
Destiny 

 

You know Chris, we all do. Chris is 27, 5’6” and 150lbs. Chris is married, and 

lives in a house valued between $100-$300k. Chris is thinking of having kids, more often 

than most things. Chris finished some college, and thinks about taking some night classes 

at a community college, just to finish up. Chris takes a 10.4 minute shower and never 

sings. Then Chris eats toast with smooth peanut butter, drinks a glass of orange juice, and 

takes a multivitamin before heading off to the $35k/year job. Chris lives near a Wal-Mart 

and a McDonalds, can name all of the Three Stooges and none of the Speakers of the 

House. You’re Chris and so am I.  

But we’re not this Chris, and let’s be thankful for that. Chris gets in the car that 

could use a bit of work, but in the end is pretty reliable, and heads to work. On the way, 

Chris listens to some local radio, gets a traffic update, a weather update, ignores the 

news, and sings along to all the shallow pop songs that are played every morning. Chris 

arrives and is greeted by the job: Office support and Sales. God only knows what that 

actually means, but what it all boils down to? Chris slaves away 40+ hrs/week for next to 

nothing at a job that is closer to that of office bitch than anything else. Sound familiar?  

The daily grind starts off with friends around the water cooler. Joe says something 

off color, to which Susie, the supposedly well educated and skankily dressed secretary, 

responds with indignation. Susie storms off and Bill, Joe’s mild mannered best friend, 

shoots him a glance, to which he responds with a shrug and a laugh. They walk away, 

back to their cubicles. Pam and Sarah come over, desperately needing a drink, but really 

to discuss the latest office gossip. Apparently Mary hooked up with Steve. Can you 

believe it? Chris mingles here and there with coworkers, always towards the outside of 

the group, but certainly present, and always chirping up with an appropriate comment 

when the moment calls for it. Unfortunately, all this great and illusory friendship comes 

crashing down when Jim hits the floor. 

“Alright people, yes somebody slept with somebody and the game was great. You 

know what those two things have in common with this situation?” asks Jim. 

“The O face!” shouts Joe. A general laugh, no, you know, the chuckle? Anyway, 

one of those sweeps the office, except of course for good little Susie, who storms off in a 

huff to fantasize about Joe. 

“Nice try, but no. They’re all over. Back to work.” Another chuckle and the 

shuffle of lemmings to their cubicles provide background noise for the beeps and hums of 

the office equipment. 

Spreadsheets, PDF’s, urgent emails and reports stream across Chris’s desk for 

hours. Numbers melt into one another, days have 365 hours, months have 7 days, years 

have 24 weeks, Jim has a 7% approval rating (“Oh wait, that one is actually right…”), 

and the only one that Chris can think of is 12. The work means nothing. Nothing will 

happen if it gets done and nothing will happen if it doesn’t get done, but none of us could 

move on to the nothing we have to do tomorrow if we all didn’t do our nothing for today, 

and no one understands the useless cyclicality of it all like Chris. A certain amount of 

nothing needed to be done before lunch, the magical 12, so that the nothing to be done 

after lunch could be completed before the equally magical 5, allowing Chris to move on 

to tomorrow’s nothing at the right time.  



Just before Chris’s mind realizes the futility of it all, lunch rolls around. An hour 

all alone, surrounded by no one worth ignoring. Chris gets a sandwich from the cafeteria, 

tries to make it as individual as possible, adding some sprouts that no one likes anyway. 

Taking silent joy in the sprouts, Chris enjoys the break in the day, and even manages to 

say something funny to go home and talk about. Not that anyone will care, but Chris only 

knows that a little too deep down to notice.  

Back to the desk for four more hours of work, which obviously means doing a 

little nothing, reading forums, IM’ing coworkers, playing games, etc. The clock ticks 

slower and slower the longer the day goes on. Chris looks at the clock, 3:49pm. Two 

meaningless tasks left to do. Time for a game, time for some Ms. Pac-Man. After eating 

more fruit than Chris does in a month, Ms. Pac-Man finally succumbs to the ghosts. Chris 

looks back down at the clock in the corner of his screen, 3:51pm. After the blow to the 

ego that as Ms. Pac-Man, Chris was only able to last 2 minutes, the nothing for the day is 

resumed. Task number 1 is a simple evaluation of something Chris knows nothing about, 

but the data provided gives enough of a picture that no thought is required. Chris loves 

these tasks, they are like jigsaw puzzles. Ages 5+, no intelligence required, tiny pieces. 

Another worthless job done as the clock on Chris’s desk blinks 4:11pm. News that is only 

valuable as a conversation piece, because whether or not it matters, Chris doesn’t like 

being the last to know, scrolls across the screen. 4:27pm. The last nothing of the day 

breezes by, just a summary of recent work. 4:39pm is displayed by Chris’s watch hands, 

leaving 21 minutes and not even nothing left to do. Chris counts ceiling tiles, plays 

minesweeper, pretends to go to the bathroom, anything to keep from doing any more 

nothing, and it pays off.  

“Alright people, have a good weekend”, says Jim. The doors to the building fly 

open and don’t close again until the last person is out. Engagements are made that no one 

intends to keep, jokes no one cares to hear the punch lines of, and pleasantries exchanged 

that no one means. A small army of determined and useless soldiers suit up in sedans and 

head back to the safety of home.  

But when the wind is just right, and the sunset is particularly red, sometimes Chris 

shuns the armor in favor of a short walk home.  

“Its good for me, and besides, it’s good for the environment.” 

Chris can’t tell you why, but that’s what Al Gore said. One major road was all 

that Chris has to cross to get home on the 15 minute walk, but it was usually pretty empty 

at this time of day anyway. Approaching the intersection, there was a man across the 

street and a woman already at the corner. After assessing the situation, looking both ways 

and reaching for Mommy’s hand, all three cross the street to different corners. Chris is 

pleased that there are no cars this evening, as that makes the trip about 5 minutes shorter 

than usual. 

Chris arrives home at 5:12pm, sits down to a meal jointly prepared at 6pm, and 

enjoys a movie, a relaxing BM, and the daily paper.  

Sam shouts, “Come on hun, come to bed.” 

Chris responds, “Not yet, I want to watch the news first. And I would be able to 

come back to bed first if you had done the dishes like I asked.” 

Chris could care less what the news said, or about the audible grumble from the 

bedroom, but the delay was worth avoiding a situation where someone could belittle. The 

news was as depressing as always, filled with death, robbery, politics, etc. Chris barely 



grasps what the anchor is saying anymore, and is falling asleep when… 

 “Reports show that two people, a man and a woman, were both mysteriously 

killed this evening. The man, a Brian Johnson, died on Lance Lane, three blocks from his 

house. The cause of death appears to be a heart attack. The woman, one Emily Smith, 

collapsed on Singleton Terrace, from what police say was heat stroke. Despite the causes, 

the police are still investigating the case as a potential murder, as the two deaths take 

place within five blocks of one another, and the two victims died within moments of one 

another…” 

Chris recognizes the streets. Both were within blocks, and were just off the route 

to and from the office.  

“Police have released pictures of the victims, and say that any information would 

be helpful to the case. In other news…” 

The pictures on the screen sealed it. The man, Brian Johnson, and the woman, 

Emily Smith, were most certainly the two that Chris saw on the way home. All three 

crossed the street at the same time earlier that day. The man tried to get home, and was 

killed after going two blocks from where he crossed the street, same with the woman. 

Chris only went a block after the intersection before arriving at home. Not only that, but 

Chris was the only one alive. 

“Come to bed! I’m getting tired…tomorrow is Saturday anyway, you can read all 

about it in the paper.” 

Yes, the paper, thinks Chris, I can read about it there. Surely they will have solved 

the case by then. But should I call? The police will think I’m crazy. Or maybe that I’m 

the guilty party….I was the last one to see them alive. They couldn’t think I did it, I work 

and live close by! Plus, I couldn’t have killed them both at the same time, that would be 

impossible. But I did get close enough to inject them both with something that 

would…And I did change my routine today…Oh God, I can’t say anything. It’s too risky. 

Better to just wait. 

Chris walks to the bathroom to get ready for bed, teeth, pajamas, etc., crawls into 

bed with Sam, and stares at the ceiling. Exhaustion finally overtakes Chris, and dreams 

are no escape.  

Chris dreams of running, but not very far. Only one block is left until Chris dies, 

and everyone knows it. Chris is chased restlessly, just to the edge of the block. Dogs, 

mailmen, Gods, Demons, tornados, lightning, skunks, ex lovers and even Nana chase 

Chris to the intersection of Spruce and 2
nd

 street. Chris’s whole life is a blur behind 

terrified eyelids leading to this moment. Destiny at the intersection of Spruce and 2
nd

. 

The alarm rings loudly in Chris’s ears, almost as loudly as Sam’s cry of protest 

and annoyance. 

“I thought you shut that damn thing OFF!” 

I was a little preoccupied with the end of my own life, Chris mentally quips as the 

alarm is silenced. That thought brings the night’s revelation back full force. I can’t really 

be dying, the world doesn’t work like that, Chris reasons. I don’t live in a comic book, or 

a Wachowski brother’s film.  

Chris slowly gets up from bed, and the fears of death and destiny begin to 

dissipate.  

“I’m gonna go get the paper”, says Chris. Groans come from the left side of the 

bed as Chris leaves the room. The coffee pot clicks on as the timer hits 7:07am and the 



smell of fresh brewed coffee rapidly fills the house. Chris takes one deep breath and 

walks outside to the mailbox. Chris’s neighbors wave a hearty good morning after getting 

their own papers, and walk back inside.  

Chris comes to the edge of the driveway and places his hand on the top of the 

mailbox before opening it. Instead of soft paper, Chris feels something hard and small. A 

9mm pistol is in Chris’s mailbox, and there is no paper in sight. Initially, panic sets in. 

What do I do? Who would do this? Is this some sort of joke? And then the calmness that 

only comes when we accept the impossible and embrace the hysteria in our own life falls 

over Chris like a new snow. 

“Spruce and 2
nd

 eh?” ponders Chris, “Guess its time.” 

Chris knows what to do. Do you? 


