



FEAR


It’s my first day in college. I go to the Massachusetts institute of technology MIT. The people who go there are venerated as gods. I got a scholarship to study under Dr. Gordon freeman, the man who invented the atom bomb. I’m a research assistant for the man most of the world despises. A lot of people wish he was never born. A part of me hates him but on the other hand the major part of me respects him for what he is, the world’s most brilliant scientist. Many people regard their first day in college with a certain degree of uncertainty and nervousness. I’m not afraid.


I walked into the campus. It was a bright and sunny day, a perfect day. I walked up to the main building. Just to think I was in the same square mile as the world’s best thinkers. The receptionist was busy with something. “Ummm, excuse me.” I stuttered. She looked up obviously annoyed. “How may I help?” she asked. “Dr. Gordon freeman” She got up “Third door to your left.” I got up. My gaze followed her arm. It pointed straight to a gray door, against a gray wall, with gray wallpaper. I reached the door. It all blended in with the surrounding giving the effect that the door was nothing but a part of everything else. Not for me. This was the door to my expectations, to my work, this was my door. Behind this door awaited me my teacher, my mentor. I was not afraid.


I rapped my knuckles on the door sounding a sharp knock. “Come” a voice echoed form the inside. I took one breath and opened the door. He stood there average height in a sweater and beige pants, staring at a set of equations on the board. Even though he looked normal I knew what he really was, what he really wanted to do. He turned around. “You’re my new assistant. Ahhh I have heard much about you.” He took my hand to shake it. I looked in his eyes. There was a kind of sadness in them. You could tell he was wallowing in redemption. He obviously hated himself too just like the rest of the world. He had created the one thing the whole world was afraid of. The one lethal weapon every super power feared. The one lethal weapon every fascist threatened to use just to make a point. That one cry to be heard could cost millions their lives.


“What’re you working on sir?” he sighed. “The bomb son, I’m working on a reverse effect. I figure if you can convert mass to energy why not the other way. I’m basically trying to find a way to damp the blast, convert the awesome amounts of energy it releases to one big blob of harmless mass.” I was way ahead of him. I already had the equations on the board mapped out in my head. I took the nearest piece of chalk and made some calculations. I turned back to him, the result of my work clearly written in the centre of the board. He stepped up. Read every step carefully. He looked at me, I could see in his eyes again. But this time the darkness was fading there was a kind of divine white light taking birth in them. He was now yelling almost in a frenzy , “YOU DID IT BOY. THEY SAID YOU WERE GOOD. BUT NOT THIS GOOD. YOU EXCEEEDED EVERYONES EXPECTATIONS!” Then he stopped suddenly. He said to himself, slowly, very slowly as if trying to convince something in him that just wouldn’t believe. Within earshot I could clearly hear him, “The world doesn’t have to be afraid anymore…”

