Marshall Kingsley

My name is Nick Jordan.

In the summer of 2050, I moved my repair business from Massachusetts to a small town in Northern California - a town better left unnamed to protect its residents from the news media. On a rainy day in January, the phone rang in my little office.

"Hello, Nick's Repair Service."

"Nick, this is Marshall Kingsley on Twilight Lane. Do you work on clothes dryers?" 

"Yes, sir."

"Is it possible for you to come now?"  

       I looked at the downpour outside my window.

"Now is not a good time, Mr. Kingsley. Could you wait until the rain stops?"

"I'm afraid this can't wait, Nick. Do you know someone else I could call?"

"Hold on."

I paused for a few seconds while I thought it over.

"Give me your name and address again."

After I wrote down the information, I hung up the phone and prepared for the unpleasant part of my business - a service call in the middle of a winter storm.

I opened the door to the garage, pulled the parts bag off the shelf, and strapped it to the rear of my Honda 750 Nighthawk motorcycle. The idea to use a motorcycle for service calls worked well in the summer but not as well in the rainy season.

 After I secured the backpack, I donned my two Gore-Tex rain suits and wheeled the 500 lb machine out of the garage into the heavy downpour.

The town's street directory did not list a Twilight Lane; instead, I relied on Kingsley's verbal instructions to find my way to his residence. The journey took me miles down a long wooded road to the place where the tarmac and the town's fiscal budget came to a halt.

As I surveyed the dirt pathway ahead, I spotted a ramshackle Victorian on the left, hidden behind a stand of oak trees.  The street sign, Twilight Lane, stood half-buried beneath an overgrowth of trumpet vine.

The rain poured down in sheets as I supported the kickstand on a flat a rock in the muddy driveway and pulled my tool caddy from the saddlebag. By the time I reached the front steps, a blond-haired man in his twenties, dressed in a psychedelic shirt and balloon khakis opened the door.
 "Nick's Repair Service meets Marshall Kingsley III," he declared in a loud voice. "I can't tell you how much I appreciate this."

 He inspected me through his thick bifocals and offered me a complicated handshake that had achieved popularity in the '60's.

 He then reached for my tool caddy but changed his mind when he felt its weight. "You carry a heavy load, Nick. How did you manage all that on your motorcycle?"

"It's not easy," I replied.

As I followed him through the house, I noticed a jumble of electronic equipment filled each room. I quickly assumed that Kingsley owned the property, based on the number of holes he had drilled through the walls to run his electrical wires. When we reached the laundry room, he showed me an ancient clothes dryer, half buried under a pile of laundry.

"This sucker quit some time ago, Nick, and I've been too busy to figure out what's wrong. See what you can do." 

As he stood by and watched, I pulled out my volt-ohmeter. I rotated the dial to read 250 volts, and placed the two probes on the exposed prongs of the plug I had loosened from the outlet. The needle on the meter remained at zero.

"The dryer doesn't work because there is no power in the outlet." I said. "Where are your circuit breakers?"

Kingsley led me outside to the service panel on the side of the house. As he held the umbrella against the driving rain, I lifted the cover and snapped the breaker switch that fed the dryer back and forth several times
"The switch is ok!" I shouted above the wind gusts. "I'm going to take off the cover plate and check the wires for voltage!"

As soon as I removed the plate, I noticed the circuit breaker had no wires connected to it.

"What happened to the leads?"
 Kingsley's pale complexion changed to a deep red of embarrassment.

"I guess this is my fault! I needed more power for my experiments and I mixed up the wiring!"

 I decided not to involve myself in Kingsley's project so I left everything the way it was. When we reentered the house, he offered me a seat in the kitchen and went to his office to get his checkbook. As I pulled out my bill pad, I noticed the notebooks and electronic manuals stacked in piles around the room.

"What are you working on?" I said aloud.
"I'm studying the link between waking and dreaming states," he replied from the other room.

His answer gave me an idea.

"I experimented for a while with a low frequency sound generator that was supposed to stimulate brain growth." I said. "I don't know if it worked or not."

When he returned with his checkbook, I described my experience but I could tell he was not listening.  We completed the transaction and he escorted me to the front door where I put on my rain suit. As he opened the door, I reached out to shake his hand but he failed to notice the gesture. A few moments later, as I drove away, I watched in my side mirror as his house disappeared in the rain.

Four months passed before I heard any more from Kingsley. The rainy season had ended in the bay area and the summer schedule kept me busy. Early one morning the phone rang and I recognized his voice on the line.

"Hello Nick, it's Marshall again from Twilight Lane. I hope you are doing well. The last time we spoke, you mentioned you had experimented with a brain growth stimulator. Lately, I have begun to experiment with carrier waves and I wondered if you still have your device?"

Kingsley's call caught me by surprise. The last time I spoke with him, he showed no interest in my activities.

"I haven't used that machine for years, Marshall," I replied. "I tried it for a few months before I put it away in the closet. If you tell me more about your project perhaps we can compare notes."

"Sorry, Nick, I can't talk about it over the phone, but if you drop by for a visit, we can talk. I promise I will not disappoint you." 

 Before I could reply, he hung up.

As I replaced the receiver on the hook, I wondered why the sudden interest in my machine. As the day wore on, I performed my service calls but my thoughts focused on Kingsley and his offer. After my evening meal, I gave in to my curiosity and called him back to schedule a meeting.

When I met Kingsley at the door on a Sunday morning, his appearance surprised me. He had trimmed and combed his long, scraggly blond hair, shaved off his little goatee and wore expensive clothes and shoes. He no longer wore thick bifocals and he greeted me with the words, "Good day Mister Jordan, sir, won't you please come in?" His overall appearance had moved him forward in time by twenty years.

Kingsley's new look and manners impressed me. He showed me a seat in the dining room, which contained the same furnishings I had seen before, but this time the jumble of papers and notebooks, wires and electronics had mysteriously vanished.

On closer examination, I discovered someone had polished the furniture, repaired and repainted the walls and ceiling, and graced the floor with an expensive Persian rug. Kingsley waited for me to complete my inspection before he spoke.

  "On your first visit, Nick, I was on the threshold of a breakthrough in my research, but I found the calculations too complex to allow me any distractions. Because of the degree of concentration required, I failed to give you the attention you deserved. For that, I now apologize.

"I have decided to share with you a discovery that may change the course of human history, but first let us begin with an examination of your surroundings. You have already accepted the new look without question because you believe what you see. What if I was to tell you that nothing in this room has changed - that what you see is only what I want you to see?"

Before I could think of a reply, he stood and walked out of the room. A moment later, he reappeared with an elegant silver headset. He seated himself in his chair, placed the device over his head, and showed me how to activate it. As he clicked the micro switch, the headset lit up and two emitters projected thin beams of light into his pupils.

"These light beams are one micron thick," he said. "They will not trigger the photocells or damage the retina. Instead, they pass all the way through the vitreous, into the optic nerve. Once they enter the optic pathway, the stream of light particles flows to the visual center of my brain."

When Marshall finished speaking, he leaned back in his chair and the room became silent, apart from the ticktock of the grandfather clock. As the minutes ticked by, I waited for something to happen. As more time passed, I became restless and I began to wonder how much longer I would allow his weird experiment to continue. When I looked down at my watch, to check the time I discovered that two hours had passed!

I stared at the numbers in disbelief and compared it with the hands on the grandfather clock. Meanwhile, Kingsley sat up and grinned at me.

"Well, what you think?" 

His voice had a different sound to it that sent a shiver up my spine. 
"I see that your body clock and your social training are in disagreement," he said. Your body clock tells you that ten minutes passed, but your social training tells you it was two hours. Which one is correct?

Kingsley waited for my reply, but I could not think. He approached me, helped me to my feet and steered me toward the front door.

"Don't worry about any lingering effects," he said in a whisper. "The disruption is only temporary. Once you are outside, you'll be fine."

Marshall was right. The bright rays of the afternoon sun and the ocean breeze helped restore my balance. I glanced at my watch, which revealed that fifteen minutes had passed.

When Marshall decided I was back to my normal self, he said I should wait until he contacted me if I wanted to learn more.

"If you decide to continue, you must not tell anyone what goes on here, nor mention my name. To do so could endanger both of us." 
He reached out and shook my hand. "Agreed?"
I automatically nodded.
Later, as I drove away, I began to recover my mental balance along with second thoughts about getting involved with his mysterious experiment, whatever it was. I decided to find out more about Kingsley's background before I went any further.
For the next few days, I searched the internet for information on Kingsley. A company called "Timeline" that specialized in a field of research called nanotechnology listed the Kingsley name in its department roster. One of Timeline's subdivisions called "CSL" had conducted experiments on the frontal brain lobes of the human brain. 
According to their resumes, the Kingsleys were a father and son team who wrote custom software for medical research labs. The two had collaborated on a project with Timeline and published a white paper on their findings.

I clicked on the hyperlinked words "white paper," but a blank web page appeared. I dialed "Timeline's" number and asked for the Cortical Studies Lab but the operator told me that CSL no longer existed.

My search for background information on Kingsley had turned up almost nothing. At that point, I gave up and I decided to wait for him to make the next move.

Over the following weeks, I was too busy solving plumbing and electrical problems to give any more thought to Kingsley. As spring passed into summer with no word, I decided he no longer needed my services and had moved on. 

It was late one Saturday night in July, when the telephone rang. As I listened from my bed, half-asleep, the answering machine took the message and clicked off.

 The next morning I played back the static-filled recording and made out the following words: "…Nick, it's me, Kingsley… please help me…" 
The hoarse whisper on the other end faded as the signal died.

I played back the message several times before I picked up the phone and dialed the number that appeared on my caller id. After the phone rang a dozen times with no answer, I decided to ride out to his place and find out what was going on. 

When I arrived at Kingsley's old mansion, it appeared unoccupied. I knocked on the front door several times and called out his name but I heard nothing but the faint tinkle of wind chimes on the porch.

 For several moments, I waited and wondered what to do. Perhaps he had suffered an injury and needed my help? Should I open the door and look for him inside? 

"Kingsley, it's me, Nick!" I shouted and pounded on the door. 

Finally, I decided to open the door and peek inside. He had drawn the shades on the windows and my eyes needed time to adapt to the dark interior. I shouted his name as I walked slowly down the dark hallway but each room I looked into provided no clues to his whereabouts. My nervousness began to increase as I ascended the staircase to the second floor.

When I reached the top of the landing, I saw three rooms down the hall to my left. The middle room emanated a bluish light.
On my first my first glimpse into the blue room I experienced a shock. Kingsley was strapped to a glistening black machine shaped like a scorpion spider. Twin beams of light passed into his eyes through two antenna-shaped emitters. His eyes were held open with lid retractors and saliva drooled from the corner of his lower lip. As I stood frozen in shock at this scene, his eyes began to roll backward in their sockets. All the while, I could hear him moan, "MK3-2020…MK3-2020… "

In a state of panic, I looked desperately for a way to unplug the machine. I found a power cord on the floor and yanked it from the wall outlet. The machine continued to operate but the lights went out on his computer workstation. I realized the machine had no plug; it fed directly from a conduit that disappeared in the wall.

I turned and ran down the stairs to turn off the main switch on the service panel, but when I returned, I discovered nothing had changed. The machine continued to run and Kingsley continued to moan louder "MK3-2020!" This time with greater urgency.

As I stood still and searched my brain for another idea, his words and the sight of the keypad before me began to make sense. I realized he wanted me to punch in that sequence of letters and numbers on the keypad.
The instant I entered the keystrokes, the machine powered down and the room darkened. Kingsley then said in a weak voice, "Turn the power back on."
I ran back outside and flipped the main switch. When I returned, he had managed to free his arms and remove the eyelid retractors, but he was too weak to unbuckle the restraints on his legs. I helped him finish the job.

"You arrived just in time, Nick," he whispered, as he threw his arm over my shoulder. "I couldn't hold out much longer."

 I helped him into the next room where he collapsed on the bed.

"I thought they would never find me," he groaned as he closed his eyes. "They must have hacked their way into the power company's database and downloaded information on every household in the county. Sometimes they use aerial surveillance to scan for high emf emissions. The electromagnetic field from my power generator in the basement must have given away my location"

"You have a power generator in the basement?" 

"Yes. I will explain everything later. Right now I need your help to make it downstairs." He reached out to me for support and I lifted him off the bed and out into the hallway.

When we reached the staircase, he had regained some of his strength, which made the trip down the stairs a little easier. I felt him grow stronger as I eased him onto the couch in the library. A few moments later, he directed me to fetch him herbal capsules from the kitchen cupboard, and a glass of juice from the refrigerator.

"The herb is good for the eyes and the juice is high in antioxidants," he said as he swallowed the capsules and drank the juice. A moment later, he closed his eyes and fell asleep.

As I stood and watched Kingsley snore, I felt he had put me in a bind. Now that he was out of immediate danger, my thoughts turned to my own safety. The people who strapped him to that monstrosity upstairs could return at any moment. 

"You needn't worry about your safety, Nick," Kingsley mumbled through closed eyes. "I am the one they want."
The unexpected sound of his voice shot through my nerves like an electric current.
"Shouldn't we call the police?" I said nervously.
"No!"

Kingsley's stern reply triggered a suspicion that he was holding back something. He did not act or speak like a person under attack.
"I think it's time you explained to me what this is all about," I said to him in a harsh tone.
I waited for his reply but he remained silent. 

"This is crazy," I thought to myself. "I should quit now before somebody gets hurt."
I turned and walked to the front door when he suddenly called out, "Leave it unlocked, Nick, and thank you for your assistance - you're a good man."

As I opened the door and tried to decide what to do, I felt that whatever trouble Kingsley had gotten himself into was his problem. If he could get himself into trouble, he could get himself out of trouble. I walked down the steps, cranked the engine on the motorcycle and drove away.

 I was halfway home before I began to have second thoughts about leaving him alone. In spite of his weird behavior, I had to admit that his mysterious project and his mysterious past piqued my interest.  The more I thought about leaving him alone the more uncomfortable I felt. 

Finally, I turned around and went back. When I opened his front door a crack, I saw him lying on the couch with his eyes closed, but the corners of his mouth curved slightly upward in a hidden smile.

"I had to find out if I could depend on you before we went any further," he said. "You proved to me you could not run away and leave an injured man to his fate. You have passed my first test."
He opened his eyes, got up from the couch and stretched his limbs as he walked around the room.

 Kingsley's sudden recovery caught me by surprise. As I stared at him with annoyance, he motioned for me to have a seat at the kitchen table.

"I know you feel betrayed by my tactics but I need to know if you can handle what I'm about to tell you," he said as he pulled up a chair. 

As he sat down, I noticed he had changed his demeanor. His eyes sparkled and his body became straight and purposeful. He showed no sign of injury.

"I presume you found the 'Timeline' web site, and the deleted white paper we published," he said. "I and my father, Robert, started our own private company, and together we wrote software programs for scientific and medical research labs. We were on the verge of a breakthrough when our Government grants ran out.

"Timeline was the first company to accept our offer to trade their space for the use of our software. Their cortical lab was perfect for our work and it was there I built my first nano compiler. My goal was to build and control molecular-sized robots, called nanos, which I manipulated with magnetic probes to perform simple movements. At first, the project followed a predictable course, but to our surprise, the robots began to form larger, more complex structures that could perform new tasks. 

"We had broken new ground in the field of nanotechnology and I became so excited that I told Reeves, our department head, about our progress. I boasted to him that we would soon have the tools we needed to duplicate human brainwaves.

 "A week after my careless slip up with Reeves, my nano compiler vanished, and because of the hostile arguments between us that followed, our agreement with Timeline began to unravel.

"My father and I decided to remain with the company long enough to build a new compiler. As I worked on the new design, some of our proprietary algorithms began to disappear from the mainframe; a sure sign someone had cracked the encryption code. I could not determine how they got the passwords but my father and I decided to delete our software from the company's hard drives. When Security reported them missing, Timeline's administrators ordered us out of the building, and confiscated the rest of our equipment.

"I cannot prove this, but I believe Timeline's board of directors decided at some point to steal our property and sell it to the military. Fortunately, we acted in time to put a stop to their plan."

As he continued to talk, Kingsley lowered his voice to a whisper.

"Not long after the split, someone put out a contract on my father. His death in a bizarre car accident a week later, was designed to send me a message. Later, after his funeral, someone tapped my phone and intercepted my mail. I panicked and fled to New Mexico but within a year, they found me. When I fled from New Mexico, I had already built a third compiler and designed the next generation of nano robots.

"I am certain that Timeline executives and their friends in the military failed to profit from what they stole from us five years ago. They really needed the software to duplicate my work, which is why they have continued to track my movements. When I left New Mexico, I thought I had shaken them loose, but now I see they have caught up with me again."

Kingsley got up from the table and said it was time to show me more of his work. I followed him down the hallway until we stopped before a heavy oak door. He unchained the door, opened it and led me down a flight of stairs into a dark, cool, basement. 

As I looked around, I noticed the walls glowed with a green fluorescence. He led me to the far end of the room where he pulled aside a silk curtain and showed me his handiwork. Before us stood a green, translucent tree trunk that grew from the floor to the ceiling. As I tried to bring it into focus, it shimmered and changed shape before my eyes. The trunk's core contained bundles of filaments alive with streaming light particles.

"Behold, the first organic power generator," Kingsley declared as I stood and stared at the machine in stunned silence.

"The subterranean roots contain billions of nano tubes, which attract free electrons," he said. "The trunk is a storage area where the nanos sort the electrons and send them through the regulators. The electrons then flow through conduits that spread throughout the house. The mix of Romex with the old knob and tube wiring could not deliver the power I needed to get through the first stage of the project so I instructed the nanos to build this unit."

He continued to gaze with pride at his creation while I continued to stand beside him, dumfounded.

Kingsley closed the curtain and led me back up the stairs. The sight of that organism had upset me to the point where I lost my balance and Kingsley had to steady me as I followed him from the basement up to the second floor and back to the blue room that contained his hideous machine. As I stood before it and felt my knees tremble in the presence of a powerful energetic force, Kingsley stated I could disregard his earlier tale of torture and restraint.

"I staged that performance to test your character and I apologize for deceiving you. I had to find out if I could depend on you to help me with my work."

Before I could understand the full meaning of his words, he began to point out various keys on the keyboard. When he reached the panic button that allowed the operator to shut down the program, I had reached my limit.

"I'm sorry Kingsley but I think I have had enough of this," I said to him. "You have now tricked me twice and I can no longer trust you to tell the truth. I think you should find some one else to help you with your project." 

I hurried out of the room and ran down the stairs to the front door. I wanted to leave quickly as possible before I changed my mind. I made it as far as the front porch before he called out from upstairs. 

"Nick, you forgot this disk I planned to give you. It contains a history of the Kingsley Foundation. You can check it against government records. I'm sorry if I upset you!"
 He hurried down the stairs and handed me a cardboard envelope. He continued to speak as he followed me to my motorcycle and stood by as I pushed the start button. As I drove hurriedly out of the driveway, my thoughts were again in chaos.

When I arrived home, fifteen minutes later, I dropped the disk in a drawer and decided my experience with Kingsley was over. 

Months passed by with no more phone calls from Twilight Lane. The summer ended and the winter rains returned to the bay area. One night at the height of a rare thunderstorm, I experienced a terrifying nightmare in which Kingsley had strapped me to his monster machine. Each time he punched in the startup sequence I panicked and awakened in a cold sweat. In the weeks that followed, the same dream reoccurred until I was afraid to fall sleep.

One morning, after a particularly bad episode, I decided to take action to end the nightmares. I pulled his compact disk from my files, and used the information I found inside to investigate his past. I was surprised to discover his family background, scholastic achievements and employment record all described Kingsley as a man of impeccable character. This information helped relieved some of the stress on my nerves but the nightmares continued to disrupt my sleep. I decided it was time to have a talk with Kingsley about my problem.

On a Sunday afternoon, I rolled into Kingsley's driveway and spotted him in his rocking chair on the porch.  As I dismounted, I experienced a moment of lightheadedness but when my head cleared, the rocking chair sat empty. As I climbed the steps and knocked on the door, I kept an eye on the chair but nothing more happened. I reassured myself that because of my stressed condition, I could have experienced an optical illusion.
 A moment later, Kingsley opened the door and greeted me with his usual enthusiasm. This time he wore a black suit – a zoot suit from the Prohibition era with shiny black and white shoes and a red silk tie. He had combed his jet black hair straight back with a part in the middle. His new attire reminded me of an Italian Mafioso boss I had seen in the movies. As he inspected my appearance, I sensed he had more experiments planned for me.

"I'm glad to see you Nick; the nano robots have built an upgraded version of my dream machine."

"I am not here to see your machine, Marshall," I replied. "I am here to ask your advice about a recurring nightmare. That machine of yours is the cause."

To my dismay, Kingsley expressed delight over my distress.
"Your surprise encounter with the nanos has triggered an anxiety attack," he said. "The only cure is to get to know them better."

Before I could pull back and retreat, he pulled me inside and practically dragged me up the staircase. As we approached the room where he kept his machine, I experienced a full-blown panic.
I expected to see the same grotesque scorpion-like machine; instead, I saw in its place, a modern anti-gravity recliner with a thin transparent wire attached to the left arm support. 

"I saw from your reaction last time that the earlier model was too audacious for your conservative taste in furniture – although I thought it offered new possibilities for the art community. This updated model follows closely the lines of a modern recliner and uses fiber optic filaments to transmit the data stream. No more laser beams through the eyeballs," he said with a chuckle 

"I know how anxious you are for a volunteer," I said to Marshall, "But I have already decided to end my participation in your experiments. Why don't you try it out yourself and I will sit here and take notes or record it on my digital camera if you like."

He laughed at my proposal.

"I am afraid that won't do, Nick. While you were away I wrote a new program that instructed my nanos to redesign this machine." As he spoke, he pulled up his sleeve and showed me the outline of a chip implant imbedded under the skin on his forearm. "They also built this chip interface that converts holographic data into brain waves. The data travels from the machine's transmitter through this filament to my implant where it enters the radial nerve. From there it travels to my cortex which turns the compressed data stream into a hologram."

As I watched, he changed from an impeccably dressed mob boss back to an earlier character - the 1960's hippie with the blond hair, psychedelic t-shirt and baggy pants. As my body reacted to the changes, he became an elderly, white-haired Spanish caballero dressed in a sequined tuxedo, and groomed in every detail.
"We are like whirlpools in a torrent of energy," he said. "I have simply found a way to rearrange the particles."

Before I could understand what he meant, he said that a further demonstration was in order. I watched as he positioned himself in the chair and plugged the optical filament from the transmitter into the chip implanted under his skin. This time he changed into a young Native American man dressed in a technician's uniform.

       "This character is a plasma technician from the future," he said. He paused for a moment then changed into an ethereal monk dressed in brown robes whose midsection glowed with a radiant light.
"This spiritual cleric lives in a world called Shal-a-din that moves at a speed beyond the reach of your senses, Nick. He is a Senior Adept - a member of a religious order. You could be him, if you wished."

As I continued to stare, he changed back into the Spanish caballero. Each time he changed his appearance, I felt something inside me shift - as if the two were somehow connected. I mentioned this to him as he unplugged the receiver.

"Your central nervous system is reacting to the machine's field of influence," he said. "At this moment, I would say that you and the nanos are vibrating at the same frequency. The experience lasts for a fraction of a second and is quite harmless."

"I think I know what you have in mind Marshall and I think I'll pass," I replied. "This is a new and dangerous field of research we know nothing about. What if something goes wrong?"

"Nothing will go wrong, Nick. I have had countless experiences with this machine and look at me - I am in perfect health."
As I listened to Marshall continue with his arguments, he slowly guided me into the chair and began to strap the receiver to my forearm. As he tightened the straps, my body broke into a cold sweat and spasms of nervous energy rippled through my stomach.
 Kingsley spoke reassuring words to me when he finished the task.
"The holographic current is gentle, like a dream," he said. "It slowly moves your attention away from its usual location inside your head."

 Before I could raise more objections, he pressed a button on the control panel.

Suddenly my body froze. I was unable to think or move as drops of moisture collected and ran down my forehead. For what seemed a long time a cold numbness took over before I began to realize that nothing was happening. Slowly, I began to relax, and as I did so the room changed into a different scene - of me standing on a ledge. Below me, a moon base appeared in the shadow of a mountain peak and high above, a vast rainbow nebula cast a multicolored pattern over the moon's barren surface. For thirty or forty seconds the scene remained steady until the elements that formed it rearranged themselves back into the shape of the room.  Kingsley smiled at me and said - "See? There is nothing to it."

I tried to share his enthusiasm but something inside me had suffered an overload and collapsed. As I struggled to regain my sense of control, he offered me help in the form of a brief explanation.
"The machine generates a stream of data that perfectly duplicates human dream waves. The presence of these two data streams forces the attention to choose one or the other or else split into two parts."

He waited for me to understand his statement, but I had no idea what he was talking about.

"What happened to this room when that other world appeared?" I said.

"From my point of view, nothing happened, Nick, but from your point of view, the particles that make up this room changed their speed and positions to create a different scene. At some point in the course of this experiment you will begin to understand that every conscious organism creates its own reality," he added.

Before I could think about that, he handed me a script and invited me to read it. The script's main character was the young plasma technician trained to repair and maintain power equipment for a mining colony in space.  After his assignment to the colony, things happen that force him to accept responsibility as a leader.
"You must choose other characters to play your allies and opponents in this drama," Kingsley said, as he showed me a list.

As my hands shook, I browsed through the pages for a few moments and chose eleven major players. Kingsley gave a nod of approval as he punched in the codes.
"The time has come for you to make the most important decision of your life, Nick. You must act now or lose an extraordinary opportunity to change the course of human endeavor."

"Wait a minute, Marshall. I can't do this now - I've got a full day of work tomorrow."

Kingsley laughed. "The timelines are different between the two data streams. One hour will pass from my point of view while your experience inside the holostream goes on for months – perhaps years."

Kingsley's words threw me into a panic. I was ill prepared for something of this magnitude. As I tried to decide what to do, he offered more encouragement.

"At the beginning, you may experience confusion until you choose one and drop the other. After that you will be fine." 

As he spoke, he pressed a series of buttons on the view screen.

"Remember this; what you will experience is a stream of light particles that your nervous system will convert into a three dimensional experience. At first, you will identify with the young technician but as the drama continues, you will gain confidence and shift your viewpoint to the other characters. When the script ends, you will open your eyes and the episode will vanish - although traces of it could remain in your memory and resurface later, perhaps in your dreams.

       "Everything is good to go, Nick. The drama will begin as soon as you relax and trust yourself." 

 Kingsley's voice sounded distant. I tried to keep my eyes open but a heavy pressure forced them to close. A moment later, the room dissolved into a whirling mass of light particles.
