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 Lucas opened his eyes slowly, and then nearly jumped out of his skin. He 

was surrounded by strange, human-like creatures staring at him curiously. As he 

attempted to sit up, he discovered that he couldn’t move.  

 Struggling against fear, he shouted, “Who are you? And what do you want 

from me?”  

 “Do not be frightened,” said one of the creatures. “We have travelled 

across many galaxies to find you, the chosen one.”  

 Lucas heard the creature’s voice in his head but its mouth did not move. 

This can’t be happening, he thought. Telepathic communication isn’t real. 

 

 This was the scene from Another World that Paul loved the most. Indeed, 

everyone loved it. It was definitely one of the classics that can represent the last 

thirty years of the United States. He could not stop it from looping in his head. As 

if something important was out there to catch, like the ripples of the water. It was 

so delicate a moment that you so much wanted to capture it. But you couldn’t.  

 

 

“CAPSULE PRESSURE DROPS IN TWO MINUTES.” 

 

 

 It was their first date. Paul still remembered the day he asked her out to 

the grand cinema to watch Another World in town centre where the shopping 

complex was – but no one can even tell it now – as it had been so badly 

shattered during WW III – Web War III. Paul and Chloe were both agents of the 

Department of Defence, solely responsible for the Asian affairs. Paul knew she’d 

be her woman at the first sight. Chloe resigned soon after she married, caring for 

the house and looking after the baby while Paul remained in the department and 



was promoted to the National Web Force, a highly independent and specialized 

team.  

 

 “Sir, please take a look at screen 12,” Paul tried hard to pick up his voice 

to yell across the control room, but something seemed to have caught in his 

throat, “the flow of data on the West Coast is somehow quite abnormal this 

morning. Irregular, a huge influx, packaged, never seen that.” He realized this 

coarse voice, cleared his throat.  “Irregular” had not been an accurate word, he 

knew. So various are the forms of data, with billions bytes flowing in and out of 

the Coast each second, he couldn’t even tell what’s normal.  

 

“What’s s screen 12?” the head kept his voice down, knowing it was not the right 

question to ask. 

 

“Eastern China. Hong Kong this time.” Paul answered, fixating his eyes on the 

screen. 

 

“Destination of the packages?” asked louder this time, a right question, he knew, 

 

“Half to power grids, half to here. The pattern resembles the one in the first 

phase of WWII, but that time it was intermittently due to their immature tech level. 

But this time, the packages are very dexterous, coming straight to our defences, 

trying to break through cooperatively, in teams.” the lip of Paul shivered as he 

was finishing the sentence, palms sweated. He knew something big was going to 

happen. 

 

By the time the head phoned the Secretary of Defense and the President, the 

power grids in Nevada had already been down, which meant one-fifth of the air 

force was crippled. 

 

 



“CAPSULE PRESSURE DROPS IN ONE MINUTES.” 

 

 

The air force wouldn’t be of much use nowadays, Paul thought. Where the hell 

on earth do we still need to send our men to? The last time I had a rifle in my 

hand was seven years ago when I was still in the academy. I can’t even 

remember the way to hold a gun.  

 

“Paul, how long can you hold the attack? We need twenty minutes to take down 

all the nukes from the launcher! The virus is detonating them in the bunkers!” 

shouted the head across the room and got back to the receiver immediately. 

 

 

We lose once again, Paul thought, with Chloe’s hand in his, being held in the 

national stadium, with tens of thousands of other Americans like themselves, by 

the People’s Liberation Army. The Charter of Freedom broadcasted in the 

stadium. It was the voice of Xi. Paul recognised.   

 

“Today the humiliation is to be erased! From now on, we are freed from the 

American Imperialism…” He felt the rage surging up his brain, and realized they 

were only offerings on the altar before being killed in the end. It had come to the 

crunch, he knew. Joined by a few other men around him, they jostled to the edge 

of the crowd, as the Chinese turned away, they ran from behind his back and 

tried to knock him down, but the other guard noticed, the marauding…… 

 

 

“CAPSULE PRESSURE NORMALIZED.” 

 

 

The cover slid slowly above him. He found himself amidst the mist tinted with the 

floods of red light. He opened his eyes and tried hard to adjust his focus. The 



muscle was so floppy and his limps were wimpy. A doctor was removing the 

electrodes from his chest. Then he felt a flash of pain in his wrist. 

 

 “Convict 1356, you have finished serving the sentence. Still, you are deprived of 

your political rights for the rest of your life. You may go now. Remember, don’t do 

stupid things again, we can always trace you with the chip round your wrist”. As 

Paul listened, he could barely stand on his feet. 

 

He hurried home and expected his wife. Opening the door, the lines of his 

favourite song Paradise came to his ears: 

 

“When she was just a girl 

She expected the world  

But it flew away from her reach so  

She ran away in her sleep” 

 

“Who are you? And what do you want from me?” Paul demanded timidly and the 

key tinkled on the floor. 

 

“Do not be frightened,” said one of the two men who were in dark olive uniform, 

with the red star on the forefront of their peaked caps. “you’re quite a collector 

aren’t you? Look at these CDs…ah, right, sorry for breaking in your house 

though.” His finger flipped through the spines of the CD cases. “We’re here to tell 

you your wife has been killed by…um, what was it,” he squinted at his partner, 

“ah yes, excessive intake of contaminated radioactive underground water. We’re 

sorry…” Paul could not hear anything that followed but the mouth of the soldier 

was moving. This can’t be happening, he thought. 

 

The hollowness on Paul’s face echoed the silence of the room, and his fists 

clenched. “Can I go back to the capsule?” At least I can have my memory looped 

there, he told himself. 


