRY FOR COMMISSIONER. Nedry, of course, being an 

anagram for nerdy. It seemed too ridiculous to be real. But Lewis followed it anyway, continuing 

south on Semlin. 

 And just when his was running out of energy and shivering from the constant drizzle, he 

reached 2nd Street. It was time to put the hunt on pause He ducked into a gas station for a hot dog 

and a cup of cocoa. But there was nowhere to stand and eat, so he went across the street and 

stood in the vestibule of a cramped apartment building. 

 With his stamina regained, he pressed onward. The rain soon grew torrential and the wind 

became a shrieking gale. He was forced to take the cloak from his backpack and use it as a 

windbreaker. And still he pressed on, feeling further from home than ever before. Feeling alone 

but unable to turn back. 

 

*** 

  



 There seemed to be nothing here on 2nd Street. Nothing at all. 

 But he kept going. 

 The rain eventually subsided. The sun came out and a soft mist of steam enveloped 

everything. In the span of an hour, the wet, cold, soggy city was transformed into a world of 

warmth and rainbows. People started jogging by in shorts and tank tops. The cloak soon became 

too hot; Lewis tucked it away again. 

 Now that he could safely take out his phone without it getting soaked, he sent a text to 

Trill. 

 Have you seen Reggie or Krono? Did you tell your parents? 

 The reply came a minute later. 

 No and no. Please don't get yourself killed. I don't want to have to make these videos on 

my own. The editing is hard enough already. 

 I'll be fine. 

 Where are you? 

 Lewis looked around. 

 Corner of 2nd and Commercial, he typed. There's a coffee shop here called Gordon's. 

 Just like my middle name! came the answer. 

 Lewis stopped walking and stared at his phone. He thought back, searching his memory. 

And he found that it was true. Trill's middle name was indeed Gordon. He kept typing.  

 Trill, you should come over here. I think you might be in the fellowship after all. Or at 

least an honorary member. 

 He put his phone away. He felt he was getting close. 

 



*** 

  

 As Lewis made his way along Commercial Drive, he realized he was in familiar territory. 

The buildings there were old but operational. But the further he went, the more rundown some of 

them became. 

 His heart recognized the warehouse before he did. It fluttered at the sight, reminding him 

of his frightful experience with the vagrant. He stayed on the opposite side of the street from it, 

comfortable in the shadows of a bus stop. 

 He wasn't going back into that warehouse alone. He sent another text to Trill, an update 

on his position. 

 It was best to sit tight and wait for backup. If only Reggie and Krono had given him 

contact information. If this was his book, Lewis would have at least given the main character a 

way to summon his fellowship.  

 Come on, Lewis, he thought. Do you really think you're the main character? 

 Yes, he did. At least the main character of this part of the story. The one where the idiot 

tries to be brave and becomes dead.  

 He thought of the wristband. If it had the power, when combined with its fellows, to open 

Athena and have her disperse the final digit of the combination, it must have other powers as 

well. 

 Lewis searched it with his fingers, squeezing, pressing, twisting, even giving it verbal 

commands. At one point it almost seemed like it buzzed, in response to some command, but he 

couldn't be sure. Ever since the advent of smartphones, people all over the world were feeling 

phantom buzzes a dozen times a day.  



 If there was a way to hail his fellowship, he wasn't going to find it so easily. If only there 

was a horn to blow or a beacon to light. 

 Well, there was no use just standing here. He might as well scope things out. 

 He ran across the street between wave of traffic and peered at the abandoned warehouse 

from behind a wall. He was far away enough that if the vagrant appeared, escape would be easy. 

 Suddenly, the image of the sign flashed into his mind. The one Athena had showed them, 

with everything but the number 2 out of focus. It had been on a red brick wall. The sign itself 

was rusted at the edges, full of divots and fading letters.  

 There was something so unique about the concentration of old buildings in this particular 

street. Maybe it was worth looking around, that is while he waited for Trill to arrive. 

 He turned his head and looked at the brick wall  The grout was disintegrating, and 

creepers of ivy were slowly turning the brick itself to dust. It was the old theater, with the ghost 

of a marquee, the dark, yawning mouth where a welcoming entrance had been. He was standing 

at the old ticket booth which was not completely abandoned. 

 Lewis went over, peering into the entrance of the theater. He took a tentative step inside. 

 Old posters peeled from the wall in moldy tatters. The concession stand was falling apart, 

covered in fungus. The once lush flooring was turning to soil. 

 Lewis's nerves got the best of him. He stepped back out into the sunshine, shivering from 

something other than fear. 

 He saw the sign. The exact sign Athena had shown. It declared the max occupancy of the 

lobby. The fasteners that anchored it to the brick were nearly gone; one more year and the sign 

would likely plummet to the earth, never to be read again. 



  The portal was here. Lewis knew it with absolute certainty, as strong as that of instinct. 

He sent Trill a quick text and stepped inside again. 

 A graveyard. A dead and ancient place. It was cold here. Stepping through dank shadows, 

crushing the decayed ruins of the past under his feet, Lewis felt utterly alone. 

 Where could the portal be? In one of the auditoriums maybe? 

 He headed down a hall, chose a door at random, and stepped through. 

 After walking down a short stretch of hall by the light of his phone, he entered a vast, 

dark cavern. Rows of empty seats were here to greet him. He could almost hear the room sigh in 

relief, its endless loneliness finally abated. 

 There were also signs that others had been here before. Plastic bags and Liquor bottles 

were strewn everywhere. He saw the sooty remains of a campfire on a metal lid of a garbage can. 

Piles of garbage lay everywhere. 

 It was not the type of place Lewis would ordinarily enter and much less stay. This was a 

lost place, a fallen place, a dark and dangerous place. But he was steeled by the knowledge that 

this was his destiny. He had been led here by some force greater than himself. He must find the 

portal. 

 As he left the auditorium, his foot struck an old mop bucket and sent it banging and 

bouncing across the hall. 

 If he hadn't stopped to rub the injured toes, he never would have heard the vagrant 

creeping through the debris. 

 It was a quiet slinking and slithering sound that was almost too faint to hear. Lewis 

couldn't tell how close the vagrant was. 

 Lewis retreated into the dark of the auditorium, waiting around the corner. 



 Someone had moved the mop bucket. He heard the unmistakable drumming of fingers on 

hollow plastic. 

 "Someone's close," a quiet voice said. It was the voice of a madman, devoid of all human 

inflection. "Where did he go? Where did he take it? I must get back..."  

 The vagrant moved further along the hall. Just when Lewis decided the coast was clear, 

the vagrant came back and started messing with the bucket again. He was pacing. Hunting. 

 He was also weeping. The vagrant sobbed into the dead quiet of the theater, mourning his 

loss. The loss of Athena. For a moment, Lewis felt tempted to give her back. But he didn't have 

the orb with him. She was at home. 

 Lewis's phone rang. The vagrant stopped crying. For a moment everything was still and 

silent. Other than Lewis's arm, as he desperately tried to turn his phone off. 

 Too late. The vagrant was wildly sprinting towards him. he crashed through the discarded 

remnants of a bygone era. Probably tripping over them, falling and scrambling back to his feet in 

his mad dash. 

 Lewis moved silently on his toes and ran. He felt the the fetid air of this dead place lash 

his face, a wind generated by his own speed. He turned, grabbed a handrail, and dashed up a set 

of stairs. 

 He hit the floor and crawled under the seats. He kept crawling, slowly, trying to get as far 

from where he came in as possible. 

 The vagrant made not attempt to be stealth. He padded into the room like he owned it 

with his bare feet slapping the floor. He breathed loudly like aa man full of rage. 

 "Where are you?" the vagrant suddenly screamed. "Where have you taken it? I need to 

get back!" 



 He came up the stairs, kicking seats and throwing garbage around. Lewis stopped 

moving, ducking his head. 

 A light was glowing from his pocket. His phone!  He tried to turn it off but answered the 

call instead.  

 The vagrant abruptly stopped. The only sound was that of his phlegmatic breathing. 

 "I see you," he said. 

 Lewis looked back, down the row of seats he had hidden under. At the end of the row, he 

saw the sunken eyes of the vagrant staring at him. 

 "I don't have it," Lewis called. "She didn't want me to take her either. She flew away. I 

don't know where she is." 

 "Liar!" the vagrant screeched. He threw himself to the floor and started crawling toward 

Lewis with almost supernatural speed. "She gave you one, didn't she? I couldn't get it because I 

already had mine. Give it to me!"  

 Lewis rolled to the side. He struck a ledge of the auditorium where the seat raised to the 

next level. He turned the other way and pulled himself up by a crusty cushion and vaulted over 

the lower row of seating.  

 A few fingers grazed his ankle, scrambling for a hold. 

 It was enough to throw off his jump. He faceplanted into the cushions with his legs still in 

the air. He kicked them violently to fight off the seeking hands of the vagrant. At the same time, 

he twisted his head to protect his neck for the next maneuver. He then rolled forward, 

somersaulting off the seats. His feet hit the floor hard, setting a sting in his ankles. 

 He stood quickly and drew a retractable plastic light saber from his belt the kind that 

lights up at the press of a button, just in time to intercept the vagrant's reaching arm. He swatted 



it aside with the flat of the wooden blade, then gave the man a thump on the shoulder for good 

measure. 

 "I'll hurt you!" Lewis shouted. "Stop chasing me!" 

 The vagrant fell onto the seat behind him, rubbing his shoulder with wounded eyes. For a 

moment he almost looked sane, like someone who has spent a month lost in the woods rather 

than years in the fell places of the city. 

 For a moment, Lewis saw the sad old man beneath the insanity. He looked almost wise, 

like a friendly grandfather. 

 "Stop," Lewis said again. "Please. I don't want to hurt you, but I will." 

 The vagrant's unfocused eyes now settled on Lewis. They filled with tears. 

 "My boy," he said softly. "There is no hurting here. No pain or suffering of any kind. But 

wait..." He looked around. "Where am I?" 

 Any other day, Lewis would have said "the old theater on Commercial." But in light of 

recent events, he decided a broader reply was needed. 

 "Earth," he said.  

 "Earth?" The vagrant lifted his arm and stared at a grimy old chain of silver that circled 

his wrist. "Is that where I am? But I had thought..." 

 "That you would have reached Geektopia by now," said Lewis. He reached into his 

pocket, pulled out his phone, and saw the word MOM on the screen in big letters. He winced and 

hung up. "That's going to be hard to explain."  

 "What is?" asked the old man. 



 Lewis shook his head. "Nothing. But I'm looking for Geektopia as well. I have a few 

friends who should be getting here soon. I think the portal is really close by. Probably in this 

building. Do you remember what happened to you?" 

 The old man hung his head. "Too many worlds. Too many portals. Too much for the 

mind to handle. I forgot the way home. I was stranded here."  

 "But you found the orb," said Lewis. 

 "After many years of searching. Yes, I found the orb. They are on every world, you 

know. Every world where intelligent beings exist. They search for those worthy of the quest." 

 "Look," said Trill, sticking out his wrist. "It gave me this."  

 The old man made a sound of wonder, reaching out to touch the wristband with gentle 

fingers. 

 "And then I met Reggie and Krono," Lewis added. "We got the orb to open. And it told 

us the last thing we needed to know. Everything's OK now. We've almost found-" 

 The old man suddenly gripped Lewis's wrist tightly. His eyes turned from sad and lost, 

and became greedy and vile. He bared his gray teeth in a grimace of anger and pain, pulling hard 

on Lewis's arm. 

 "It's mine," he shrieked, grabbing hold of the wristband. 

 Lewis slammed his plastic energy sword into the side of the vagrant's head. The old man 

reeled from the blow, and shed blood from a long gash on his eyebrow. His grip didn't loosen. 

 "Help!" Lewis screamed. "Help!" 

 The vagrant got to his feet, uncoiling to an impressive height that was exaggerated by his 

extreme thinness. 

 "No help," he whispered. "No help for thieves." 



 There was a change in the room. It was an increase in air pressure, a sharp smell of 

ozone, a flash bright enough to sting the eyes. A beam of light struck the vagrant in the chest and 

then disappeared.  

 Then a swirling vortex of wind sucked Lewis up and threw him like a rag doll over the 

auditorium. His head was spinning, his vision washed out in the after-image of the flash. But in a 

moment he saw Athena, floating in the air near the movie screen. Perfectly stable, perfectly 

motionless. 

 Then she dropped to the floor, sending up a cloud of dust. Her battery drained in that 

final burst of power. 

 "Athena!" Lewis cried, flopping off the seat and onto his feet. He ran to where he had 

seen her fall, searched through the garbage until he found her. She was already going cold. There 

was no hum from her at all. 

 He didn't know how long he sat there. Eventually, he heard a familiar voice drifting 

through the theater. 

 Trill stood near the entrance covered from head to toe in nerd gear. He used the night 

vision function on his camera to find his way around. 

 "Lewis!" he called, breaking out into a grin as he ran to his friend. 

 "She saved me," Lewis said quietly, holding out the tiny orb. 

 "That thing?" said Trill, shaking his head. "It's not a 'she', dude, you just decided to call it 

that. It was just a machine." 

 "She saved me," said Lewis. "She decided I was worthy. She wanted me to find 

Geektopia." 

 Trill stuck out a hand. Lewis grabbed it and got to his feet. 



 "And so we will," said Trill. 

 "I should call my mom." 

 "She already called me, freaking out. I told her we were just getting into some role 

playing. She bought it." 

 "It doesn't feel right." 

 "What choice do we have? Should I have told her we were looking for some place called 

Geektopia?" 

 Lewis shrugged. "She probably would have believed it." 

 A groan sounded out, echoing from somewhere in the seat rows. 

 "We should go before he wakes up," said Lewis. "Have you seen Reggie and Krono?" 

 "I did, actually. They're scoping out that warehouse, where you almost died the first time. 

Not sure how they knew to come here. It's not like they have phones." 

 "We should go get them," said Lewis. "I think the portal's right here in this building." 

  

*** 

 

 "Of course," Krono said, touching the edge of the sign. "It would make sense to place the 

portal in an abandoned building. Such places generate many claims of strange happenings, but 

none are taken seriously." 

 "Hold on, sonny," Reggie said, sifting through debris near the concession stand. "We 

don't even know what this portal's going to look like. It could be very well hidden." 



 Krono nodded. "Then we shall start looking. We'll split into groups of two. Trill and I 

will go one way, Lewis and Reggie another. Lewis, you told us that our enemy was struck by a 

beam of light from the orb?"  

 Lewis nodded. 

 "Then he should be rendered immobile for several hours. There's no need to worry about 

him now. Let's begin." 

 

*** 

 

 The search began and it continued for several long hours. More rain came, and it was 

now easy to see how so much of the inside of the theater was rotting away. There were a million 

leaks. And navigating the place soon became a slow hike through a forest of dirty water streams 

that ran from the ceiling. 

 "I've had enough of this damn place," Reggie said, as he and Lewis scoped out yet 

another bathroom. "All the wet and cold. Reminds me of the mines where my cousin died. Brr! 

I'll tell you, I could use a cup of morning brew just about now. Scalding hot, just the way old 

Durnan used to like it. What do you have there, laddy?" 

 There was an old news clipping on the floor. Lewis slowly moved closer, dodging debris 

that threatened to twist his ankle, trying to get a better look. As the headline came clear to him, 

he read it aloud. 

 "Geektopia to open right on schedule..." 

 "Say what, now?" asked Reggie. "You aren't going soft in the head on me, are you?" 

 "No." Lewis picked up the clipping. "It's right here. But I can't make out the rest." 



 But Reggie wasn't looking. He had his hand on top of his head and was doing a little 

dance of excitement, pointing at the floor. There was something there, under where the news 

clipping had been. A little hatch. 

 "You open it," said Lewis. "You've been waiting a lot longer." 

 "My pleasure!" Reggie sank to his knees, crawled over, and pulled the hatch open. 

 There was a black surface beneath it. Pristine, free of smudges and dust. In that surface 

were four indentations. Three of them were long, skinny rectangles. And the fourth was a 

squatter, wider rectangle with a corner missing.  

 "What do you make of it?" asked Reggie. "Is this where we put the numbers?" 

 Lewis shook his head. "I don't think so. I think it's just step one of a multipart 

authentication process. Or maybe step two, or even three. Who knows how many steps we've 

already gone through?" 

 "But we already know we're supposed to be here," Reggie grunted. "It was on all the 

street signs, for Pete's sake. Excuse the language." 

 "Language?" asked Lewis. 

 "I won't say it again laddy. It's too much for your young ears." 

 "Reggie, if you don't mind me asking, how long have you been on Earth?" 

 "Not long. But long enough to understand the local fashion. And to pick up a few 

expletives." 

 "Right. Anyway, I'm pretty sure these are just slots, and we're supposed to put something 

in them. Like... this." 

 He pulled off his wristband, folding the opposing sides together and inserting it into the 

first slot. 



 "But that's all wrong," said Reggie. He took off his own wristband, removed Lewis's, and 

replaced it with his. "I was first. And Krono joined me later. That means you are in the third 

spot." He moved the blue wristband over and put it in. 

 "Good thinking," said Lewis. "Now we just need Krono." 

 Reggie stood up and ran for the door, his heavy footfalls nearly bringing the roof down. 

 "Krono!" he roared into the silence of the building at the top of his lungs. "Up here!" 

 It did the trick. Krono and Trill arrived a minute later, dirty and sweaty and obviously 

excited to see what their friends had found. 

 Krono keyed in right away, as soon as he saw the slots. He removed his own wristband 

and placed it between the other two. 

 "There they are," he said. "But what about this fourth spot?" 

 Reggie stared down at it, scratching his stubbly chin. "Maybe that's where we put a 

delicious cracker."  

“Don’t be an idiot Reggie!” Fired Kronos. 

 "But it's fun," Reggie replied. 

 Lewis stared at the fourth slot, concentrating. He expected an answer to jump into his 

mind, the way it always did in movies. But nothing came. 

 "Ah, crap," Trill suddenly said. 

 Everyone looked at him, their faces hopeful. 

 Trill switched his camera off, opened a little slot in the side, and pulled out an SD card. 

 "I guess they don't want me filming in there," he said. 

 Krono smiled. Reggie ran over to Trill and gave him a hug. 

 "Genius!" the dwarf said. "We never would have figured that out." 



 "But Trill's part of the fellowship," Lewis said with a smile. "He was always meant to be 

here." 

 The SD card was put into position. The black surface slid away, smoothly and 

soundlessly as though by magnetic levitation. There was a keypad beneath it. 

 "Everyone stand aside," said Krono. "I've got this one." 

 He lifted his arm into the meager light of Lewis's phone, showing off  the tattoo on his 

muscly and vein-ridden arm. Krono tapped in the code. Very slowly, very deliberately. 

 As soon as the last number was pressed, the theater disappeared. 

 They were still there on the bathroom floor. But the walls had gone, and the world, and 

everything apart from the one circle of dirty tile they occupied. There was nothing but dark all 

around them.   

 When Lewis tried to speak, he determined that he could not. Then he realized he couldn't 

move. None of the other three were moving either. After a minute, he felt the first pulse of 

movement at the back of his tongue. The first flex of muscle that would lead to a syllable. The 

signal to speak, sent from his brain, had only just now reached his mouth.  

 Other than thought, everything moved in slow motion. 

 And then the world that had torn away from all around them, was stitched back together 

again. It gathered out of nothingness in bits and pieces, building itself before Lewis's eyes until 

the room was complete. Only they were no longer in the bathroom. They were floating several 

inches above a new floor. They were not on Earth.  

 And like that, time regained its usual speed. They fell, crashing into each other. Each one 

trying to regain comprehension. When Lewis dropped Athena to the floor, he remembered that 

he had been carrying her all this time. 



 They were in what seemed to be a metal box. There was a sourceless glow which 

suffused the space with warm light. The air was cool but stale. 

 "Is this Geektopia?" Trill asked. "Looks like an elevator." 

 "Perhaps it is, after a fashion," said Krono. "But it lifts you through the multiverse, rather 

than through floors of a building." 

 He stepped forward, as though he knew exactly what he was doing. Lewis supposed he 

did because he was from a technologically superior society. 

 The walls of the metal box began to tear apart. When the fissures were wide enough, 

Krono walked out. No one followed right away because they were too busy having their breath 

stolen. 

 They were situated in the middle of a marble promenade. It was about 150 feet wide and 

consisted of two lanes, each with medians between them. The sky was blue, the sun was warm 

and the weather was so perfect that it seemed artificial to the newcomers. Lewis had a notion that 

they were in a closed environment. A bubble. Or simply a world terraformed and customized to 

an exact specification. 

 In the distance and many kilometers away, lay a city that astounded Trill and Lewis. 

They could comprehend this city as much as a Neanderthal could understand a modern city. Here 

buildings rose to an astonishing height. Some of them spiraled around each other, forming a 

double helix. Other buildings stood in groups, with bridges running between them. Other 

buildings were loops, hollow squares, Y-shapes, W-shapes. And at the center of it all stood a 

gleaming white arcology that dwarfed even the tallest of its neighbors. Its terraces were 

overflowing with green. The unchecked growth of decades or longer. 



 Even here, Lewis saw, were signs of age and the lack of a human touch. The fountains 

were beautiful, but they were overflowing. Vines and creepers bled onto the sidewalk, trying to 

establish themselves on the smooth marble of the promenade. Grass was overgrown and going to 

seed.  

 And there was water in every direction. Other than the promenade, and the huge island 

which the city occupied, it seemed this entire world was ocean. 

 "Geektopia," Krono announced. "It rivals the greatest cities of my home galaxy. But I see 

no one." 

 "It's as my father said," Reggie replied. "The city was meant to open, to fill up with all 

the curated folk of the multiverse. Like us. But it never happened, because no one ever found a 

way in." 

 "Until now," said Trill. 

 "There's still a chance," said Krono. "This is a different universe. The flow of time is 

different, relative to where we've come from. Perhaps only a few years have passed here." 

 "Well, then." Reggie hiked up his pants. "Anyone fancy a nice, simple walk?" 

 Trill followed them. After a moment, Lewis fell in at the back of the group. But then he 

remembered Athena. She was created here, in Geektopia. Perhaps the city had the means to 

recharge her power source. He ran back to retrieve her from the portal box. 

 Just as he was bending over to grab her, his body seized. Then every muscle froze, 

refusing to move. It took him a moment to pierce the curtain of terror and realized he was simply 

experiencing the same slow-down effect as before. 

 But why? 



 A few painful moments later, Lewis's tongue began the first motion that would eventually 

lead to a call for help. 

 "Help!" were the first words that erupted from the paralysis. Lewis fell onto his hands 

over Athena. 

 Suddenly the vagrant's hands were on his neck and began choking him. 

This is why time stood still.  

 "Thief!" the vagrant said. "Give it to me! I have to get back now. Before it's too late. Give 

it back!" 

 Something struck the vagrant's head. A camera bag tumbled into view, shedding the 

shattered plastics and loose wires of a broken camera. The vagrant fell. 

 "Let's go!" Trill said, yanking Lewis to his feet. 

 They trotted out of the box together. 

 "Your camera," Lewis spluttered, rubbing his neck. 

 "Psh!" Trill waved his hand in a dismissive way. "We've got Geektopia, now." 

 "He'll just get back up." 

 "I'd like to see him try. He's not even part of the fellowship." 

  

 Reggie and Krono were far ahead. Trill and Lewis caught up to them an hour later, as 

they stood outside a gateway into the city.  

 "What is it?" Lewis asked. "A force field? Another portal?" 

  "Nothing," said Reggie. "We just wanted to wait for you. And to tell you the truth, I'm a 

bit scared to see what happens next." 



 "Then we'll go together," said Krono. "Four friends at the end of a journey. Four 

brothers." 

 They linked arms and stepped through the gate. 

 They entered a circular courtyard made of stone and grass where a gTrillt basin stood in 

the center. From this basin a gTrillt image was projected of a man dress in very gaudy clothing. 

He stood as though waiting for his picture to be taken. Suddenly, he seemed to notice he was 

being watched and smiled slyly down at the fellowship. 

 "Oh, hello," he said. "Don't bother replying just yet; I'm not truly here. And if you're 

watching this, it means two things. One, that you have reached Geektopia. Not only that, but you 

were the first to do so. Two, it means that I'm dead." He put up his hands. "Hooray!" 

 The four of the fellowship shared confused looks. 

 Up on the basin, the strange figure turned in a circle. When he was facing them again, he 

suddenly wore a beard and a hooded cloak. 

 "This is my true form," he announced. "You can't blame a lonely old man for having a bit 

of fun. Now, what I have said is true; if you are seeing this, I am dead. I have joined my 

ancestors, my brothers, my friends. I have joined them all. I know this because if I was alive, I 

would be here to greet you in person. But I recorded this greeting, just in case. And I waited to 

see the first of my new kin step through the gates." 

 He stared upward, eyes wet with tears. 

 "Because I have no one," he said in a thick voice, “no one now but the four of you. You 

are the first. You are part of a very select group. My Oringuard. The original guards of the city. 

Because it must be guarded, not by physical might but by creativity and intellect. I am dead, my 

friends, and that means the fate of the city is with you. 



 "But since I am the last of my kind, I suppose I ought to set down a brief picture of what 

has brought me here. This is not the world where I was born. It is not a world where anyone has 

been born. It is my world, built in secret in the midst of war. In the end, I fled from desolation 

and hid myself here. I could not save my people, no more than any of you could save yours if 

such a war came to pass on your planet. 

 "It was, at first, a war of ideals. No one seemed to agree on a set way to live. And 

everyone seemed to think everyone in the world ought to live by their way and no other. There 

were disagreements that turned to fights. Fights became political movements and political 

movements became world powers and changed the course of history. All this had happened 

before, in the distant past, but there had been no war in centuries. And now, at the height of our 

technological advancement..." 

 The figure motioned left and right, indicating its surroundings. 

 "...we were able to create endless peace. Limitless resources were within reach, if we ever 

grew bold enough to grab them. But instead we made weapons. Weapons to destroy a world. 

And they were used. Oh, they were used on a massive scale... Entire nations turned to dust. 

Oceans boiled away. Past, present and future wiped away, beyond any hope of redemption. It 

was only luck that my city wasn't among the first destroyed. I was able to escape. But I was 

alone. So I mourned my people, and then set out to find another. 

 "I found many beautiful worlds. And then I found Earth. And there I saw a terrible future 

ahead, similar to what my world had suffered. It was then that I realized that I couldn't keep my 

city hidden forever. My people are gone, but our technology survives. With it, all peoples can be 

saved. But I knew the nature of man. I didn't want just anyone coming here, not before I could 



put my guard in place. So I decided to make a game. Something that would draw only a specific 

sort of person. Any questions?" 

 The figure planted its hands on its hips and looked down at the fellowship expectantly. 

 "Wait," said Trill. "Didn't he say he was dead?" 

 "Oh, I am," said the figure. "But after I recorded that message you just heard, the funniest 

thing occurred to me. I could map my consciousness, transplant a copy of it onto the city. And 

now, here I am. It's not really me, but it's close enough." He looked around, tapping his chin. "It's 

just too bad that I've already died. I would have loved to see this day." 

 "What did you die of, oh great one?" Krono asked. 

 "Great one? First of all, my name is Amaranth. And I probably died of old age. Hold on. 

Let me access some files..." 

 He looked upward, blinking his eyes. 

 "Ah," he said. "I see that it's been... three hundred ninety-four thousand, six hundred and 

twelve years since I died. A very long wait for this poor empty city of mine." 

 "That long?" asked Reggie. "Who's been tending to the gardens and whatnot?" 

 "I have automated service personnel," said Amaranth. "They aren't much on landscaping, 

but they will help you around the city. They're lovely folk. I dare say their company has kept the 

real me from going utterly stir crazy. It's a lot easier when you're stored in a computer because as 

I perceive things, no time has passed at all. Who's that behind you?" 

 Lewis turned. The vagrant was stumbling up the promenade, face covered in blood. 

 Amaranth gasped. "Is that... it can't be!" 

 Reggie rushed toward the vagrant, putting out a hand. "Stop there! Don't come any 

closer." 



 "It's me!" said Amaranth. "I thought I was dead." 

 Lewis stared at the vagrant. Then at the hologram. There was a resemblance, under the 

layers of grime and blood. 

 "I don't understand," said the hologram. 

 "I do," the vagrant said. "To whoever knocked me on the head, thank you very much. It's 

sorted me out, at least for the time being. Although I'm not too fond of bleeding." 

 Reggie took the man's arm, walking him in through the gate. 

 "I should try and explain before I lose myself again," the real Amaranth said. "This 

world, you see, is set apart from all flows of time. When people come through, they can arrive 

whenever. Not in the past, mind you. I just mean that if you were to come through, and then your 

friend were to come through a year later, from your perspective, he might either arrive 

immediately after you, or long after you're dead. It's all decided by the city's central computation 

which is automated yet highly complex." 

 "So the city decided you ought to arrive right behind us," said Lewis. 

 "Correct. Because it knew it was me. If it had sensed an avoidable danger, it would have 

kept me waiting. But it knew I had to be here. Which brings me to the next thing. Some time ago, 

I can't remember when, I must have decided to leave the city. I suppose I was growing impatient. 

My people live a very long time, due to the heights of medicine we were able to achieve. It could 

have been a thousand years ago. 

 "Somewhere along the way I lost myself. My memory. Everything. And I think I know 

why. I escaped the weapons which destroyed my home world, but they left their mark on me. 

They have a lasting effect, similar to nuclear fallout. A sickness of the mind often manifests. But 



now that you are here to keep me in check, it is most likely treatable. If I can just get into the 

city. If I could just get out of this..." 

 He stopped talking and looked around. He seemed to see everything for the first time. 

 "But I'm here," he said. "You're here. My two friends from afar! You don't know me, but 

I know you. And my boys of Earth! What happened to my world will never happen to yours. I 

can guarantee that." 

 He turned, sweeping his arm to indicate the city beyond the place where they stood. As if 

in response to his gesture, a huge door opened at the far side of the room. The brilliant light of 

the city filtered in. And across a vast plaza, a fleet of flying machines raced to greet the first 

arrivals. There were little rockets, red, rounded and gleaming like a vision from the 1950s. There 

were zeppelins, hot air balloons, hover boards, hover bikes, flying cars, and many things that 

Lewis had never dreamed of. But someone had dreamed of them, once upon a time. Far, far 

away. 

 "It's all here," Amaranth said, marching forward with his arms spread wide. "The party 

has begun. All the wonders stand before your eyes. All your friends, old and new, will soon 

surround you. Let us go, into Geektopia!" 

 

 


