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Without considering it for even a second, he knew the car was his. There could be no doubt about it. 

This was strange, for two reasons: 

1. In the entirety of his existence (which, incidentally, had been approximately fifteen seconds long) he 
had never before understood possession as a concept, but now it flooded into his mind. 

2. The car was on fire. 

He surveyed himself. Had he known what the idea meant, he would have noticed that he was naked. As it was, 
with nothing to compare himself to, he didn’t, so he was free to continue his visual exploration. Such was his 
fascination, it soon became a tactile one also. 

He was blue – another word which glided effortlessly into his understanding. All these ideas, multiplying in 
frequency with each individual musing, were somewhat overwhelming, but this did not hinder him. What else 
could be said? Eight fingers on each hand, symmetrical thumbs – four of those in total – offering a tidy border 
for each set. 

He wondered, as most animals do, about his capacity for reproduction. The response to this thought process 
was confusing – conflicting, almost. He felt as if his sexual organs should be somewhere between his legs – 
indeed, merely the thought caused the smooth patch of skin covering the muscle and bone beneath to throb – 
but as he contemplated it, sparks began to fly from the aforementioned hands. Was this a hint? 

His attention drifted. His skin – rough under his fingers – was cold, uncannily so. Dry, too, though not flaking – 
just devoid of any discernible moisture. 

Interesting bone structure. He felt through one of his arms, and underneath the skin he could trace the outline 
of some partial lattice – a sequence of diamonds, connected to one another by each opposite corner. It felt 
exciting. New. 

But then, this was an entirely new experience. 

So why, then, did some aspects of his existence – the duration of which was nearing the one-minute mark – 
seem more familiar than others? His general shape – a longish torso placed atop two legs, each one containing 
a joint around the middle – this all seemed like the norm. How could this be? He had met no other life, nothing 
to compare his sublime new form to. The idea of the familiar and unfamiliar was illusive – they were concept 
which could only be within his mind. 

Back to the car, its fires dying now, buffeted by the cold winter air. He certainly knew the car was his, but this 
knowledge meant very little to him. He did not react with anger at the image of his property burning to the 
ground. No upset. No stress. No grief. He merely smiled. He knew of possession, but did not care for it. He 
accepted what it meant to own material goods, but this knowledge was not complimented with greed. There 
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was no motive for him to want this burning wreck, or for that matter anything else that was not essential to his 
survival. 

Now that was strange. This lack of self-improvement, this absence of avarice was also new. But how could 
something non-existent have the thrill of innovation? It was puzzling. 

It is worth noting at this point that he – whatever he was – felt devoid of any meaning, and that this is a very 
dangerous state for any conscious being to be in. True – he was an assortment of organs, tissue and limbs, but 
he knew not of what to do with such a curious assemblage. So, with no sense of purpose or direction, he 
began to amble across the field he was in, abandoning his only possession. 

He did not like this place. This was not home. The grass was coarse against his legs. He felt nauseated against 
the breeze. Each breath was sufficient, true, but it didn’t feel right. Such a hopeless existence as his was not 
being helped along by the atmosphere. 

It was about this point, debris brushing against his ankles, his square eyes scanning around for some clue, that 
he heard the voice in his head. And the voice said: 

You’re too early. 

The voice was not happy. It was the voice of the man who plans a detailed schedule of everything he is going 
to do on his month-long business trip to Australia, and then misses his plane. Although he could do nothing 
about it, our character felt a bit guilty. The voice faded, however, and he was left alone once more, his head 
only providing lodgings for one occupant. 

Had he taken a moment to ponder the meaning of this statement, he could have made himself aware of the 
plan he was part of. Too early for. For he was part of a plan, oh yes, but one which was destined to be set in 
motion thousands of years into the future. He was an anomaly on the world he was stood upon, and this made 
him an incredibly dangerous creature indeed. If he had just thought about it… he could have seen the whole 
scheme from the outset, and risen above it. Grasped some idea of free will, and stuck to it. 

He was an intelligent being, though. He could, if he so wished, have taken any course to enlightenment with 
incredible ease. To be taught that every act, no matter how mundane, is absurd, and thus to take anything 
seriously – including the mind – is sheer folly, would be a walk in the park for our protagonist, if we may call 
him this. Had such an idea been present, he could have apprehended it fully, with no sense of doubt or 
retrospection, and carried on, enlightened in addition to intelligent. 

But he did not. He was young – nearly five minutes, now – and was too intrigued by this incredibly familiar 
world to engage in such meditation. 

Had he paused, just for a moment, just to consider his instincts and make the resolve to defy them, the four 
Hispanic teenagers would be alive now. 

They are not. 

What happened, is: 

His mind was set up to despise all human life. It was instinctive – the sight of homo sapiens filled him with 
disgust, dread and fear. His primal instinct – in this case, the instinct to kill – overrode everything in the 
presence of them – a presence which was becoming more and more apparent with each step. Finally, some 
drive, some sense of purpose, forged from his something as simple as his base desires! Was this him? Perhaps. 
Perhaps not. But this is a digression, and only serves as a precursor to what was to come. 



Wandering over the moors, our fugitive came to a beach. The lie of the land circled around. A small village, 
some fifty miles down the coast, sat in a forest, perching above the cliffs. He shuddered. Civilisation. Stinking. 
Wrong. Not once did he question this passionate anger. Not once did he think there might be something a 
little bit awry in his persona. 

Directly below him – closer – were a group. A congregation of youths, relaxing to the sound of drum and bass. 
A bottle of vodka, was being passed from person to person. In recollection, it was the shouts that did it. Such 
an extreme auditory sensation only fanned this fire, this rage. They had to go. This was elevated beyond mere 
necessity – if their lives continued, the world, in all its pestilent chaos, would only get worse. Every hint of 
human life had to go. There could be no question about it. 

To say they didn’t suffer would be a lie. But to say that it was a slow death would also, happily, be an utter 
falsity. The sand was stained red. Two halves of the same boy – torn cleanly down the middle by this new, 
terrifying creature, lay five metres apart from each other. A head, the face forever locked in a perpetual 
scream, was impaled on a rock, the cranial fluids draining out from the space her neck once occupied. The 
bottle, now empty, rolling down to meet the tide. Fighting to get away. 

The music had ceased. All that remained now was the silence, accompanied by the crashing waves on the 
shore. 

But still, amongst this now peaceful setting, this still wasn’t home. He felt so close, yet still isolated. Where 
could he go? His eyes closed… 

… and when light streamed back into his eyes, they formed, where once there stood nothing, an arrow. 
Standing tall, illuminated, an eyesore against the natural wonder, yet impelling and instructional. Pointing 
forward, into the sea. 

But… this brought, once more, an almost schizophrenic state of mind to him. Part of him urged his body to go, 
to proceed into the waters, but some other, weakening aspect said that no, this isn’t safe. 

He deliberated for some time, the blood of his victims now purpling on his skin. He had now been in existence 
for a full fourteen minutes. Fourteen – was such a short lifetime enough to make decisions? But he had 
decided – fatally so – with regards to the bodies behind him, so why not this? Maybe because he had no 
definite, impassioned seal of approval. This was a choice of preference, not of gut reaction. 

He stepped forward tentatively, the hot electric bulbs of the arrow shining upon his visage, forcing him to 
screw his eyes shut. The water was cool against his feet. He felt no fear at this point. He felt a euphoric 
sensation around his toes. He felt enthusiasm, but no worry whatsoever. Staring down at the ocean, he 
noticed his feet were able to glide effortlessly over the sand. He felt they should sink beneath the surface 
when stationary, but no – it was as if the sand gelled together underneath him. He laughed. It began as a 
chuckle, but soon ascended to hysterics. Was he going mad? Probably. But then, as a completely new being, he 
had a radically underdeveloped sense of self in the first place. He had little to lose, so to suggest he had lost his 
mind would be no huge statement. 

Besides, this was not the laugh which comes when one’s wits are cracked – it was closer to one of sheer bliss. 
He was free, and it was beautiful. Or, if you like, he was beautiful, and such beauty appeared to be free of 
charge. Both were true, and as such he had every reason to feel as enlightened as he did. 

One thing had lingered, though – that idea of home, awaiting its arrival into his physical world, was still 
unfulfilled. He knew of home, but not what it was. Where it was. 

He was now neck-deep in the water. Another decision faced him. Dare he allow his beautifully sculpted skull to 
sink beneath the aqueous fluid? For an answer, he looked at his life – now just over half an hour – and saw a 



pattern emerging. His small blip of vitality had been a timeline based on action, rather than inaction, so surely 
he should continue this trend? … maybe. He had to admit, it suited him. So he continued. 

And then, completely submerged, something happened. An alteration in his consciousness. He felt, within his 
mind, every single wave of this new world, every other life, every tiny pocket of space pouring into his mind. 
And it clicked. This instant awareness, this sudden familiarity, it meant the most fundamental thing of all to 
him, that empty little vessel that had been niggling at the back of his mind for so long. 

This was home. His body was one with the sea, the very texture of his skin changing from its rough state to a 
perfectly streamlined, smooth, flesh coating. And his feet were still fixed  – literally if not figuratively – upon 
the ground, allowing him to walk on, further down, possibly indefinitely. 

His mind flitted briefly, back to the ground, towering somewhere above him. He would have to do something 
about that village, sooner or later. And not just the village – every human life had to go. He would be, 
somehow, part of a flood destined to wipe out these creatures. In his mind, with no explanation why, they 
were a disease. It was so integrated into his consciousness he thought not once of trying to prise it out. There 
was no way such a race could be allowed to continue to spew its acrid little monster-beings into the world. 
They were pollution. He was salvation. 

But for now, he was going to explore. Everything he had seen before was nothing in comparison to this place, 
its secrets flooding in torrents into his ears. 

And the Lord looked out onto the face of the waters, and peered into its murky depths, and performed a 
completely unprecedented act of double-checking his omniscient mind. And he realised he had, impossibly, 
made a mistake. And he reached down, into the mind of this new, perfect man, and said: 

You really are too early. 

… fuck. 

THE END. 
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