




Cubicle 619.


I’m an educated, intelligent human being. I’m part of one of the most evolved species on this planet. Still why do I feel so helpless.

 I was born on January 29th 1986 to Mary Ann Joseph in St. Mary’s maternity hospital. I was a healthy baby weighing 7 pounds. I learnt to walk at the age of 2. When I was 3 they put me in school. My pursuit for an education was afoot. They admitted me to The Bishop’s School. I passed out the tenth standard as an average student. I finished my secondary education well above average. Then I go to my parents. They tell me to pursue a degree in something I like. So I search within me. Finding what I would like to be. They tell me I’d like to be an engineer in electronics. I agree. So I join an eminent college and I do my degree. Four years later I pass out. I go back to my parents. They say that I should get employed amass a certain amount of wealth and start a family. Be just like them. So I find a job. I begin working. 





The beginning of change:

But then complacency creeps. It looms like a dark cloud over my head. I want to find another place. I don’t like what I’m becoming. I wake up every morning and go to my work place. I wear my white shirt. I put on my red tie. I wear my sports jacket and I drive my Nissan to work. I ride the elevator to the second floor; take the passage on the left. I walk a while till I reach Cubicle 619. I sit. I look around, I look around. There are four gray walls surrounding me. There’s a white monitor on my desk. On the monitor there are two standard size post – its. On one it is written “5:00 p.m meeting with Team On, be there.” I have to be there. I’m their software administrator. I have been for the past four years and I can’t bloody take it anymore. I’m living every day all over again. It’s like my life is only made up of one day. Only someone keeps rewinding it every day. It’s the same day all over again and again and again. The discomfort is growing in me. I can feel it spawn hatred within me every waking moment. First I thought that it wouldn’t last long. The discomfort would pass. But now I’m telling myself that the discomfort is true. It will be there. My blind existence must change must Evolve.   




   The implementation of change
I have reached a decision. I’m going to change things around here. I’m in control. So I call my boss. I demand a promotion. He tells me, “You’re a valuable employee. Your four years of experience have set up a permanent slot for you in the company. Your time in this company has honed your skills as a good software administrator. You’re excellent at what you do. Why would you want to change what good you have?”

I can see through his bull shit through a steel wall, 500 feet away in a sandstorm, at night, on another planet with one eye closed. My boss is an old man. He probably knows what’s best for me. I respect him so I’m keeping my thoughts to myself for now, but only for now. I go home. I call my dad. I tell him I’m quitting my job. He asks me why. So I tell him. I pour my heart out to him. When I’m done he tells me that this is only temporary. He tells me the discomfort is temporary, success is forever. So they refuse to see the change in me. Why won’t they wake up?  

Someone up in that great kingdom of clouds must hate me. Why can’t anybody understand what I’m feeling? Am I so alien? I have to decide. Now is my time. I have to rise above the ashes of a past life, high like the phoenix I must rise. A new life in place of old life. I must reach a new level of confidence and power. I can feel it; such power. Now in me has taken place a type of genesis. My very own private resurrection.  



The Rebirth:

It’s the next morning now and I've decided there’s no future for me as a software administrator. So I walk into my boss’s office. I tell him my problem. I tell him that my life has become static. I tell him that nothing is static everything evolves everything changes. He said he understood how my feelings were. What a load of crap. He said I was good at what I did. He said I should stick to what I did best. He said that the company was no safety net that I could fall back upon every time I went on a thrill ride. I said I didn’t need his safety net because I was not going to fall. He told me what I was doing was a career - wise suicidal move. So I told him that it was very difficult to kill a man hell bent on committing suicide and the company was slowly killing me. He told me I had made a potent enemy today. I told him I didn’t give a fuck. I really didn’t. 

Now I’m alone all on my own. No job, no safety net, just me and my arrogance. So I quit my job. So I told the boss of a reputed software company he was a dick. I haven’t felt this good in a long time. I have now taken control. I am now in the driver’s seat only one problem the car has no wheels. I have no job and no contacts and a very bad reputation. Regret is slowly creeping into me now. 


“Don’t feel sorry for yourself get up pick yourself up and be something.”, I’m telling myself, only its more difficult than its sounds. I needed ideas, I needed originality, I needed something that would put me ahead of every single IT entrepreneur on the planet. Where is god when you really need him?





The Journey above and beyond reality


Its been a fortnight now and I’ve been racking my head for ideas but I can’t come up with anything, maybe I’m putting too much pressure on myself, sure the rent may be three days overdue, agree I haven’t had a good meal in ten days. Creativity seems so far away it’s a dream. So I take a nap. 


I’m awake now. I’m five years old again. I’m playing Zelda on my game boy. That used to be my only passion as a kid. BEEP. The batteries run out. Man that pissed me off a lot. I’m running around with a fake sword in my hand pretending to be link. I walk up to the nearest tree “I’m link and I’ve come to town to save the princess Zelda.” 


I’m awake again. This time I feel better. Revelation. Then it hits me. Why not make Zelda real. Make a game interface so real it would resemble actuality, a virtual reality! That’s it I’ve actually had an idea. Now I need to put it into working parts. A machine, I need to create. So I play god with mechanics and I make.






Creation


I have created. I made a headset that portrays an alternate reality a virtual world in which you can kill, maim or even play god. It’s been two years since my dream and now it’s become real. Now I know how god felt on the seventh day. My dream is now a working machine and I need to deliver one of the best sales pitches I have ever made so that I can find a manufacturer willing to make billions and billions and billions of these machines to satisfy the appetites of the world’s people. 





         The test of faith   
 


I have an appointment with the board of directors of Slayer Corp. They like my idea and they want to hear more. I walk into the room. It’s centrally air conditioned. It has a grey carpet. There’s a round table in the centre of the room, there are eight directors. One of them is my old boss. Somehow whatever I do always turns around and bites my ass. Rule number one of life, life sucks and your its little bitch. So I begin,


“Have you ever had a dream? A dream that you were someone something you could only touch through a console. A person you only dreamt about becoming, a life you only could dream about. Well I had that dream and I turned it into a reality, a virtual reality. Gentlemen I present to you virtual reality be all you can be.”


“If this is so real how do we draw the line that separates the real world form the virtually real world?” one of the old fat bald men asked.


“Mr. Director it’s very simple there is no line.”


There were gasps all around. “Well show us” one of them piped. A demonstration was conducted. They were fucking mesmerized. 


The decision was made, one of the directors had vetoed against the decision, it wouldn’t be difficult to tell which one that was. My life’s dream my virtual reality had been showed into the ground. Just before I was leaving he walked up to me, “Everything evolves son you were right about that but you forget all that changes must fall apart. Also I couldn’t help but notice you didn’t copyright your material!”

“OH MY GOD!” I would’ve reached for the bastard’s neck and squeezed it if I hadn’t lost all feeling neck down. I forgot to copyright. BIGGEST MISTAKE EVER. Now they would steal my idea and save millions by eliminating the sole benefactor of the idea, the creator of virtual reality, me. They rejected my dream and they screwed me out of it. 
Honestly somehow it always seems that I'm dreaming of something I could never be. It doesn't matter to me because I will always be link the savior of Zelda. I had something and I let it all go away just because I didn’t like the way it felt. I had a life. Now I’m lost in an ocean of nothingness where there is only despair. There was a time in my life everything was good but I was not. So I changed. Now  I’m in a place in my life where I’m falling apart.




The end.   


