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The Chosen One


Only half of the Seventh Star Chapel remained standing: the front half. The facade facing the street still looked well maintained and friendly. Only a small “condemned” sign on the front door betrayed the church's true nature.


The other side of the church was like flipping a coin and finding that “tails” was covered in centipedes and mold. The other three walls of the chapel were nowhere to be found. The floor was dirt; the ceiling was cloud. The back half of the building face was still there, but it wouldn't be for long. Graffiti covered every available surface, oily hands as relentless as the sea eroded statues to mere nubs. There was only one small spot on the backside of the Seventh Star Chapel that remained unspoiled, and it wasn't for want of trying. It was a small black box. There was no lock, but only one person in the entire world was allowed to open it. That person was here now. He had to be dragged out of his bed, forced into pants, and he complained the entire walk to the chapel.


“The sign says condemned,” Andrew said. He had to squint in the dark to read it.


“So? Wait, have you never been here before?”


“Not really.”


Daniel put his face in his palms. He did that a lot when talking to Andrew, and if he were a statue, he wouldn't have a nose by now. “That's because you never leave your god damned house. Everyone comes here, it's so cool.”


“I'm here now, aren't I? Get off my back.”


Andrew and Daniel opened the coarse door and closed it reverently behind them. They stared out at a dirt plain plowed clean by the city. There was no sign that the rest of the chapel had ever existed. In their peripheral vision they could see statues and stone crowded against the wall, living perilously on a 2D plane. They shoved a long, ornate door hinge out of their path and climbed the spiral stairs. They were worn down to a spiral ramp now, and the two had to use their hands for traction. “So the box is up here?” Andrew asked.


“Yeah, it's just sitting there on the floor. It has 'Only the Chosen One May Open This Chest' written on the side.”


“So you just assumed that it meant me?”


Daniel raised an eyebrow. “Well yeah, you're the only Chosen One I know who lives around here.”


There was no debate that Andrew Creek was the Chosen One, it was simply another fact everyone knew like gravity or the phases of the moon. On the day Andrew was born, a psychic broke into his hospital room and announced that Andrew would one day save the world from the forces of evil. Every fortune teller, prophet, and fortune-cookie he had heard since reinforced the claim. No one had told him yet what the hell he was expected to do, but Andrew was sure that someone would if he waited long enough.


They arrived at the top of the ramp. Daniel grinned. “Well? Huh? What do you think?” The black box sat in the middle of the floor (now a ledge) and was the only thing in the chapel not covered in dirt. 


“How long has it been there?”


“I don't know, there was a piece of roofing there before. Last time I came up here the wood was moved and the box was there and I couldn't even touch it without getting lightheaded.”


Andrew cocked his head at the box and unceremoniously placed his hand upon it. “My head feels fine.”


Daniel pumped his fist. “Yes! I knew it meant you! Come on, open it!”


Andrew picked it up and turned it over. “What do you think is inside it?”


“I don't know, a sword? A scroll? Maybe something that'll kick off your adventure?”


“What if it's like Pandora's Box, and it lets out all the evil in the world?”


“Dude, just open it.”


Andrew placed the box back on the floor, lifted the latch, took a deep breath and threw the lid open. A bright light poured out and danced across the ruined walls. Andrew stuck his hand inside and pulled out a large golden key. The light followed it out of the box and blinded them until it slowly faded and everything was black. Daniel's mouth hung open like a pitcher plant. They sat in silence.


“What is it?”


Andrew sighed. “It's a boss key. It opens the door to the lair of the dungeon guardian.”


Daniel grabbed his own hair and pulled until strands started to snap. “Dude! Are you serious! Holy crap!”


“Don't get too excited. Do you see a boss door anywhere?”


“Does that matter!? You'll find it! You found a boss key oh my god!”


Andrew put the key back in the box and closed the lid. He stood up and brushed off his pants. “Whatever. Come on, lets go get some dinner.”


Daniel stared at Andrew then at the box. He scrambled towards it and tried to open it again but as soon as his hands touched the metal he felt very woozy and forgot what a latch was. He stumbled backwards and fell against the wall until the feeling returned to his brain. “What the hell are you doing? You're just going to leave it here?”


Andrew shrugged. “I've already found like, six, and no locks to open. I'm probably not supposed to have it yet.”


“You could still hang onto it! You might need it later!”


“I'll remember where it was. Thanks for showing me.” He walked away and slid down the spiral stairs leaving Daniel alone on the cement ledge. He sat for a while next to the box. He felt like an archaeologist who had discovered someone else's fresh footprints in an abandoned city. Andrew opened the front door and walked out, but left it to hang open. Daniel stood and followed him out of the facade.


They ate Chinese food near the chapel. After dinner, Daniel read his fortune cookie aloud. “Persistence will reward you with great fortune, in bed.”


Andrew opened his. “When the fate of the world hangs in the balance, you will overcome the darkness and return light to the planet, in bed.” 


Daniel snorted.


“It never works with mine...”


Daniel coughed. “So, uh, where are those other six boss keys?”


“Five.”


“Oh.”


Andrew pushed his plate to the side of the table. “Three are in my room somewhere, one of them is in a storm drain tunnel under Hampshire Ave. and one is in a treehouse behind the mall.”


“Oh, I know that treehouse.” 


“Yeah.”


“But you never found any locked doors?”


“Nope.” Andrew groaned. “Do you have any idea what it's like when everyone expects something of you and you have no idea how to do it or where to start?”


Daniel thought for a moment. “Yes.”


“No you don't. Not like me. I don't even have any signs that I'm on the right path.”


“Dude,” Daniel put his face in his hands, “you found a magical key in a god damned treasure chest, and you're still looking for signs?”


“It's... more complicated than that.”


“Not really!”


Andrew got up and threw his plate in the trash. Daniel followed him and they both left the restaurant.


“When are you going to get off your ass and start looking for those doors?” Daniel hassled.


“Why do you care?”


“Because while you're hanging around in your pajamas, your window of opportunity is closing! The world is supposed to be ending, do you think it's going to wait for you?”


Andrew walked faster. “I'm waiting for the right time.”


“And when is that?”


“When someone tells me what to do next.”


“And what if no one ever does?”


Andrew stopped suddenly and Daniel walked into him. Andrew didn't turn around. “How do you know that I'm supposed to save the world by finding these stupid doors anyway? What if I'm just supposed to stay in school and get good grades?” Andrew liked school because all he needed to do to succeed was finish his homework on time. “Maybe I'm going to become a doctor and save the world from some disease. Maybe I'll be a teacher who teaches students how to live in peace. You don't know what I need to do anymore than I do, so I'm going to keep doing what I'm doing until someone tells me the right answer. That's how fate works. Everything works itself out in the end.”


Daniel stared at the back of the Chosen One's head. He sighed and continued walking, past Andrew and towards his own home. “I don't know what you're supposed to do, but I think it has something to do with those keys. You should start looking for the doors they open. I'm willing to help once you stop being a little bitch.” He turned the corner and was gone.


Andrew leaned against the wall and sunk to the ground. He knew getting out of bed was a bad idea. 


He followed Daniel around the street corner but he was already gone. Andrew walked the rest of the way home alone. He wished that all the answers could be handed to him in fortune cookies. He had an objective, he had the resources, he had the friends and he had the keys, but Andrew Creek still had no idea where he was supposed to begin.

Resurrection Ritual


It was the day after the accident that I read the article in the newspaper: “ACTRESS LAURA FRANK, DEAD AT 35.” But even after reading it in 5 inch font, spelled out in black and white, I couldn’t accept it. That day was seven years after the day we met at the G.S. Gold Theater; two years since the day we were married, and five months since the day we found out she was pregnant. There was a sentence in the obituary dedicated to the child that died with her.


Two days after she died, at the funeral, is when it finally sunk in. After she was buried and we were walking back to our cars, Laura’s brother walked up to me and put his hand on my shoulder. After a long pause, staring at my shoes, he said “I’m sorry” and walked away. I looked back at the fresh hill of dirt; it looked like the ground was trying to scream.


On the far left side in our queen-sized bed I curled like a dying candle, touching the spot on my chest where she draped her arm over my shoulder. I could still feel the weight of her arm on my arm, and the indentation of her fingers on my skin. It was then that I realized what I could do. If I could still feel her fingers, then the ground could still feel her feet, the chairs could still feel her back, the air could still feel her lungs. There was enough of her essence in the house we’d just finished moving into that she was still alive within it. She was still alive within me. What is a human after all but the reflections they cast onto others? I still had her reflection. I would rebuild her from her fingerprints.

ONE: SKIN


I had to make sure I didn’t forget her shape. When I touched the spot on the middle of our bed where she used to lie, I stopped my hand before it touched the sheets. I trained the air to remember her. I held her hands in mine. I brushed her hair. I ran my hand along her back. After a week of crafting and molding, I had beside me a model of her, formed from the living air around her. It hardened into her form. She was just an empty transparent shell now, but I had her back. Now that I had her body I had to fill it. 

TWO: IDIOSYNCRASIES


I had the air around her shaped, but the rest of the house could feel her absence. I had to counteract that. For this step, I tried to remember everything she did when she was at home. Of course, most of our time together was spent at the G.S. Gold, but I couldn’t afford to take her out of the house yet. Besides, the G.S. Gold was already starting to forget her. The actors we worked with every day were starting to pretend she never even existed. But that was fine. I would show them later.


Her smell was starting to dissipate. What was her smell? Stage makeup, scented shampoo and scented candles. That would be easy to replicate. I went into the bathroom and got her scented shampoo and squirted a bit of it on her pillow. I got her stage makeup that she was never without and put it on the mirror. That would be sufficient.


I played the songs she would hum on the stereo. I left the TV on the channels she watched. Every Sunday she would vacuum downstairs, so I did the same. Every Sunday night we’d dance and drink in the parlor. Even though I now danced alone, it still felt like she was with me. I was a terrible chef, but I tried to cook the foods she liked. Ravioli, lasagna, penne pasta; I ate them in solitude.


But even though I did it all alone, the house we’d just finished moving into was starting to feel a bit happier. It’s like it knew I was trying to bring her back, and succeeding. The house was moving in sync with her movements again.

THREE: SPEECH


Now that the house was used to her again, I began to fill her up with the memories I had of her. We reminisced on the day we met, our honeymoon, plays we put on together, the night I met her family. I told her about current events too, and imagined what she’d say in response. “The lighting for the set looks great, and your understudy almost has all her lines memorized!” Oh good, I hope it all goes well. I know the lighting looks beautiful if you did it . “Your brother called, he wanted to know how we were doing.” What did you tell him? I hope he’s not worried about you. “The audience was great, the house was standing-room only! And they gave a standing ovation at the end!” I’m glad it went well. I love a good audience. “I got in a fight with the director today, and I walked out. I’m looking for another job, but I’ll be home for the next couple days.” Oh good, we’ll have more time to spend together. 


The more I spoke with her, the less I had to work to make her respond. Her mouth was moving on its own now, and we had real conversations instead of just one-sided small-talk. Her skin was fleshing out too, instead of just a hollow shell her cheeks were full and eyes green. It was happening. She was coming back to life.

FOUR: MOVEMENT


I stood up and gave her my hand. She gripped it and, for the first time in half a year, got up off the bed. She was still so light I had to be careful not to crush her hand. I led her to the bathroom and showed her the mirror with the makeup on it that I replaced whenever it dried out. She touched the mirror lightly. “It’s been so long… since I’ve been on the stage,” she said quivering. “If I could put some on, it would be nice…”


“No, you’re too fragile still.” 


“Oh, you’re right.”


I looked at her reflection in the mirror. It’s all we are, reflections. “Wait, I have an idea. Look in the mirror,” I said. She looked up and I scraped away the old makeup, and put a new layer over her reflection in the mirror. She looked as beautiful as she did on the stage.


“Thank you…” she said as a tear ran off her nose. I held her shoulder.


After that, she got stronger and stronger as she moved around the house. She walked without me guiding her, spoke and laughed without me having to speak for her. We danced in the parlor and watched the sunset together on the balcony. Laura my wife had returned to me. I was happy again, and laughter filled the large house.

FIVE: LIFE


I still kept the obituary. According to the date, today was the third anniversary of her death. But I didn’t pay attention to the date anymore.


I ate pasta in the dining room and Laura sat on the other side. She wasn’t eating anything. She still wasn’t strong enough. She still could walk and dance and talk, she still hummed the same beautiful songs and liked the same scented candles, but what sat across the table was still a shell, just as she’d been three years ago. I cleared my throat and she looked up at me. I didn’t say anything.


“What is it?” she asked. 


“Oh, it’s nothing. Don’t worry about it.”


She stood up and walked over to me. The chair didn’t move when she stood up, and the floor didn’t creak when her feet pressed against the wooden boards. “What is it,” she repeated.


I cringed. “It’s been three years, today is the date. But you still aren’t complete yet.”


She bit her lip. 


“I love you, still as much as I ever did, but I’m tired of this. I want you to be able to leave the house again. I want to go back to the G.S. Gold. I want to go to restaurants with you again, to drink with you again, to hold you again. I want to try to have a child with you again. But how much longer is this going to take? I recreated you when they said you were gone forever, I want to know that it wasn’t a waste. When will you come back to me? When will you come back?”


Laura’s face was drawn in like it was a dam holding back a river. She walked behind me and draped her arms over my shoulders so her mouth was next to my ear. I could smell the salt from her tears on her breath. “Baby,” she said after a long pause, staring at the empty plate on the table, “I’m so sorry. Never.”


I chuckled a little under my breath and cursed my stupidity. “Of course.” I turned around and put my hands on her shoulders, and for the first time in three years embraced her. My arms closed around the stale, yielding air.

