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The Return of the King (and new The Black chapter!)

Description

Howdy folks!

Sorry for the long departure from my Blog, but as | have been so fond of saying as of late, &€ceschool is
slowly eroding my life.&€-

To be honest, it is not that bad, just fairly busy. And this week was a doozy.
That said, | will never go almost a month without blogging again!
So, hered€™s a quick catch-up.

a€" School is progressing, but1’dond€™t'get to see all the J-school friends as much, as we are all
taking different classes

ag€" 1a€™m taking one class which is so boring, but the peagple-(most 4th year Bachelor of Journalism
students) have piqued my interest

a€" Night classes suck

a€"“ Have a new article up under My Most Recently Published Articles (I was the producer of a piece for
a school online newspaper about election preparedness.) It went fairly well, and feel free to check out
all the other stuff on the site.

a€" The next chapter of &€ceThe Black,a€. entitled, &€ceThe Path,a€+is JUST BELOW THIS!

Sorry for the long while in posting this, but | hit some writer&€™s block. Then, | finished it and | just kept
getting distracted and did not put it up. But, here it is! | hope you all enjoy it, and the next chapter will be
up soon.

Chapter 5 &€" The Path

My life went onwards from that point pretty much as it always did. The only thing different were the
occasional headaches, but | figured that everyone got those every now and again, so why worry, right?

As for what happened with Jen in the lab, | tried not to think about it. And eventually, like all things
pushed to the back of your mind, it stopped coming up. That was, until eight days later.

| was in the lab, testing the memory retention of the experimental rats with a quite complex maze. The
rats were rewarded with cheese once the maze was solved, and then had to repeat the maze over and
over again until there were no mistakes. Then, every few days, we would test them again. If there were
no errors, the mice were rewarded. If there were errors, then they repeated it again and again until
there were none.

a€omeRat number six, placing into the maze. Starting clock,a€e | said into my portable voice recorder, as |
picked up the rat with a number &€"64€™ painted on its back.
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a€me3a€|.2a€|..1a€) release,a€* and | dropped the rat at the beginning on the maze.

a€eNumber six is progressing nicely, as it has not required any re-training since the initial maze run. It
has now reached the half-way mark, and &€} wait, number six has stopped moving. Come on buddy,
move. Get your stupid cheese.a€.

a€ceHmmm, ok, well, 1&€™m going to poke its back with my gloved finger, to get him moving a€|. No
reaction. IA€™II try it again, but slightly hardera€} No reaction.a€e

a€meSkin seems oddly soft,a€« | continued into my recorder. a&€ceAlmost like poking oatmeal. | think
something may be wrong with number six. End testing.a€e

As | turned off the recorder, | turned and yelled a€oeHey Jen! Get in here!!ll | think something may be
wrong with number six!a€e.

While | heard Jen walking towards me from the adjoining room, | leaned closer to number six, picked
him up and examined him closely. His eyes were not the normal red of the test rats, they were darker.
The eye was almost completely’black, like something coloured it in with a marker. But the pupils, the
pupils were dashing back and forth-like'it was,still moving around the maze, instead of being stationary
in my hand.

a€elts eyes,a€- | whispered to myself. &€elta€™s eyes. Theya€™re black. Black. Black like | saw a
week ago. The black a€; ita€™s back a€; the black a€} the black.a€e.

As if that was some sort of trigger, my peripheral vision began to fade to black.

NO! NO! Not again! | shouted, but all that came out was the faintest of whispers. And then the pain
began.

| tried to fight it, but the pain increased so fast and so strongly, that my body could not fight it. My mind,
in order to protect itself, lurched into unconsciousness.

And just like before, there was darkness.
Black shadows.

White. Bright.

Sunlight.

Where am 1?

Wait, | know this place, | was camping here a month or so ago, with Rachel. This is where it ended. It
was a campground just a few hours away. We went because it was going to be converted into cottages
the following week.

| guess it was fitting that my heart was to be broken on a campground that was going to be torn down.
Rachel always had a thing for symbolism.
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And then, | heard something, so | naturally went forth to investigate. And | saw our tent; we were still
sleeping beside one another. A squirrel had just dropped a nut close-by.

This must be out last day, before she broke it off.

Without warning, the green began to fade from the trees and the sunlight began to dim. All light and
colour was being replaced with blackness. Within seconds, | was surrounded by darkness once again.
Except this time, there were stars above my head, little pin-pricks of light.

A house came into view, with a pumpkin sitting out front, carved into the shape of a vampire. Around
the house was nothingness, as if | was staring at it through a telescope. Kids dressed in colourful
costumes would materialize through the darkness, walk across what | could see, and then disappear on
the other side.

Then, a man approached the house dressed in a trench-coat and walking with a cane. At his mouth
was a meerschaum pipe, and atop his head was a deerstalker cap.

| recognized him. He was 'Sherlock,Holmes, or, as the case was, it was |, dressed as Holmes. This
must be the night, the night | met'Rachel &€,

| kept whispering that final word, Rachel, as | opened-my /eyes-and realized that | lay face-down on the
lab floor covered in sweat.

As | heard Jen come into the room and yell for help, my mind was still reeling from what | just saw.
Were they visions? Or just vivid memories?

Was the drug causing the same thing in me as number six?

Only one thing was certain: | was experiencing notable events of my life, in reverse order.

But if they continue, what would happen when there are no more memories left to remember?
Category

1. "The Black"

2. Chapter Five
3. Life

4. New Article

Date Created
October 4, 2009
Author
mrmanly2hotmail-com

Page 3
Footer Tagline



