
Chapter 3: “The Albatross”
 

“Ah! well-a-day! what evil looks
Had I from old and young!

Instead of the cross, the Albatross
About my neck was hung.”

 
--Samuel Taylor Coleridge

 
 

DAY
 

There is no time to bury what’s left of Saul.
“Do you see that?” Al says, pointing into the distance. He is nearly yelling. Ben squints, 

strains to see another, possibly larger island off in the distance. It looks very far away, but their 
position at the height of this hill affords them a panoramic view of the slope of the rocky hillside, 
down to the shore, and even out to a few of the closest islands.

Then he sees it: a little flicker of light -- a little flicker of light that grows into what, at this 
distance, must be a massive fire.

Another one of these sentinels, Ben thinks. He turns to Al. “What does that mean?”
“It means they know we’re here,” Al says in a hushed voice, as if he were afraid to give 

away their position audibly as well as visually.
Al walks over to where Abigail has sat herself down on a fallen pillar of stone. He sits 

next to her.
“Are you okay?”
She nods.
“Good, because we need to go,” he says.
“Shouldn’t we -- you know -- do something?” Abigail looks to Saul’s remains, feels that it 

is inhuman, somehow, to treat them so carelessly. “Or say something...?”
“Saul wouldn’t have wanted words, I don’t think. I think he would have wanted us to keep 

moving.”
Abigail nods. “We have another problem,” she says. “Food. Saul was carrying most of 

our rations.”
Al looks over to where Saul had been standing, where an indistinct, charred clump of 

material remains: the remains of Saul, the remains of his pack. “And unless you guys like your 
food well-done...”

Abigail looks to him, although she does not appear offended by the joke. Pitying, maybe, 
but not offended.

“I’m sorry,” Al says, running a hand over the top of his head. “I’m just -- I don’t know that 
there’s any easy way to deal with... you know. This.”

“I want to know what’s going on,” Ben says. He hesitates. “...Please.”
Al and Abigail turn to him. They had almost forgotten he was there.
Al steps towards him. “Listen, Ben--”
“I want to know what’s going on,” Ben repeats, and this time it’s a demand, not a 

request. “I want to know where we are, why we’re here, why we have to get to some arbitrary 
plane that fell out of the sky -- fell out of a sky that has two moons in it, I might add -- how I 



managed to kill a man just by--”
“You want to know about this place?” Al says in a voice so low and quiet it startles 

Ben. “Fair enough. This is an island, got it? There are lots of these islands. There are also 
people living on these islands -- people living here before we arrived. Abigail tells me you’ve 
already been introduced.

“I have no idea where this is. Everybody who isn’t native to this archipelago woke up 
here in a random spot with just enough amnesia to prevent them from remembering how they 
got here.

“We’re going to the airplane for cigarettes. I’m sure you think I’m joking, but I assure 
you that this is not a matter to be joking about. The people on this island -- the natives -- they 
revere tobacco. It’s like a sacred herb to them or something. But tobacco doesn’t grow on these 
islands, so the only way to get it is to scavenge it from one of the various vehicles that seem 
to mysteriously find their way to this place. If we get some tobacco we can use it as leverage 
against the natives.

 
“Got it?”
“Yes,” Ben says, bewildered. “Got it.”
 

 
NIGHT

 
“Good morning, sunshine,” says a text from Abigail.
Oh, Christ, another morning.
Yet what a pleasant text, and how thoughtful of her to take the time to send it to him! 

Too bad she’s another casualty of The All-Pervasive Apathy. Ben makes a mental note to 
thank Abby for doing this (nothing life-altering, but a nice gesture nonetheless) if and when he 
ever manages to shake this terrible feeling of gaping hopelessness -- of profound, yawning 
emptiness.

Haven’t I died of old age yet?
Of course, what she means by “Good morning, sunshine” roughly translates to: “I know 

there is no sunshine where you are right now. See me being ironical?” He loves her for precisely 
this kind of text, for this kind of oblique sentiment that somehow manages to wheedle its way 
past the depression and reach the humor-centers of Ben’s brain and comfort him, even if the 
pleasure-centers are still off-limits.

In contrast to Abigail, Ralph takes a more -- shall we say -- focused approach with Ben:
Getcher ass up, ya lousy bum!
“How odd,” Ben says aloud. He peers out from under the covers
What am I, talkin’ to myself here? says Ralph rudely.
“Who goes there?” Ben inquires politely.
It is I, Ralph the Resplendent! And it is you, Benjamin Euwer, who’ve been dumped -- 

and royally so!
“You can say that again,” quips Ben.
‘And it is you, Benj--’
“Really? Seriously?”
No. Not seriously.
“That’s what I thought.”
Anyway, wanna talk about your feelings?
“No.”



But you’ll never get over your Clinical Depression if we don’t get to the root cause of 
your feelings of inadequacy towards your mother and your longing for attachment to your father!

“You’re a funny guy, you know that, Ralph?”
At least I was funny enough for Mark -- he chose me, remember?
“He chose me, too,” says Ben, simply. “He just didn’t want to keep me.”
And how’d that work out for ya?
“Why are you doing this to me?” Ben mumbles -- at least, it comes out muffled, since 

Ben’s face is buried in more than one blanket.
I’m doing this to you because you deserve it, says Ralph. You deserve to be dumped 

because you weren’t anywhere near good enough for him. Or have you forgotten that Mark 
was better-looking, more independent, more emotionally stable, better-off financially, and more 
successful than you’ll ever be?

For a split-second Ben marvels at how suitably “being stabbed by a knife” serves as a 
metaphor for the way he feels right now.

“Alas! That may be truth which you speak,” Ben replies, “yet let us not dwell forever upon 
these unpleasantries, true though they indeed be!” Ben shouts from under his comforter.

Ralph glares down upon Ben from his perch atop Ben dresser with dark, beady little 
button-eyes.

...Or maybe you weren’t intrinsically lacking anything. Maybe it’s something you did, 
something that you could’ve prevented... Ralph muses. Say, can you think of anything -- 
anything at all -- that you might have considered doing differently? Any regrets you’d like to get 
off your chest, my friend?

“I shall destroy you,” a Ben-shaped lump under the covers avows solemnly.
That’s what I thought, my pathetic little wastrel companion...
“‘Wastrel’?” Ben had heard the term used before, but had never quite “nailed down” what 

it meant.
Now! Let’s see here... mind if we get down to “brass tacks,” as it were?
“Be my guest,” Ben grumbles.
Good! Now, you’re long over Mark by now, aren’t you?
“Ha.”
That’s what I thought. Alright, well how do you feel about things? Like, on a scale from 

one to a billion.
“He’s a weighty boulder hung about my neck and I can find neither peace nor any joy,” 

Ben explains.
Ralph giggles with a dark and malicious glee. He claps his furry little paws together in 

delight.
“I swear to the high Christ and all his angels that I will destroy you!” Ben croaks.
Guess when you get to have sex with Mark again? Ralph teases coyly.
Benjamin Euwer -- pathetic, useless, depressed, loser Benjamin (ol’ buddy ol’ pal), 

who has elected not to shower today (who knows? Maybe he will tomorrow) -- actually goes 
out of his way to quell the feelings of anger that rise up bubbling inside of him. He squashes 
these feelings because he doesn’t want to offend the damnable bear, doesn’t want to sever this 
moment’s bright, slender filament connecting Ben to the imaginary possibility that some day -- 
be it ever so far off, be it ever so unlikely -- he might actually be held in Mark’s arms again.

“When?” he asks the bear in a very small voice.
...Nevermore!! Ralph cackles.
Ben springs from his bed, seizes the teddy-bear, and rips it joyfully to shreds, flinging 

bear-parts into the wastebasket next to his desk with more lighthearted abandon than he’s felt 



in... well, in precisely twenty-eight days. Ben yells -- madly, jubilantly. Ralph screams in agony 
as he is eviscerated alive. Vivid red teddy-bear blood spurts from--

Not really. Of course Ben doesn’t lay a finger on the toy. That would be crazy. And Ben 
may be depressed (indeed, Dr. Evelyn Macram has made just such a diagnosis, unbeknown to 
Ben himself), but he’s not (all that) crazy.

It is, after all, nothing but a teddy bear -- even if Ben fancies that Mark’s smell (that 
fragile, evanescent Mark-ness of him) might still cling to Ralph’s soft brown toy-fur.

So of course he doesn’t destroy the bear. Mark gave it to him for his birthday last year, 
after all.

Besides, teddy-bears can’t talk. That would be stupid.
What he does do is write Mark a message, an email, because Mark said that he could. 

Too much nicotine and too much caffeine fuel Ben from his bed to his desk, less than five feet 
away. I am going to write the shit out of this mother-fudger! Ben thinks exhuberantly.

Six hours later, the message is written.
 

DAY
 

When all is said and done, these end up being a rather strange couple of days for young 
Benjamin Euwer.

“And you say you’ve never seen this before?” he asks, staring into a face larger than his 
entire body.

“No,” Al replies. “I’ve never been this far away from camp. It’s usually not advisable to go 
off exploring by yourself.” Here he turns to Ben. “...As I’m sure you can imagine.”

The face belongs to a massive stone statue, roughly block-shaped, bearing the likeness, 
Ben supposes, of some ancient tribal deity with a thick, broad lips, deep-sunken eyes, and 
a high, noble-looking brow. Nor is that the only statue. Ben squints in the sunlight, trying to 
discern the end of the chain of statuary, one colossal block of stone next to the other, trailing off 
into the invisible distance. Each statue is subtly different from the previous: this one garlanded 
with engraved flowers, that one with a queer sort of writhing, segmented pattern, an inscrutible 
tattoo, inscribed upon the temples.

“God, there’s... lots of them,” says Ben.
“What do you think this is, some kind of fence?” Al asks.
“Not much of a fence,” says Abby. “Look, you can squeeze right through them.” And 

indeed, they can: each statue is separated from the two adjacent ones by a mere foot or so, but 
that’s still clearance enough to permit passage between them.

“Maybe they’re not supposed to be practical. Maybe they’re just ceremonial,” Al 
muses. “Art.”

“Maybe it’s to keep the dinosaurs out,” says Ben.
The other two stare at him.
“What?” Ben says defensively.
Al and Abigail look at each other.
“Hello,” says Ben, pointing to the sky. “this place has two moons, remember? Do you 

really think The Lost Island of the Dinosaurs is any stranger than that?”
Bizarrely, Al seems to deem this line of speculation worthy of any time at all. “...I’m pretty 

sure Earth’s ever only had one moon,” he says. “Even back when the dinosaurs were around. 
Right -- no, I’m sure of it.”



“So we’re not in the past....” says Ben. “We’re in the future. Billions of years in the future, 
when the Earth has... I dunno, when another moon has formed. Some asteroid or something 
gets caught in orbit around the Earth. Over time, the asteroid sort of gets eroded and worn 
away, and before you know it--”

“Two moons,” Al chimes in.
“Two moons,” Ben confirms. “Makes sense, right?”
“And billions of years in the future, dinosaurs have re-evolved,” Al points out.
“Right, can’t forget about the dinosaurs,” Ben agrees.
“You both are crazy,” Abigail says.
Ben stares at her, incredulous, for a moment.
Al turns to Abigail with a smile. “When in Rome...” he says with a shrug.
Then: “Hello! Two moons??”
“If there are dinosaurs on this island, I will eat my hat,” Abby says. This avowal is 

rendered moot, however, by the fact that she is not wearing any hat, edible or otherwise.
“I could actually go for a hat right about now,” says an increasingly hungry Ben.
Only on the other side of the ring of statues does Ben find something edible.

 
NIGHT

 
“Dear Mark,

 
Thank you for meeting with me the other day. I know you didn’t have tons of time, but it 

meant a lot to me to get to see you and address some things. I very much appreciate getting the 
chance to talk to you as soon as possible.

Also, I appreciate your letting me take the lead on contacting you and setting 
the “parameters” for how and when we interact. I think that’s very fair, since I’m the one with 
more at stake emotionally. And honestly it’s helpful for me to get to take the lead, so that I can 
say what I need to say and try to minimize the things that will upset me. So thank you.

That said, I have no idea how I should handle this. In some ways, dragging this out is 
probably a bad idea, and I should just cut off all contact with you. On the other hand, I think I 
need more closure on some issues, so in the end, I guess I’m going to write about those things.

I didn’t go into detail about how miserable I was when we broke up because I didn’t want 
to “punish you” by trying to make you feel guilty. And my motivation still isn’t to make you feel 
bad, but I do want you to know how much it hurt me—I think it’s just a desire to express myself. 
I don’t think it’s an exaggeration to say that losing you has been the most painful thing that’s 
ever happened to me. I still occasionally have these terrible dreams about you in which we get 
back together, and then I feel like shit when I wake up. Last month was the worst month I’ve 
ever been through. I could go on and on about how unhappy I was, but I guess that wouldn’t be 
constructive. Part of me feels very angry and frustrated about this; it feels so unfair to me. Part 
of me just wanted to try to make you feel guilty for hurting me (that’s normal, right?), but as soon 
as I saw you that desire was diffused -- ultimately, I just don’t think I want you to be unhappy. I 
want both of us to be happy. Thank you for apologizing for hurting me, and for saying that you 
didn’t mean to. It’s nice to hear that.

Like I said, I honestly don’t think we can be friends. Seeing you again today made that 
all the clearer to me -- I’m already feeling incredibly sad and preoccupied with thoughts about 
you. It might be nice to see you and hang out with you (part of me really does enjoy spending 
time with you, too), but it’s painful to see you. In general, everything associated with you makes 
me feel bad (even extraneous stuff like the study of Artificial Intelligence, the Dutch language, 
Jorge Luis Borges...)



If there’s any chance at all that you might want to be in a relationship with me, then I 
want you to give it some thought. (I’m not sure exactly how surprised you were by this “news” 
today.) It’s true that we’re very different people, I’m not disputing that. But I was incredibly 
happy while I was with you, and I know that I'm capable of being a good boyfriend. I missed 
you so much that I’m not sure how to explain it. I miss having sex with you painfully much, and 
I miss all the “little” things about you, like your smile and your sense of humor. I’ve also seen 
first-hand what a good boyfriend you can be, so it’s not like I’m totally delusional -- I know it’s 
POSSIBLE to be extremely happy with you. And frankly, I think I deserve another chance. 
I totally understand that you can’t force a relationship to work, I get that, but I’m sure you 
understand: it feels so unfair not to be given another chance when I’m so motivated to make it 
work. I have so much love to give you (it sounds trite, but it’s true).

On the other hand, if you’re already 100% sure that you don’t want to be with me 
ever again, then I think I need to hear you say explicitly that we’ll never get back together. I 
understand your trying to “let me down easy” by not saying it directly, instead saying something 
like “It’s probably not for the best, for either of us, to get back together”; but the fact is, I think 
I have a tendency to hold on to the hope that we might someday get back together unless it’s 
made definitive -- as in, totally definitive. At which point, I suppose, I need to just try not to think 
about you.

I have no idea how I’m going to move on. I tried going on a couple of dates this past 
month, but I was still hung-up on you, and I couldn’t pursue a relationship with anyone else. 
Ironically, I think you’ve ruined me like he-who-shall-remain-nameless helped to “ruin” you 
for future relationships. In so many ways, you’re my dream guy. I think you’re gorgeous, and 
funny, and smart and successful, and I honestly think we’re compatible in a lot of ways that 
I’m going to have trouble finding in someone else: you take relationships very seriously, you 
want children, you appreciate me in so many ways that I want (you appreciate my sensitivity 
and sincerity, my intelligence, my masculinity…), etc. I know having children would take some 
figuring out, but I’m willing to make the effort, make the compromises that are necessary. I don’t 
care if they’d be “my” children or “yours,” I just want to have kids with you.

It’s like I want someone exactly like you, the only change being your desire and ability to 
actually be in a relationship with me, haha. At the moment, at least (and for this past month), I 
can’t imagine having feelings for someone else...”

 
DAY

 
Beyond the strange gauntlet of statues (what Ben has taken to calling “The Dino-Wall,” 

which Abigail finds simultaneously charming and mildly annoying), the terrain opens up and 
their way downhill becomes somewhat steeper. Thick, entangled trees are replaced by low, dry 
shrubs that cluster around gigantic rocks.

At the base of one of these rocks the three travellers find a large nest lying on the 
ground.

“Holy mother of God,” Al says in his just-barely-detectable Louisiana accent.
“Are those...”
“Anybody want to take a guess about who laid these?” says Abigail.
Three monstrously large eggs, each one bigger than a bread-basket, lie in the nest. 

Their shells are tan, rough and pebbly-looking.
“How big are seagull eggs?” Abigail says. “Or an albatross’s?”
“That’s one big-ass albatross,” Al says. When he looks up, he notices that Ben and Abby 

look amused. “What? Did I say it wrong?”



“No,” Abby says, smiling broadly. “You said it right.”
“Eggs are edible,” Ben, who has been deprived of lunch, points out.
Al provides a counterpoint to this idea: “Mothers don’t like it when you eat their babies.”
Abigail agrees with Al: “Big-ass mothers.”
No one mentions Ben’s Dino-Wall, although all three are thinking about it.
Ultimately, they decide they want to be as far away as possible from the nest -- and from 

whatever made that nest -- before camping for the night.
 

NIGHT
 
“...So I guess here are the things that still feel unresolved to me: I STILL (even still! 

What’s wrong with me??) want to be with you, so I’d like you to think about it and then tell me 
definitively so I can try to move on. Again, I realize that you’ve probably been MORE than clear 
enough about what you want; I just want to try to eliminate all hope on my part so that I’m not 
fixated on it, because otherwise that’s probably what I would do. I’m also confused about what 
you want and what you’re looking for. I accidentally stumbled across your new profile on the 
dating website, so I was kind of hopeful that you were ready to be in a relationship again. I 
guess I’m confused, because you seem to think relatively highly of me, and I don’t understand 
exactly what’s so wrong with me that we can’t make it work. Maybe you yourself aren’t sure 
what you want. Do you want to be in a relationship, only with someone else? God knows it’ll be 
painful to hear you answer that, but it’s on my mind, so I guess I should ask. I guess I just don’t 
want the reason you don’t want to be with me to be some misunderstanding, and that’s why I 
want to try to address the specific reasons you don’t think it’ll work.

I’m sure I sound like a broken record, but I love you so much. I wish more than anything 
in the world -- I mean this literally -- that you wanted to be with me. I think this is just “innocent” 
curiosity, but: have you ever been in my shoes, totally in love with someone who broke your 
heart? I guess “he” might have been a similar situation.

So please think about it, and if you’d like to meet up again to talk, let me know—I’d be 
willing. And God, the truth is I honestly do miss you already. Maybe I’ll have a change of heart 
somewhere down the line and we can be friends. If you’d prefer to write me a message, you can 
do that—but please let me know (with a text or a call or something) that you intend to write me 
so that I know and I’m not waiting around for a message from you. If nothing else, I would like to 
have some contact with you again to make sure you’re not angry or put-off with me because of 
any of the things I’ve said in this message—I really haven’t intended to upset you or offend you, 
and in spite of everything, I think I want to end things on good terms with you, even if I can’t see 
you on a regular basis. And I know I'm asking a lot in this paragraph, but I'd appreciate it if you'd 
let me know in the next few days if you'd like to meet up again and talk, or write me a message, 
or what. I just don't want to be waiting for weeks to hear from you. Thank you, you know how 
much it means to me.

I think that’s about it…
Again, thank you for seeing me today, thank you so much for letting me take the lead 

with things, and for reading this message. I think it’s helpful for me. Sorry for the length and 
thoroughness of this message—I’m just trying to address everything in order to get some 
closure.

Very sincerely,
Benjamin”

 
DAY

 



Ben and Abigail are lying under a panoply of stars. Out here, with only the slowly 
smoldering fire providing any other light, myriad distant suns are visible: vast, sweeping swathes 
of them, littering the sky like bright granules of sand.

Al is sleeping on the far side of the fire, but something, maybe hunger, has kept Ben 
from falling asleep -- though his legs and arms feel as good and tired as they’ve ever felt after a 
long day of hiking.

“Are you awake?” Ben whispers to Abigail. Ben sits up in his sleeping-bag and scoots 
closer to her so that their whispering doesn’t disturb Al. “Abigail?”

“Yeah?”
“Can I ask you something?” he says. 
“Sure.”
“Remember when you told me about amnesia? About how people in this archipelago 

forget who they were -- post-traumatic amnesia?”
“Right.”
“So... I think I’m remembering some of... before. Just impressions, I guess, nothing like a 

full-fledged flashback or anything.”
“It’s possible,” she says. “What do you remember?”
“I... I’m sure this sounds silly, but what I just remembered, is that I was on a medicine -- I 

was taking something called Semprenol. I don’t know why I remember that, but I do.”
“Oh,” is her reply.
“‘Oh’?”
“Do you know how much of it you were taking?”
“So you’ve heard of it.”
“Well, it’s a relatively new medication, but yeah, I’ve heard of it. For moderate to severe 

depression, a psychiatrist will usually--”
Ben’s face registers surprise.
“...You didn’t know it was an antidepressant,” she states.
“No, I didn’t.”
The hum of insects and the soft crackling of the fire continue unabated as Ben mulls this 

fact over in his mind.
“I was depressed,” he says, trying the words on for size. “I wonder...” But he trails off. He 

shakes his head.
Abigail’s face works as though turning something sour over in her mouth. In the end, 

though, she remains silent.
Ben looks at her. “Do you think there’ll be, you know, withdrawal effects?”
She shrugs. “Hard to say -- everybody’s different, every medicine is different. I don’t 

even know how much you were on. I have no idea.”
“Yeah, that makes sense.”
“I mean, we don’t even know--” She gestures around them. “You know.”
“Did you dream that you were falling, right before you woke up here?”
“No,” she says, and again her eyes are downcast. “I dreamed that I had washed ashore. 

Saul found me lying on the beach and woke me up. He was out fishing.”
“Did you know him very well? Saul?”
“Saul wasn’t someone anyone knew very well.”
“I killed him.”
Abigail finally looks up to him. “Don’t be stupid. I mean, think about it: how were you 

supposed to know the first thing about the... magic poetry fire-signal?”
“Sure,” he says softly. “Thanks.”
“Nice job on the magic poetry fire-signal, by the way,” she says. “I don’t know if I would 



have gotten it so fast.”
A smile quirks his mouth. He looks at her. He looks at her, and something about the 

distance and the relationship between them coalesces into something Ben finds very 
comforting, almost familiar, even. As if already Abigail has stores within her head all the 
algorithms she needs to predict his behavior, to understand how he feels and thinks.

“Do you want to be friends?” he asks impulsively. He extends his pinky-finger, kinked 
into a little curl, to her.

“Why not?” she says -- and, her smile illuminated by the glow of the fire, she takes his 
little finger in her own.

But that is not how Benjamin and Abigail first became friends.
 

NIGHT
 

“What the hell is this?”
“What the hell is what?”
“This email. Please tell me you didn’t send him this email.”
“I did.”
“Benjamin...”
“Abigail.”
“Can I give you a little ‘tough love’?”
“But that might hurt my poor little feelings.”
“Reading this email makes me angry.”
“I’m sorry you feel that way.”
“Are you going to be smart with me or are you going to let me try to help you?”
“There’s nothing you can do to help me.”
“Maybe not, but I’ll tell you what’s not helping: your grovelling like this to someone who 

has caused you so much pain. It makes me angry when I know in my heart -- I know in my 
heart, Benjamin -- that it’s you who are too good for him, but then I see you writing these emails 
to him that totally undervalue you as a boyfriend and as a person. You’re just begging him to 
take you back, it’s not right, it’s not fair, and it makes me -- it makes me furious. You need to let 
go of this. If you don’t do it for yourself, do it for me. And I don’t enjoy seeing you hurt, believe it 
or not.”

“You must not understand. I’m in love with him.”
“I know. I know that.”
“I still love him. So much.”
“How many days ago did he break up with you?”
“What does that have to do with--”
“Tell me, then. Tell me you don’t know exactly how many days it’s been since you broke 

up.”
“We didn’t break up; he broke up with me.”
“How long has it been? How many days?”
“....”
“Ben.”
“I think I’m going crazy. This morning Ralph basically told me to go fuck myself.”
“What? Who’s -- oh, your bear?”
“I have no bear.”
“Look, Ben, if you don’t want to talk about it, that’s fine--”
“...Twenty-nine. It’s been twenty-nine days, give or take zero, since the breakup.”
“Okay.”



“That’s more than a lunar month, you know.”
“You don’t deserve this.”
“I know I don’t. I have to say I’m inclined to agree with you there.”
“Then why are you still clinging to this relationship? You broke -- he broke up with you.”
“I’m aware of that, actually.”
“Then explain to me--”
“Because what he said to me twenty-nine days ago is this: ‘I don’t think we should 

resume dating until we’ve both had a chance to think about things.’ This implies the possibility 
that, once he’s thought about things, he might take me back.”

“Ben... I’m... I’m so sorry.”
“I just have to be patient. That’s my job right now.”
“...”
“I remember it like it happened today. He said--”
“That’s what he said, maybe...”
“You don’t think that’s what he meant?”
“You deserve someone so much better than him, Ben.”
“No, I really want to know -- do you think he didn’t mean what he said?”
“You need to do something, Ben. You won’t try a medicine, you won’t--”
“I don’t need medicine. I need Mark.”
“...”
“What? Am I making you angry?”
“I’m not angry at you, Ben.”
“...”
“It’s over. You need to accept that.”
“...”
“Ben?”
“...”
“Please don’t cry...”

 
DAY

 
That night Ben dreams of a great white albatross that flies to an island where a hungry 

man is stranded. The albatross gives the man bread, and in exchange for its kindness is shot 
and killed by the man -- by his sturdy bow, by a true-flying arrow. The man eats the bird with the 
bread, walks down to the beech, and shoots himself.

Why?
He awakes to early-morning light and Abigail’s voice.
“Good morning, sunshine,” she says, deadpan. Ben peels open his eyes and stares at 

her. He sits up in his sleeping bag.
“I was having... I think it was a nightmare.”
“Have some coffee, it’ll clear your head. There’s a Starbucks right around the corner.”
“Dude. I half-believe you, after everything we saw yesterday.”
“Well I’m joking, unfortunately.”
“I still half-believe you.”
“Come on,” she says. “We may not have any coffee, but we have the last of the rations 

Al brought with him. Breakfast. Then we’ll move on. We’re getting close, I think.”
Indeed, it is only another hour or so before they’re virtually on top of where the plane 



crashed. The trees have sprung up again, and it is not long before much vegetation makes their 
way more difficult. Inexplicably, Ben feels a thrill of anticipation as they approach the origin of 
the billowing smoke. He has the insane feeling that this is all some kind of elaborate game, that 
nothing matters besides being here with Abigail and Al and filling his lungs with air that smells 
salt and water and freshly-cut growing things.

He feels awake.
Maybe those giant eggs give you an extra life, or bonus points, or something; maybe 

the Dino-Wall is an obstacle in the game; maybe this airplane they’re headed towards is just 
another goal in a long string of goals that will ultimately lead them to the game’s finale.

Maybe everything is going to be okay. It’s as good a theory as any, right?
Al, Benjamin, and Abigail pick their way through the dense jungle, one step in front of 

the other until, finally, one of the steps leads them into a clearing -- a clearing torn out of the 
canopy, leaving a bright blue hole gaping in the foliage.

And there it is, the reason there’s a clearing here in the first place: the airplane.
And while they do not find within the airplane any cigarettes, cigars, chewing tobacco, or 

nicotine in any other form, that’s not to say they found nothing...


