
“Fuckin' lyin' bastards.”
Paul took a deep swig from the long-neck as the opening lyrics to 'Baby, I need your lovin'' started 
belting out of the bar sound system. “Like that's even close to fuckin't true.” he added, doing his best to 
sneer at the lyrics through the slur half a dozen beers and three shots of Jack had put in his voice.
“What's botherin' you, bud?”
He hadn't noticed that the bar tender was standing in front of him until the other man spoke. Paul was 
annoyed that he couldn't quite seem to get his eyes to focus on the bar tender. He squinted, trying to get
the face before him to resolve into something more than a vague shape, and failed. Fuck it, not 
important what he looks like as long as he keeps bringing my drinks. Paul thought to himself before 
answering. “It's these damned 'love' songs! Fuckin' things are a crock! Ain't no women around that 
loyal! Hell, ain't even any that are close to be worth thinkin' like that about!”
He didn't need to see a face to understand what the shaking head intended to convey. “You just ain't met
the right woman yet! Hell, give it some time, you'll find someone.” Paul had a mouthful of beer, and 
nearly snorted some of it out his nose when he tried to laugh at the statement. It felt like half of the beer
went into his lungs, and he ended up coughing so hard the bar tender began whacking him on the back. 
“Hey, you gotta be more careful there! Take a breath, give that beer a rest!”
“Hey, did I ask for your fuckin' advice? Why don't you go polish a glass or something? I'll let you know
when I need another drink!”
“I was just tryin' to...”
“You were tryin' to stick your nose where it weren't needed is what ya were tryin' to do. Now get lost 
until I finish this fuckin' beer off….then bring me another one.”
The face vanished, as did the bar, and all that Paul Sanchez saw was a gray void. He remembered 
where he'd just been. It had been the night after his wife's funeral, the night when he'd gone looking for 
a way to forget the pain, the loneliness and the loss.
It hadn't worked.
Paul had drunk himself into a stupor, only to wake up the next morning with a trip-hammer headache 
and a taste like death in his mouth...and the pain was still there.
Paul also knew where he was now, back in that strange state he'd been in after what he'd thought was 
his own death. He had memories, like movie clips, of other people's lives. Some of them had looked 
like him, some of them had been him, and all of them had faced tragedy of one kind or another. Out of 
the grayness, he heard the voice thunder. “Have you learned? Have you seen that you let your anger 
consume you to no good end?”
The memory of his loss, reinforced by that momentary memory, stirred him to defiance. “No, I haven't!
I did nothing any of those other versions of me wouldn't have done. If you're some god, you have to 
have seen it too. Now either let me go to heaven, or to hell. I don't care, I'm tired of your shit!”
There was a moment of silence, an expectant silence like that before a thunder-clap shakes the very air, 
then a harsh whisper seemed to fill his head. “It seems you must see more. So be it! What next? 
Perhaps you need to see what a lack of sacrifice can bring? Very well, I think the explorer should be 
the next experience for you……..”


